Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  Hbrary  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  this  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  informing  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http  :  //books  .  google  .  com/| 


RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAULT, 


THE  LORD  MARCHER: 


A  LEGEND  OF  THE  WELCH  BORDERS. 


BT 


THE  REV.  B.  W.  MOBGAN,  P.C,  TREQYNON, 

AUTHom  or 
**  miTOA  07  THE  CHTTBCH,"  "  IDA  DE  OALI8," 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES. 
VOL.  L 


LONDON : 
BICHARD  BBNTLBT,  NEW  BURLINGTON  STREET. 

1858. 


£j/4.    ^^.    J^4 


LONDON: 

Printed  by  Schnlze  and  Co.,  13,  Poland  Street. 


TO  THE  NATIVES 


or 

THE    PRINCIPALITY    OF    WALES, 

THE  FOLLOWING  SKETCH 

Of 

THE  LIVES  AND  TIMES  OF  THEIB  GALLANT  FOREFATHERS 

IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES, 

IS,   WITH  STSRT  WISH  FOR  THEIR  INDIVIDUAL 

AND  COLLECTIVE  PROSPERITY, 

RESFBCTFULLT  DEDICATED  BY  THEIR  FELLOW-COUNTRYMAN 

AND  KYMRO, 


THE  AUTHOR. 


JuLT  10,  18S3, 
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CHAPTEE  I. 

EXPLANATORY. 


We  are  about  to  portray  times  and  circum- 
stances which  for  centuries  formed  the 
normal  state  of  the  British  Islands. 

In  the  history  of  a  realm  generations 
pass  and  evanesce  as  the  dreams  of  a 
night:  types  of  laws,  national  stamps  of 
diaracter,  which  impressed  and  made  an 
early,  a  medieval,  a  later  race  of  men,  the 
influence  of  which  rose,  lasted,  and  lingered 
for  successions  of  families,  appear  to  poste- 
rity as  a  brief,  a  very  transient  phase  of 
existence.  Boman  Britain,  with  its  dura- 
tion   of    four    hundred    years ;    Nocturnal 
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Britain,  if  we  may  so  designate  it,  with  its 
moonlight  armies,  its  vast  and  mystic 
structures,  its  recurrences  to  Oriental 
myths  and  adorations,  its  fairy  lore  and 
romance,  its  Tristrams,  Launcelots,  and 
Arthurs  ;  Saxon  Britain  with  its  Heptarchic 
wars  and  monastic  puerilities,  its  never- 
ceasing  murders  and  desolations,  its  semi- 
heathen  practices  and  superstitions  ;  Mediae- 
val Britain,  with  its  Norsemen  metamor- 
phosed into  Normans,  its  churches  into 
cathedrals,  its  priests  into  princes,  its  nobles 
into  a  sacrei  order  of  birth  and  privilege : 
on  all  these  stages  we  are  disposed  to  look 
back  as  a  page  in  our  own  childhood,  not 
as  the  strong,  enei^tic,  long-protracted 
realities  in  a  mighty  nation's  development 
and  career. 

A  century  to  a  nation  is  not  much  more 
than  a  world  is  to  a  soul — ^a  passage,  a 
change,  an  advance — ^nothing  more ;  long  in 
its  present,  a  span  in  its  retrospect.  * 

One,  however,  of  these  eras  we  would 
resuscitate — one  whose  moulding  fingers 
have  cast  its  generations  of  human  clay 
into  models  of  iron:    the  era,  not  of  the 
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Norman  conquest,  but  of  the  Norman  pro- 
gress in  Britain.  Let  us  examine  its  ante- 
cedents, we  shall  then  .more  luminously 
understand  the  sequent  narrative. 

We  depict  things,  be  it  observed,  not  from 
a  Danish,  or  Saxon,  or  Norman  point  of  in- 
spection,  but  from  an  apex  round  which  they 
meet  and  combine,  against  which  the  forces 
of  these  successive  invasions  have  repeatedly 
dashed ;  at  the  foot  of  which  they  have  pulled 
up,  paused,  receded,  ebbed  &r  back  again 
into  the  safer  plains.  That  point  is  where 
the  only  unconquered  blood  of  Britain  roams 
in  wild  but  not  uncultivated  freedom ;  where, 
long  before  its  Tudor  ascension  to  the  throne, 
it  flowed  deep,  vigorous,  impetuous,  round 
Princedoms  of  its  own ;  where  it  gazes  back 
on  a  long  roll  of  wars,  the  result  of  which  is 
—Britain  lost  but  liberty  preserved ;  ances- 
tors  slain  but  children  untainted  with  the 
stain,  unbranded  with  the  lash  of  slavery. 
The  reader  must,  therefore,  stand  with  us, 
first  of  all,  on  the  red  peak  of  Snowdon. 
We  take  a  bird's-eye  glance  over  Europe: 
the  time— the  early  reign  or  usurpation  of 
Stephen  of  Blois. 
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The  Mediterranean — the  great  internal 
sea  of  civilization — ^is  dotted  with  naval  de- 
tachments ;  few  of  them  commercial ;  those 
few  the  ventures  of  the  merchant  nobility, 
the  Blue  Blood  of  Venice — ^for  she  is  the  Eng- 
land of  that  dawning  day.  The  rest  are 
Mahometan  or  Islamite  cruisers.  For  the 
empire  of  Islam  is  extending  its  ramifications 
westward;  its  caliphs  are  the  coming,  the 
threatening  dynasties  of  Europe  ;  its  power, 
with  the  scimetar  in  one  hand  the  Koran  in 
the  other,  looms  in-  gigantic  proportions  in 
the  eastern  horizon.  Its  shadow,  burying 
Palestine  in  a  darkness  through  which  armies 
and  fields  of  steel  dimly  glint,  falls  far  and 
ominous  on  the  many  cities  of  the  Greek 
empire.  The  Saracen  in  the  East  is  the 
great,  the  rising  nation,  the  progressing  race. 
But  the  shock,  the  encounter,  has  already 
taken  place  with  the  other  race  of  progress 
— ^the  race  of  the  West.  Once  more  it  is 
Greece  and  Troy — once  more  Alexander 
and  the  Persian.  Wedges  of  the  western 
chivalry  have  cleft  the  most  sacred  provinces 
of  the  East :  over  these  wedges  the  surge  of 
battle,  the  sap  of  the  young  and  growing 
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oak,  are  steadily  closing ;  but  the  wedges  are 
still  there.  And  these  scattered  squadrons 
of  ships,  manned  by  Genoese  and  Italians, 
on  whose  decks  stalk  tall  and  robust  figures, 
clad,  under  the  scorching  sun,  in  ponderous 
mail,  are  conveying  new  forces,  new  supplies 
for  collision  with  the  kingdoms  of  the  Cres- 
cent. Wherever  they  disembark — ^in  Sicily, 
Italy,  the  coast  of  Egypt — it  is  under  the 
protection  of  massive  casties,  which,  as  they 
approach  Palestine,  increase  in  their  enor- 
mous dimensions,  till  they  assume  on  the 
sea-line  and  the  gorges  of  Lebanon  incredible 
proportions  of  height  and  magnitude.  Some 
of  them  are  garrisoned  by  armies,  not  regi- 
ments. These  for  the  most  part  have  been 
erected  by  an  order  that  unite  the  priesthood, 
the  knighthood,  and  the  science  of  the  archi- 
tect in  one  profession ;  their  white  mantles 
and  heavy  lances  maybe  seen  in  every  en- 
counter  with  the  Infidels.  And  these  Infidels 
are  as  gallant  a  breed  as  ever  crossed  steel 
with  a  foeman,  and  they  die  as  readily  to 
rescue  the  Holy  City  as  Templar  and  Hospi- 
taller to  preserve  it.  They  spread  in  religion 
and  dominion  far  back  through  the  heart  of 
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Asia  to  the  fiibulous  limits  of  Prester  John's 
kingdom,  beyond  the  utmost  regions  of  the 
Central  Mountains.  Southward  and  West- 
ward, over  Africa  and  Spain,  they  have  a 
hundred  languages  but  one  Mth,  that  &dth 
a  falsehood  of  their  own  tacked  upon  a  sub- 
lime truth.  With  Christendom  they  believe 
in  one  God — against  Christendom  they  hold 
Mahomet  to  be  the  Prophet  of  God.  The 
two  Faiths  meet  and  shiver  whole  hosts  of 
their  devotees  in  combats  of  hundreds  of 
thousands  on  the  dusty  vales  and  round  the 
bristling  fortalices  of  the  land  which  to  both 
of  them  is  equally  dear  and  holy ;  for  one 
are  the  children  of  Abraham  in  the  flesh,  the 
ottier  in  the  Mth-the  one  by  Circmncbion. 
the  other  by  Baptism.  To  each  every  spot 
is  a  sanctity.  And  two  autocrats  sway  these 
vast  influences  to  and  fro  as  pleases  them — 
the  Caliph  or  green  turban  of  the  Prophet, 
the  Pope  or  the  triple  crown  of  St.  Peter. 
Whilst  the  Crescent  waxes  in  strength  to- 
wards the  Tropics,  the  Cross  is  planted 
deeper  every  year  in  the  stem  extent  of  the 
North.  It  battles  the  Islamite,  but  it  also 
sweeps  before  it  with  a  wing  of  fire  the 
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idolatries  of  Muscovite  and  Tartar  and  Hiin. 
Then  nearer  home,  in  the  lands  of  Germany 
and  France,  we  principally  fix  our  attention 
on  a  system  of  fiefe.  the  rights  aiid  militeiy 
resources  of  which  elevate  them  into  consi- 
derable sovereignties  that  control  and  ofben 
supersede  all  action  of  Law  or  Paramount. 
XJnthinned  forests  stretch  through  their  do- 
mains, and  the  merchant  is  a  rare  visitor  ex- 
cept in  armed  caravans,  escortedunder  baronial 
or  imperial  guard.  Two  aUurements  congre- 
gate  immense  assemblages  of  human  beings^ 
fiurs  and  the  councils  of  the  Church.  At  the 
latter  of  these  the  whole  lt>cality  becomes  a 
teeming  population.  Innumerable  horses 
and  vehicles,  with  retinues  of  ecclesiastical 
dignitaries  and  mailed  myriads  in  attendance 
on  Emperors  and  Princes-Palatine  of  the 
Spiritualiiy,  in  every  species  of  costume  and 
fix>m  the  remotest  countries,  convert  a  cham- 
paign into  a  league-wide  capital  of  tents. 
Here  meet  the  extremes  of  Europe,  from  the 
purple  Porphyrogenite  of  Constantinople  to 
the  half-naked  kerne  of  Ireland.  In  these 
universal  Parliaments  the  subtle  Italian 
mind  meanders,  insinuates,  diplomatizes ;  it 


8  RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAULT. 

guides  to  its  own  purposes  the  frank  unsus- 
pecting  rugged  chivalry  of  the  North.  The 
Church  is  its  engine  and  strength,  and  of  all 
the  classes  and  castes  concentred  here  from 
the  circumference  of  Europe,  it  most  trusts, 
— ^it  most  leans  upon  one — ^from  this  one  it 
almost  invariably  selects  its  secular  cham- 
pionry.  This  is  the  military  race,  which, 
emanating  from  the  recesses  of  Scandinavia 
and  intermarrying  with  the  ancient  lineages 
of  Bretagne  and  the  North  of  Prance,  styles 
itself  the  Norman  Blood.  More  or  less  it 
pervades  tiie  highest  places  of  Christendom. 
It  sits  on  the  throne  of  Britain,  which,  since 
the  Conquest,  it  has  adopted  as  its  home,  or 
at  least  its  head-quarters.  Its  clanking 
footsteps  march  everywhere  in  the  van  of 
peril  and  adventure.  With  rare  exceptions 
— such  as  that  which  occurs  in  the  following 
pages — ^it  is  animated  by  a  profound  spirit  of 
devotion,  but  this  devotion  is  one  peculiar  to 
itself.  It  does  not  exclude — ^far  from  it — 
personal  sanctity,  nevertheless  its  essence  is 
rather  high,  unflinching,  corporeal  obedience 
and  sacrifice.  It  is  Hierarchic  rather  than 
individual,  and  finds  its  development  in  gor- 
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*  geous  stractures,  magnificent  rituals,  stem 
and  thrilling  exposures  of  life  and  property 
for  the  glory  of  the  Cross  and  the  redemption 
of  Palestine.  This  is  the  race  that  rears  the 
cathedral,  founds  the  towering  abbey,  vows 
itself  to  the  crusade,  prostrates  itself  in  floods 
of  tears  on  the  pavement  of  the  temple,  pro- 
chums  itself  the  sword  and  shield  of  Christen- 
dom, dons  in  its  old  age  the  cowl  and 
penances  of  the  monk — at  the  same  time  lives 
everywhere  with  the  palm  on  the  hilt, 
stamps  the  serfdom  to  dust,  rebels  against 
and  defies  kmgs.  carries  itself  as  bom  to  be 
the  sovereign  of  every  land,  seizes  crowns 
and  coronets,  and  plants  them  with  a  ges- 
ture of  universal  challenge  on  its  own 
head.  The  thrones  of  the  Church  in  Britain 
are,  for  the  most  part,  occupied  by  its  mem- 
bers ;  they  are  bishops,  but  still  Normans, 
and  more,  Norman  barons.  Therefore,  when 
the  trumpets  ring  to  war  on  the  frontiers, 
they  do  not  hesitate  to  sheath  themselves  in 
steel,  and  charge  side  by  side  with  their 
peers  in  war.  To  one  of  them  is  entrusted 
the  safeguard  and  responsibility  of  the  whole 
realm  above  Humber,  and  this  is  the  com- 
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as  the  foUowing,  which  we  quote,  lest  any 
reader  not  learned  in  such  historic  lore 
should  imagine  any  scene  in  our  tradition 
exaggerated,  axe  repeatedly  chronicled  for 
our  edification : — "  One  day,  at  Whitsunside, 
the  Emperor  Conrad  was  attending  divine 
service  in  the  presence  of  the  archbishops, 
bishops,  and  princes  of  the  empire,  when,  by 
the  instigation  of  the  devil,  a  contention 
arose  among  the  prelates  which  should  take 
precedency  in  cathedral  rank.  Whilst  the 
bishops  and  other  prelates  were  disputing 
about  this,  their  retainers  ran  up  and  shed  no 
little  blood  within  the  sacred  edifice.  When 
these  were  expelled,  and  the  tumult  allayed, 
the  emperor  severely  rebuked  the  prelates 
and  bade  them*  make  atonement  for  the 
violation  of  the  church,  lest  they  should 
grieve  the  Holy  Spirit,  and  he  should  refiise 
to  be  present  at  the  mass  on  so  solemn  an 
occasion.  The  atonement  was  made  and  the 
mass  begun,  but  when  the  choir  had  chanted 
the  last  verse  of  what  followed,  *  Glorious 
hast  thou  made  this  day,'  then  the  Devil 
raised  his  voice  on  high,  and  said  distinctly, 
so  as  to  be  heard  by  all,  *  I  have  made  this 
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day  a  day  of  war/  On  heanng  this  remark- 
able voice  all  gazed  at  each  other ;  the  empe- 
ror perceived  it  to  be  the  voice  of  Satan,  and 
immediately  gave  orders  that  the  archbishop, 
instead  of  proceeding  with  the  mass,  should 
put  off  his  chasuble.  He  then  sent  his  ser- 
vants through  the  streets  of  the  city  and 
caused  all  the  poor  and  infirm  to  be  collected 
together,  both  within  and  without  the 
church  which  had  been  desecrated.  Those 
of  them  who  were  hungry  he  fed,  to  those 
who  were  thirsty  he  gave  drink :  he  clothed 
the  naked,  and  gave  shoes  for  the  feet  of 
those  who  needed  them.  To  the  old  and 
sick  who  lay  in  beds,  throughout  the  city, 
he  did  the  same,  giving  to  each  a  piece  of 
gold,  and  enjoining  on  aU  of  them  to  implore 
the  Divine  Mercy,  not  to  impute  to  his 
people  the  pride  of  their  Prelates,  or  to  deny 
them  the  presence  of  his  Holy  Spirit.  More- 
over, the  emperor  laid  aside  his  purple  robe, 
and  putting  on  sackcloth,  trod  the  pavement 
of  the  church  with  naked  feet,  ministering  to 
the  poor,  and  giving  to  all  an  example  of 
almsgiving  and  humility.  Then  this  magni- 
ficent prince,  seeing  the  pavement  which  had 
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before  been  stained  with  blood  now  bedewed 
with  tears,  confidently  gave  orders  for  the 
office  of  the  mass  to  be  again  commenced, 
and  they  finished  tiie  service  with  the  great- 
est  devotion.  When  they  came  to  that 
verse,  '  Thou  hast  made  this  day  glorious,' 
the  emperor  commanded  that  the  verse 
should  be  repeated  by  a  third  choir  by  way 
of  triumph  ovVsatan:  and  when  it  wai  s4 
he  bade  all  be  silent  for  a  time  to  see 
whether  the  enemy  would  say  an}rfching  in 
mockery,  as  he  had  done  before.  But  when 
they  had  waited  some  time,  and  heard  no- 
thing, the  emperor  said,  'Be  assured  that 
the  enemy  is  confounded  and  departed.'  *' 

This  occurred  in  the  Imperial  Court  of 
Germany.  Similar  manifestations  in  ruder 
spheres  might  be  quoted  by  the  score.  The 
adventures  of  the  knight  Owen  in  Purga- 
tory and  Paradise,  were  told  in  every  hostel 
as  sober  verities  of  the  present  Hfe.  Bamsay 
church  was  surrounded  with  multitudes  to 
see  the  blood  the  walls  perspired  firom  horror 
at  being  converted  into  a  citadel  by  Geoffirey 
Earl  of  Mandeville.  The  ship  which  conveys 
the  convent  burner,   Beiner  Marcigny,   to 
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exile,  remains  motionless  on  the  water,  and  ob- 
stinately refuses  to  stir  till  the  incendiary  and 
his  &mily  are,  after  the  lot  has  thrice  fallen 
npon  them,  committed  to  the  boat,  which, 
thereupon,  sinks  like  lead.  Personal  inter- 
views with  saints  and  demons  seemed  to 
have  been  considered  matters  of  ordinary 
occurrence.  There  were  few  but  had  been 
either  graced  or  tormented  by  them.  It  was 
a  singularly  favoured  locality  which  escaped 
being  haunted  and  vexed  by  a  witch  or 
dealer  in  the  black  art.  The  most  powerful 
personages  in  the  State  trembled  for  centu- 
ries after  our  tale,  as  in  the  case  of  Eleanor 
of  Gloucester,  before  charges  of  infernal  com- 
munion. In  no  other  instauces  did  either 
the  law  or  its  justiciaries  dare  to  interfere  so 
little  as  in  these  horrible  but  popular  corrup- 
tions of  beUef.  Throughout  Europe,  again, 
the  civil  degradation  was  on  a  par  with  the 
intellectual  state  of  the  masses.  There  was 
nothing  like  legal  Uberfy  in  existence.  The 
laws  fell  or  rose  with  the  character  of  the 
monarch.  The  barons  virtually  acknow- 
ledged no  constitution  but  their  own  pre- 
rogatives and  hereditary  rights.    The  popu- 
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lation  of  Christendom  formed  one  great  serf- 
dom, bursting  forth  at  times  into  sanguinary 
fits  of  revolution  and  bouleversement,  but 
soon  again  contunded  into  smouldering  sub- 
missiveness  beneath  the  hoofs  and  rowels  of 
the  dominant  caste.  Their  sole  protection 
was  in  the  segis  of  the  Church,  and  she  was 
in  no  wise  loath  to  extend  it.  She  stretched 
it  indeed  so  far  as  to  give  rise  to  the  most 
serious  collisions  with  the  secular  estates,  that 
is,  the  spears  and  gauntlets  of  the  age.  If 
a  man  could  but  read  and  write  he  claimed, 
and  she  admitted,  his  right  to  priest-craft  and 
its  consequent  exemption  from  the  worst  and 
most  galling  forms  of  material  tyranny.  In 
this  case  the  "people"  seldom  foiled  to 
take  up  as  their  own  any  quarrel  which  the 
great  ecclesiastical  republic  engaged  in  against 
prince  or  potentate.  Generations  elapsed 
before  either  could  afford  to  dispense  with 
the  aid  and  coimtenance  of  the  other.  For 
the  rest,  the  times  were  visored  in  steel  and 
rode  up  to  the  fetlocks  in  human  gore.  A 
darker  and  more  repulsive  era  than  the  era 
of  Stephen  does  not  sadden  the  annals  of 
European  history.     The  same    picture  of 
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crime,  butchery,  and  Uoentious  violence  ex- 
tends  its  hideous  colours  over  the  whole  Con- 
tinent,— ^France,  Italy,  Germany,  reel  under 
convulsions;  the  smoke  of  conflagration 
ascends  under  every  sky,  yet,  through  aU 
and  under  all,  exist  a  terrible  growth  and 
enei^  of  life — ^all  things  are  working,  seeth- 
ing, rushing  to  action.  The  armies  devoured 
by  the  East  are  scarcely  missed.  The  bravest 
Islamite  shudders  for  the  fate  of  the  Crescent 
when  the  only  effect  of  slaughter  is  to  add 
fresh  fecundity  to  the  iron  bands  and  iron 
teeth  of  the  soldiers  of  the  Cross.  There  is 
no  debiliiy,  no  cessation,  no  tinge  of  exhaus- 
tion, no  faltering  of  the  nerve.  Men  pour 
in  torrents  together,  and  the  very  ground  is 
hot  with  eccentric,  ignorant,  but  yet  heroic 
expeditions  and  attempts.  There  is  no 
shrinking  of  face  from  face.  A  fiery  courage 
under  these  volcanic  heavens,  where,  mingled 
in  the  murky  atmosphere,  roU  &r  off  to  our 
ears  the  fulminations  of  the  Vatican  and  the 
war  of  panoplied  armies,  impels  and  inspires 
all  ranks  of  youthful  Europe  with  one  soul. 
In  the  cloister  and  the  camp  man's  soul  alike 
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is  up,  dashing  at  fame,  at  happiness,  at  power, 
at  the  stars,  at  impossibilities. 

And  one  small  nation  had  for  ages  wit- 
nessed— for  ages  flung  itself  into  this  wild 
.and  eddying  maelstrom  of  chivalry,  religion, 
and  war.  We  contract  the  view  firom  Europe 
to  one  division  of  Britain.  It  forms  the 
country  lying  between  the  Severn  westward, 
and  the  sea.  Much  it  possesses  in  common 
with  the  rest  of  the  West.  Much  there  is 
also  distinctively  peculiar  to  itself.  From  the 
Tagus  to  the  Tweed  the  Bomanesque  dialect 
of  the  old  Latin  is  the  language  of  gentle 
.  blood ;  the  serfdom,  especially  in  England, 
have  a  tongue  of  their  own.  But  in  Cambria, 
the  language  of  chiefs  and  people  is  the  same, 
it  has  never  altered.  Th^  Teuton  or  Scan- 
dinavian  ra«e  again,  everywhei^  else  are  the 
aristocracy,  the  lords  of  the  land  and  of  the 
helotry — here  the  ancient  indigenous  families 
have  never  been  dispossessed.  They  are  the 
only  chieftains  not  swept  off  or  subdued  by 
the  repeated  onslaught  of  eight  hundred 
years.  Everywhere  else  also  the  conquering 
tribes  are  the  most  recent  conversions  to 
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Christianity — ^here  from  the  apostolic  days  no 
religion  but  Christianity  has  been  recognized. 
In  France  again,  in  every  province  of  the 
ancient  empire  of  Borne,  the  masses  have 
long  since  subsided  into  the  servile  state; 
they  have  axsknowledged  and  acquiesced  in 
their  own  slavery:  they  are  satisfied  with 
tilling  the  soil  for  their  Norman  masters: 
every  alleviation  of  their  condition  must  be 
received  as  a  pure  dole  of  mercy.  But  here 
the  contest  commenced  in  the  fifth  century, 
on  the  shores  of  Kent,  against  the  Teuton 
hordes  which  poured  from  the  forests  and 
lagoons  of  Germany,  that  has  never  ceased 
with  Jute,  Saxon,  Bhinelander,Dane — still  re- 
ceding though  fighting,  still  fighting  though 
receding — ^is  with  aU  its  original  intensity 
maintained  against  the  last  aggressor — tlie 
Norman.  Here  exists  the  hard,  stubborn 
Silurian  temperament,  that  in  past  eras 
baffled  and  wore  down  the  best  commanders 
of  Bome — ^here  too  breathe  the  descendants 
of  the  men  that  fell  back  inch  by  inch  as  it 
were  in  a  tedious  series  of  battles,  preferring 
extermination  to  bonds,  and  exile  to  inferiority 
in  their  ancestral  homes.     They  constitute 
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the  sole  comer  of  the  Western  world,  the 
conquest  of  which  is  not  yet  achieved  hy  the 
nations  of  the  North.  At  the  beginning  of 
our  legend  the  principal  points  connected 
with  this  little  land  stand  forth,  therefore, 
in  clear  relief:  the  minute  details  will  be 
elicited  as  we  proceed. 

In  England  Eastward  the  civil  war  between 
Stephen  and  the  Empress  Maud,  is  devastat- 
ing the  realm.  The  great  barons,  Robert  the 
Queen's  brother,  William  Earl  of  Arundel, 
Milo  of  Gloucester,  Ralph  of  Chester,  side  with 
the  latter — Earl  Warenne,  William  Ypres,  Ro- 
bert MeUent,  Hugh  Bigod,  with  the  former. 
Rimning  down  between  this  distracted  Eng- 
land, and  this  unyielding  Wales,  are  a  line  of 
castles;  in  some  locaUties  they  stand  in 
clusters  crowning  every  eminence  with  a 
diadem  of  towers.  These  are  the  forts  of 
the  Lord  Marchers,  the  most  warlike  of  the 
Norman  Baronage.  They  form  a  wall  of  iron 
and  granite  for  the  protection  of  the  frontiers 
against  the  perilous  incursions  of  the  western 
mountaineers.  East  of  this  line  every  baron 
holds  his  land  "  in  capite  "  from  the  Crown- — 
it  is  so  much  land  conquered  by  the  Crown, 
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from  the  Saxon,  and  given  for  feudal  service 
to  the  Crown  retainer,  but  the  Crown  never 
conquered  the  lands  on  which  the  Marcher  is 
settled.  They  had  never  been  possessed  by 
the  Saxon,  consequently,  never  lapsed  by 
conquest  to  the  Crown.  All  that  the  Crown 
has  done,  is  to  grant  its  permission  for  their 
conquest.  The  Marcher  sues  for,  and  obtains 
permission :  subdues  as  much  as  he  can :  then 
holds  it  in  paramount  right  of  his  own  sword. 
It  is  desperate  work  and  perilous,  but  they 
have  gradually  succeeded  in  driving  their 
approaches  into  .the  heart  of  South  Wales  or 
Deheubarth.  They  are  forcing  their  way 
round  the  southern  coast  also — ^the  men  em- 
ployed are  the  hardiest  and  most  reckless 
mercenaries  they  can  anjrwhere  engage.  Some 
of  their  castles  are  the  keys  of  the  country : 
round  these  the  storm  of  war  is  always  cer- 
tain to  concentrate  its  highest  powers.  Such 
in  the  south  are  Chepstow,  Pembroke,  Cardiff. 
In  the  north,  where  they  are  rarer,  Chester, 
Bhuddlan,  Monthault.  The  whole  force  of  the 
southern  Marchers  is  now  lying  in  leaguer- 
ment  within  a  mile  of  Cardiff  Keep.  Drawing 
near  to  them,  is  the  army  of  Venedotia  or 
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North  Wales,  headed  by  the  two  princes, 
Owen  and  Cadwallader,  the  sons  of  Gryflfyth 
the  prince  of  Snowdon.  The  eldest  of  these 
is,  in  fact,  the  acting  Regent  of  the  princi- 
pality, and  considered  the  model  of  a  perfect 
military  hero  by  his  subjects.  His  subsequent 
reign  of  fifty  years  is  the  brightest  and  most 
stirring  in  the  Cambrian  annals.  The  Snow- 
don prince  confesses  himself  in  theory,  the 
feudatory  of  the  Crown  of  Britain,  the  only 
royal  one  the  Crown  possesses.  Within  this 
allegiance — ^the  indefinite  nature  of  which  is 
the  cause  of  perpetual  misimderstandings  and 
hostilities — he  is  the  suzerain  of  all  Wales, 
having  in  the  lord  of  Dynevor,  the  prince  of 
South  Wales,  much  the  same  uncontrolled 
and  formidable  vassal,  as  he  himself  is  to  the 
traditionary  Crown  in  London.  The  Marchers 
inturbulent  times  feel  little  hesitation,  should 
it  suit  their  own  purposes,  in  joining  one  or 
both  against  their  own  sovereign— for  each 
marchdom  is  by  its  foundation  an  independent 
kingdom  in  itself.  But  more  jfrequently, 
between  them  and  the  fierce  Nobility  of  the 
hills  there  is  remorseless  feud;  few  die  in 
their  beds  or  without  the   helm  on  their 
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head ;  rarely  indeed  does  a  year  pass,  which  is 
not  signalized  by  some  Marcher  catastrophe. 
In  the  north  of  Wales  their  advance  has 
been  much  more  retarded.  It  is  not  till 
one  hundred  and  fifty  years  after  the  date 
of  our  story,  that  the  rear  of  Yenedotia  and 
the  fastnesses  of  Snowdon,  have  been  turned 
by  such  forts  as  Harlech,  Carnarvon,  Conway ; 
before  that  time  the  Norman  will  have  been 
clean  swept  out  of  central  and  northern  Wales 
— ^the  Marcher  System  ¥rill  have  failed,  and 
the  whole  resources  of  the  kingdom  brought, 
by  the  sovereigns  in  person,  to  bear  on  the 
indomitable  fortitude  and  talents  of  the 
Leoline  princes.  At  present  the  ablest  Marcher 
on  the  frontiers,  perceives  no  end  of  the  con- 
test. Such  are  the  rough  outlines  of  the 
land. 

But  a  second  time  we  contract  the  frame- 
work to  the  scene  itself  of  our  fiction.  We 
select  from  the  whole  principality  the  spot  of 
our  narrative. 

A  person  taking  his  position  on  the  high 
ground  above  the  Bed  Castle  in  Powys,  wiU 
command  the  whole  periphery  of  our  action. 
He  must  transfer  however  his  imagination 
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haunt,  it  can  scarcely  be  termed  the  fortalice, 
of  Reynallt  Bhudd,  the  bandit  of  the  border, 
and  the  redoubted  foe  of  Norman  and  Saxon 
blood.  Directing  onr  observations  more  to 
the  east,  one  object  immediately  arrests  at- 
tention :  that  soaring  pile  of  masonry  with 
its  outworks  and  approaches,  is  the  castle  of 
Baymond  de  Monthault,  the  Lord  Marcher 
with  whom  we  have  to  do.  This  has  been 
built  these  eighteen  years.  The  architect 
that  reared  it  was  a  fearfoUy  pallid,  thin, 
ahnost  transparent  personage.  Where  the 
Marcher  found  him  was  never  known,  he 
was  never  seen  to  eat  or  drink,  but  it  was 
remarked  that  his  whole  frame  hecame  agi- 
tated,  and  his  eyes  gasped  at  the  mere  sight 
of  one  element — ^that  element,  gold.  After 
the  completion  of  the  building  he  was  heard 
to  say  to  the  Baron,  "  Thou  hast  the  noblest 
castle  on  the  border,  Marcher,  but  my  next 
shall  be  nobler,  only  let  me  have  gold." 
From  that  time  he  disappeared,  but  the 
superstition  of  the  country  still  identified 
his  existence  with  a  strange  phenomenon 
then  first  observed,  the  Stipas  Cloud,  which 
seemed  to  be  subject  to  no  natural  laws,  but 
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ages  back.  Almost  at  his  feet  lies  a  dark 
dubious  enclosure,  neither  stone  nor  wood, 
which  we  shall  hereafter  describe  more  par- 
ticularly ;  this  is  Castle  Einion,  the  hold  of 
Eotpert  ap  Cadvan,  a  chief  of  the  hills. 
The  hawk  that  flies  direct  from  these  trees 
to  the  last  rock  in  Anglesey,  will  look  down 
upon  the  Venedotian  Principality  of  Snowdon 
in  its  greatest  width.  Beyond  this,  like 
a  furrow  or  indentation  in  the  winding  cloud- 
settled  woods,  we  can  trace  the  vale  of  the 
Ehiew,  closed  far  off  by  the  insteps  of  the 
heathery  hills.  On  these  insteps  are  the 
grounds  and  sanctuary  of  the  Cistercian 
convent  of  St.  Lygan — ^revered  equally  by 
Saxon  and  Welchman,  for  to  both  at  times 
the  privilege  of  sanctuary  is  a  matter  of  life 
and  death.  Southward  again  trends  the 
Severn  vale,  losing  itself  in  the  plateau  of 
Plinlymmon ;  on  one  of  the  angles  jutting 
from  its  side,  may  be  descried  the  tower  of 
Talvarran,  celebrated  in  the  mythic  records 
of  Britain  for  the  incarceration  and  murder 
of  Sabrina,  yet  beUeved,  in  the  form  of  a  white 
fawn,  to  visit  the  ruins  by  the  glimpses  of 
the  moon  on  the  eve  of  St.  John ;  this  is  the 
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haunt,  it  can  scarcely  be  termed  the  fortahce, 
of  Beynallt  Bhudd,  the  bandit  of  the  border, 
and  the  redoubted  foe  of  Norman  and  Saxon 
blood.  Directing  our  observations  more  to 
the  east,  one  object  immediately  arrests  at- 
tention :  that  soaring  pile  of  masonry  with 
its  outworks  and  approaches,  is  the  castle  of 
Baymond  de  Monthault,  the  Lord  Marcher 
with  whom  we  have  to  do.  This  has  been 
built  these  eighteen  years.  The  architect 
that  reared  it  was  a  fearMly  pallid,  thia, 
almost  transparent  personage.  Where  the 
Marcher  found  him  was  never  known,  he 
was  never  seen  to  eat  or  drink,  but  it  was 
remarked  that  his  whole  frame  became  agi- 
tated,  and  his  eyes  gasped  at  the  mere  sight 
of  one  element — ^that  element,  gold.  After 
the  completion  of  the  building  he  was  heard 
to  say  to  the  Baron,  "  Thou  hast  the  noblest 
castle  on  the  border,  Marcher,  but  my  next 
shall  be  nobler,  only  let  me  have  gold." 
From  that  time  he  disappeared,  but  the 
superstition  of  the  country  still  identified 
his  existence  with  a  strange  phenomenon 
then  first  observed,  the  Stipas  Cloud,  which 
seemed  to  be  subject  to  no  natural  laws,  but 
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glowed  all  by  itself  over  the  Stipas  Bocks  in 
ever-vaxying  fantastic  shapes,  with  a  rich 
burning  metallic  hue  by  night,  and  a  deep 
impenetrable  grey  by  day.  The  wizard  that 
constructed  Monthault,  and  whose  memory 
was  profoundly  execrated  for  such  applica- 
tion of  his  singular  talents,  was  believed  to  be 
the  living  intelligence  of  this  nubilous 
body.  The  &te  of  the  Baron  was  also  held 
to  L  cooBeoted  in  »»«  mTrterio^  way 
with  thi.  »«,nd  <.i^«  of  hL  seim-huJ. 
architect ;  none  dare  allude  to  it  in  his  pre- 
sence. To  approach  the  Stipas  Bock,  espe- 
daily  after  smiset,  was  m  adventure  not  one 
of  the  peasantry  in  a  thousand  dared  en- 
counter; the  Baron  however  had  done  so 
repeatedly  and  ostentatiously,  the  result  being 
that  he  was  unequivocally  judged  to  be  in 
unholy  communion  with  the  fiend.  Beyond 
Monthault  and  out  of  ken,  lies  the  Bishop's 
Keep,  a  border  fort  on  a  smaller  scale,  occu- 
pied by  Guntron  de  Pancevot,  an  old  comrade 
in  arms  of  De  Monthault.  The  whole  of 
this  border  district  once  belonged  to  Cador 
Hardd,*  a  Venetme  chieftain  of  celebrity ;  he 

•  Pronounced  "  Harth  "  (soft). 
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had  contracted  terms  of  strict  amity  with 
Baymond  de  Monthault,  and  had  rendered 
him  acts  of  the  most  essential  service  in  the 
turbulent  vicissitudes  of  the  times.  But  it 
so  happened  that  on  a  festive  occasion,  when 
De  Monthault  himself,  Ghmtron  de  Pancevot, 
Carolan  de  Turribus,  Pontret  de  Guisnes, 
Hillier  de  Ponthievre,  Darcie  de  Breos,  Posso 
de  Fraxinis,  each  a  well  known  Marcher's 
name,  were  present,  Cador  Hardd  and  his 
lady  were  both  slain,  their  hold  sacked,  and 
its  g^arrison  of  retainers  butchered  ¥dthout 
men^.  Scarcely  a  Yenedotian  survived  to 
give  any  satis&ctory  account  of  the  origin  of 
the  fray  and  its  revolting  catastrophe ;  a  dim, 
lurid  horror  surrounded  it,  which  the  Nor- 
mans themselves  were  cautious  to  disturb; 
some  however,  such  as  Cador  Hardd's  foster- 
brother,  Beynallt  Bhudd,  had  never  ceased 
to  denounce  the  afiair  as  an  ahnost  imparal- 
leled  act  of  treachery  and  murder.  What 
De  Monthault  himself  knew  of  it,  we  shall  see 
hereafter.  The  brother  of  Cador  Hardd  had 
previously  joined  the  Temple  knights,  his 
name  and  person  had  long  since  been  lost 
»ght  o^  but  latterly   a  vague  untraceable 
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rumour  had  got  abroad  of  his  presence  in  the 
vicinity.  Detachments  of  Templars  were 
known  to  be  quartered  at  Halston,  in  Shrop- 
shire, and  the  grand-master,  Eoscelin  de 
Fossa,  had,  it  was  also  reported,  held  a  secret 
conference  under  the  banner  of  the  Powys 
prince  at  Strata  Marcella,  with  no  less  inti- 
mate neighbours  of  De  Monthault  than  Ap 
Cadvan,  of  Careinion,  and  De  Pancevot,  of 
the  Bishop's  Keep ;  both  were  alleged  to  have 
sworn  allegiance  to  the  Empress  Matilda. 
De  Monthault  was  a  staunch  adherent  of  the 
Count  of  Blois.  One  person,  the  Abbot  of 
Cymmer,  of  the  rising  order  of  the  Cister- 
cians, was  indicated  by  the  popular  voice  as 
the  pivot  round  which  these  as  yet  obscure 
machinations  revolved;  nothing  was  accu- 
rately ascertained,  much  suspected.  Men 
compared  fects  and  impressions.  With  or 
without  reason  they  associated  the  unusual 
presence  of  the  Temple  knights,  their  squadron 
at  Pontesbury,  under  Argentine  de  Mor- 
taigne,  the  mission  and  incessant  activity  of 
the  Cistercian  abbot,  the  clandestine  inter- 
view of  Careinion  and  De  Pancevot,  with 
some  approaching  retributory  crisis  in  the 
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destinies  of  De   Monthault.     The  younger 
son  of  De  Monthault  had  received  a  haughty 
rejection  at  the  hand  of  the  heiress  of  Carei- 
nion;  his  eldest — or  rather  his   father  for 
him — had  failed  to  secure  the  approbation  of 
De  Pancevot  to  a  similar  alliance  with  the 
Lady  Maud  de  Pancevot.     These  events,  in 
themselves   disagreeable,   partially    at  least 
accounted  for  the  coolness  which  had  taken 
place  between  the  three  houses.     We  must 
suppose,  then,  at  the  commencement  of  our 
tale,  the  existence  of  some  conspiracy  against 
Baymond   de    Monthault  to  be    generally 
accredited,  but  its  agents  and  objects  to  be 
entirely  matters  of  surmise.    Eeynallt  Bhudd, 
the  sworn  avenger  of  Cador  Hardd,  has  been 
summoned  from  Snowdon  to  meet  the  Grand 
Master  Bosceline  de  Fossa  at  St.  Lygan ;  he 
leads  with  him  a  troop  of  the  Arvon  spears. 
The   Abbot  of  Cymmer  is  in  covert  but 
effective  communication  with  De  Pancevot 
and  Ap  Cadvan.     Bunners  or  messengers 
are  traversing  the  country  in  every  direction. 
News   are  momentarily  expected  from  the 
scene  of  action  in  the  South.     The  event  of 
the   approaching  engagement  between  the 
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Snowdon  princes  and  the  southern  Marchers 
wiU  decide  whether  the  Venedotian  forces 
will  at  once  retire  to  their  northern  fastnesses, 
or  with  a  wide  detour  carry  fire  aaid  sword 
from  Gloucester  to  Shrewsbury.  The  arrival 
of  Ednyfed  Tudor,  a  favourite  captain  of 
Owen  the  Venetine,  at  the  Bed  Castle,  with 
a  young  damsel,  a  ward  of  Snowdon's,  in 
escort,  for  protection  in  the  sanchiary  at  St. 
Lygan,  has  added  another  fact  to  the  agita- 
tion  which  is  now  brewing  and  murmuring, 
and  beginning  to  beat  in  low  fretM  billows 
against  the  bastions  of  Monthault.  A  runner 
from  Tegengle,  has  already  made  his  way  to 
the  Castle ;  it  is  feared  by  the  garrison  with 
evil  intelligence,  for  the  Baron  has  consigned 
him  to  temporary  custody.  The  Baron  him- 
self intends  to  regulate  his  friture  movements 
by  southern  events :  he  is  not  so  immediately 
concerned  with  the  fortunes  of  the  contend- 
ing candidates  for  the  Crown  in  the  east  of 
England,  on  neither  of  whom  shall  we  have 
any  occasion  to  impinge.  The  Marcher  has 
his  own  realm  to  look  to  at  present ;  the  sky 
is  blackening,  sounds  he  does  not  yet  under- 
stand are  rumbling  in  the  menacing  atmo- 
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sphere ;  he  is  not  satisfied  with  what  he  sees 
and  hears ;  the  Stipas  Cloud  within  the  last 
three  nights  has  assumed  a  ruddier,  more 
lurid,  more  vindictive  colouring :  the  change 
is  talked  of  and  discussed  in  the  garrison. 
The  Baron  has  watched  it  with  some  anxiety 
through  the  night ;  it  is  now  dawning,  and 
he  stands  on  the  battlements  with  his  eyes 
steadily  fixed  on  its  waning,  grey-turning 
hues.  Let  us  join  him,  preceding  our  license 
first  by  a  description  of  himself  and  his  Castle. 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

RAYMOND   DE   MONTHAULT. 

On  a  pile  of  dark,  precipitous,  sombre  rock 
stood  the  castle  of  Baymond  de  Monthault 
the  Marcher.  Bising  abruptly  from  this 
frowning  pedestal,  its  lines  of  towers  com- 
manded towards  the  east  a  long  perspective 
of  campaign  land,  fading  away  into  the  ho- 
rizon.  la  it,  rl  c3enoed  the  roots  of  . 
series  of  hills,  gradually  ascending,  ridge 
after  ridge,  apex  after  apex,  till  the  remote 
elevations  mingled  in  indistinct  concision 
with  the  clouds:  these  are  the  mountains 
of  Venedotia,  or  North  Wales.  When  the 
sun  throws  its  eflRilgence  upon  them,  they 
appear  composed  of  enormous  masses  of  pre- 
cious stones ;  for  the  time  of  our  narrative  is 
early  autunm,  and  these  mountains  are,  in 
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&cty  soaring  and  illinxitable  forests,  reflecting 
every  variety  of  colour,  and  exliibiting  out- 
lines and  groupings  of  extreme  magnificence 
and  beauty — ^they  extend  to  the  sea.  In  the 
whole  territory  which  they  traverse  there 
exist— it  must  be  remembered— no  villages, 
no  towns,  no  cities,  no  enclosures,  no  roads. 
From  the  summit  of  the  Castle  may  be  dis- 
cerned, on  a  clear  day,  columns  of  smoke 
curling  up  at  unequal  intervals  into  the  blue 
vault  firom  the  depths  of  these  rich,  warm 
woods.  They  mark  the  different  positions 
of  other  Castles,  Convents,  Monasteries,  or, 
if  the  day  be  a  festival  of  the  Church,  they 
are  oonnected  with  its  celebration  at  the 
shrine  of  St.  Beuno,  or  St.  Qtyd,  or  some 
other  canonized  personage  of  the  primaeval 
church  of  St.  John:  castles,  monasteries, 
churches  are  the  only  structures  of  hewn 
maaoniyin  these  immemorial  shades.  Occa- 
sionaUy  the  traveller  chances  to  stumble  on 
high  stone  Crosses,  round  which  many  paths 
through  the  wilds  unite.  At  the  base  of  the 
Cross,  by  the  fountain  which  bubbles  there 
and  constitutes  the  Baptistery  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood— for  the  Cambrians  adhere  to  the 
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oriental  usages  of  their  founders  of  the  faith 
— a  number  of  individuals  are  certain  to  be 
collected.  Each  of  these,  unless  he  is  a 
priest  or  bard,  is  certain  also  to  be  well 
armed.  In  other  places  peep  out  rude  but 
not  tasteless  edifices — ^the  cells  attached  to 
monastic  institutions.  These  are  very  ge- 
nerally diflRised;  the  chimes  of  their  bells 
prodJe  a  very  pleading  effect  on  tibe  green 
soUtudes.  Many  of  the  hermits  or  priests 
have,  in  eaxly  life,  been  engaged  in  a  very 
different  occupation  to  their  present  peaceM 
routine— they  have  been  warriors,  miHtary 
pUgrims,  petty  chiefs.  From  the  midst  of 
these  glades  the  burst  of  music  and  dancing 
often  comes  like  a  lovely  gush  of  spirit- 
melody  on  the  wind— for  the  Venedotians  are 
devoted  to  the  harp,  the  song,  the  social  try  st- 
ing. Vicissitudes,  however,  are  to  be  every 
day  encountered.  The  morning  fast  may  be 
broken  on  the  margin  of  some  consecrated 
well,  the  noon-day  meal  enjoyed  in  the  re- 
fectory of  some  Cistercian  convent,  but  the  re- 
tirement for  the  evening  may  be  to  the  dun- 
geon of  some  merciless  and  unprincipled  baron 
or  chieftain,  where,  according  to  circumstances, 
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starvation,  hanging,  or  escape,  may  be  the 
result  of  the  adventure.  Or  the  change 
may  only  oonsist  in  being  carried  off  by  a 
foray  of  the  Cymru  to  Snowdon,  or  the  Ca- 
der,  or  the  central  recesses  of  Anglesiea, 
where,  in  a  wondrously  brief  time,  the  cap- 
tive becomes  as  delighted  ¥dth  the  freedom 
and  unsophisticated  manners  of  the  woods  as 
the  forest-men  themselves.  Hundreds  of 
those  who  call  themselves  the  Cymru,  were 
bom  and  reared  in  cottages  east  of  the 
Dyke ;  few,  of  course,  in  comparison  with 
the  mass  of  the  Yenedotians,  who  are  only 
to  be  known  and  understood  by  plunging 
away  from  the  human  debris  of  the  borders 
into  the  untouched  profrmdities  of  the  Snow- 
don  realm.  A  journey  in  this  direction 
requires  nerve  and  sagacity ;  but  should  it 
continue  uninterrupted,  you  will  be  surprised 
and  gratified,  perhaps  a  little  confounded  by 
the  manners,  dress,  and  bearing  of  the  chil- 
dren of  the  Hills.  They  call  themselves  The 
First  People — ^they  are,  at  least,  a  very  sin- 
g^ular  race :  they  are  accoutred  with  undeni- 
able grace,  for  is  not  the  blue  helmet  with 
Hb  crest  of  crimson,  gr  white,  or  particoloured 
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plumes,  its  cheek-braces  of  sparkling  silver, 
a  most  appropriate  head-piece,  setting  off  to 
advantage  the  dark  hair  and  fiery  glance  of 
the  wearers.  And  mark  the  tunic  as  scrupu- 
lously white  as  of  yore,  when  their  ancestors 
fought,  side  by  side,  with  the  Iberian  in  the 
ranks  of  Hannibal,  at  Cannsd,  only  it  bears 
now  the  flashing  Bed  Cross  in  its  centre 
— a  symbol  the  Venedotian  prides  himself 
on  displaying;  for  it  was  adopted  by  him 
when  he  alone  was  the  Christian  in  Britain, 
when  his  warfare  against  all  invaders  was  a 
crusade  against  the  Heathen  for  the  home  of 
the  Faith.  Then  their  keen  javelins — ^their 
heavy,  short,  double-edged  swords — ^their 
sandals  and  embroidered  belts— send  the  me- 
mory centuries  back  to  the  times  of  the  Bo- 
mans  ;  whilst,  on  the  other  hand,  the  roll  of 
gold  around  the  neck,  the  bracelets  on  the 
wrists,  the  cordons  on  the  breast,  proclaim 
you  to  be  amongst  the  reHcs  of  the  race  that 
under  Brennus  sacked  the  Eternal  City. 
And  the  means  for  these  decorations  are  not 
of  very  diflHicult  attainment.  The  Border 
counties  are  rich  and  accessible,  many  a  ran- 
som  finds  its  way  to  the  forest  land.     You 
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observe  them  to  be  courteous, — each,  as  we 
stated,  is  a  soldier,  each  regards  himself  as  a 
gentleman,  more  or  less,  according  to  his 
descent  and  blood ;  inquisitive,  for  they  are 
fond  of  news ;  hospitable  to  excess,  for  they 
look  upon  niggardliness  in  any  form  a^  the 
indisputable  proof  of  low  origin  and  servility ; 
imaginative,  for  tixey  Hve  on  poetry  and 
music,  they  sleep  upon  the  fixture ;  resentfiil^ 
for  they  are  bom,  they  are  bred,  and  they 
die  with  the  sword  in  their  hand.  The  Nor- 
man and  Saxon  are  not  always  dvil,  not 
always  obliging.  You  cannot  but  be  struck 
also  by  their  external  devotion  to  religion. 
If  the  Yenedotian  bows  to  the  Bard  and 
kisses  the  harp,  he  also  takes  off  his  helmet, 
his  bonnet,  to  a  church,  to  a  Priest,  to  the 
grave  of  a  saint,  he  crosses  his  forehead  at 
night  and  morning.  If  in  the  midst  of  com- 
pany, he  unaccountably  drops  on  his  knees 
and  repeats  aloud  his  Pater  Noster ;  the  piety, 
in  appearance  outre,  is  in  reality  sincere. 
Question  him,  and  he  wiQ  answer  that  on 
such  a  day,  in  such  a  place  he  had  been 
vouchsafed  some  mercy,  some  interposition, 
some  deliverance — ^his  sense  of  which  he  is 
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not  ashamed  to  acknowledge  thus  openly 
before  men.  Nor  will,  of  course,  the  Eastern 
character  of  the  fair  sex — ^the  white  teeth,  the 
jet  hair,  the  clear  complexion,  the  moist  and 
expressive  eye,  their  singular  costumes,  each 
independently  following  her  own  caprice,  her 
own  coquetry— escape  your  attention.  Upon 
the  whole,  you  will  conclude  that  you  have 
passed  out  of  the  world  into  the  region  of 
romance.  You  will  conclude  correctly.  You 
are  wandering  in  the  native  land,  the  birth- 
place, the  cradle  of  romance.  Amongst  these 
forests  it  was  bom  and  developed :  amongst 
these  scenes  of  Casfles,  Convents,  Churches, 
CrosseB.  it  a«mned  a  Uving  reality :  amongst 
this  little  nation  of  Bards,  Poets,  Barons,  Her- 
mits, Ecclesiastics,  resident  in  the  sweetest 
spots  or  wildest  solitudes  of  nature,  it  was  a 
daily  fact.  To  the  minds  that  imbibed  the 
scenes  which  shifted  perpetually  from  one 
extreme  of  the  unreclaimed  wilderness  to  the 
other  of  vast  Korman  towers,  glorious  cathe- 
drals, semi-barbaric  splendours,  brilliant 
tournaments  and  battles, — ^the  wonders  of 
chivalry  ceased  to  be  fictitious.  When  the 
bard  sung  of  wandering  knights,   endless 
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forests,  solitary  castles,  secluded  hennitages; 
bewildering  paths,  holy  men  chanting  at 
dead  of  night  in  some  abbey  startlingly  lit 
ap,  nuddens  met  alone  or  in  troops,  weeping, 
hunting,  dancing ;  he  sung  to  his  audience 
of  their  own  country,  their  own  lives,  them* 
selves — to  them  his  poetry  wbs  only  the 
music  of  their  own  history.  In  fine,  to  be 
ignorant  of  such  things  was  to  be  ignorant  of 
their  world.  To  all  this  we  must  add,  that 
the  Yenedotian's  Faith  in  certain  things  con- 
nected with  his  name  and  nation  was  unpre- 
cedented; common  sense,  could  it  have 
exbted  at  aQ  under  such  uncommon  combi- 
nations, would  have  pronounced  it  absurd 
or  monstrous.  Yet,  so  it  was ;  if  you  re- 
minded him  that  his  race  once  extended  from 
the  Hellespont  to  Finisterre,  that  now  it 
was  confined  between  the  Severn  and  the 
sea,  he  would,  with  an  expression  of  proud 
resignation,  answer  ''  It  is  the  will  of  God, 
it  is  so."  If  you  proceeded  to  draw  the  con- 
dusion  that,  in  a  century  or  two,  the  people 
would  be  extinct,  their  tongue  forgotten,  he 
would  laugh  scornfully  in  your  fiu»  and  say, 
"It  is  written,  the  Qreat  Day  shall  find  us  a 
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nation  and  a  language."  No  defeat,  no  loss, 
no  disaster,  no  succession  of  calamities  could 
shake  his  belief  in  this  national  Scripture  ; 
it  was  utterly  useless  to  reason,  to  demon- 
strate, to  point  out  how  all  circumstances 
tended  to  their  rapid  extinction ;  he  would 
merely  reiterate, "  It  is  written ;"  and  would 
forthwith  march  with  hundreds,  instead  of 
thousands,  to  the  field;  would  try  another 
battle  if  again  defeated;  would  try  again 
presently  with  tens,  instead  of  hundreds,  and 
die  at  last  without  the  shadow  of  a  doubt 
having  ever  clouded  his  mind  as  to  the  final 
destinies  of  his  race.  Then  he  had  another 
credendum,  which  no  logic,  no  eloquence 
could  eradicate.  He  would  tell  you,  with 
all  the  calmness  and  assurance  of  profound 
conviction,  that  Troy,  the  city  of  Hector, 
ruled  wide  ;  Bome,  the  city  of  jEneas, 
ruled  wider  ;  but  that  the  third  Trojan 
cily,  Troynovant  or  London,  the  dty  of 
Brutus,  was  doomed  to  rule  widest  of  all — 
beyond  Europe,  beyond  Asia,  beyond  Afiica. 
To  reason  with  him  on  the  subject  was 
wasting  argument  on  a  stone — he  would 
still  respond,  "  It  is  the  fiuth  of  my  people. 
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and  it  is  true/'  Fmally,  as  if  to  crown  the 
triple  superstition  which  animated  his  ex- 
istence, he  would  deliver  himself  in  all  the 
grandeur  of  unquestionable  infaUibity  of  a 
fixed  period  in  which  the  Dynaaty  of  his 
blood  should  reascend  the  throne  of  Britain, 
effect  the  Union  of  the  Island,  and  lay  the 
foundations  of  an  Empire  which  should  ex- 
tend itself  to  every  quarter  of  the  globe. 
If  you  inquired  whence  he  received  these 
extraordinary  notions,  he  would  inform  you 
they  had  been  transmitted  from  age  to 
age  from  the  oriental  patriarchs  of  his 
people,  and  would  descend  to  their  children 
till  the  times  appointed  for  their  realiza- 
tion arrived.  These  singular  convictions 
produced  of  course  a  singular  charaxjter. 
The  Yenedotian  lived  and  died  a  strange 
compound  of  knight,  poet,  enthusiast, — ^a 
mixture  of  superstition,  poetiy,  chivalry; 
always  regardless  of  himself ;  always  absorbed 
in  the  &tes  of  his  people ;  always  combating 
Norman  or  Saxon ;  if  successfrd,  half  believ- 
ing, like  the  ancient  Jew,  that  he  was  to  be 
the  "  Bestorer  of  the  kingdom  to  Israel ;"  if 
unfortunate,  undepressed  and  undismayed  he 
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still  fell  back  on  the  futurity  of  his  line  and 
language.  At  one  time  he  would  thus  be 
victor  in  a  Norman  hall ;  at  another,  captive 
in  a  Norman  dungeon;  now  on  the  top  of 
Snowdon;  now  his  own  bard  and  poet, 
chaunting  the  "  Hirlas  Horn"  at  his  board  ; 
presently  at  the  gates  of  Worcester,  Here- 
ford, Chester;  sometimes  performing  ec- 
clesiastical rites  in  armour,  surrounded  by 
hifl  guard,  aad  sometimes  the  centre  of  a 
Bardic  aasemblage;  in  one  week  a  lone 
hunter  with  hound  and  horn — ^the  next, 
the  leader  of  a  military  force,  face  to  fiice 
with  the  bannered  host  of  a  Harold,  a 
William,  a  Henry,  or  an  Edward.  Such  was 
the  Venedotian  of  the  Mountain  and  Forest 
as  he  existed  and  acted  on  his  own  soil  west- 
ward of  the  castle  of  Monthault. 

As  for  the  Castle  itself,  we  point  observa- 
tion in  the  first  place  to  its  death-and-life 
style;  it  is  clearly  the  creation  of  a  half- 
formed  civilization — trough,  turbulent,  aggres- 
sive, reckless,  but  withal  ambitious,  ener- 
getic, full  of  fire  and  impulse,  the  very 
representative  of  that  intermediate  state  in 
which  neither  liberty  nor  slavery  had  attained 
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definition,  in  which  persons  are  everything, 
principles  nothing.    No  one  could  survey 
that  ponderous  pile  with  its  deep  black  sha- 
dows, grey  lights,  solid  towers,  narrow  loop- 
holes, repulsive  arches,  sullen  walls,  without 
an  involuntary  shudder.   The  times  admitted 
scarce  other  management,  other  government. 
Hie  lord  of  that  Castle  is  his  own  law» 
gospel,  custom,  precedent ;  is  himself  king, 
judge,  general,   executioner;  he  suffers  no 
interference,  no  appeal  from  his  sword  and 
Ma  dungeon;  and  why?  it  is  the  spirit  of 
the  age,  of  mutual  violence,  wrong-headed- 
ness  and  ignorance ;  he  has  to  deal  with  men 
of  the  same  stamp  as  himself;  to  choose  be- 
tween being  an  oppressor  or  a  martyr.     Is 
it  wonderM  that  he  prefers  being  the  iyrant 
to  being  the  serf?  he  covets  power,  and 
power  was  then  to  be  found  in  the  enormous 
castle  and  the  iron  lance.    Let  us  briefly  de- 
scribe the   interior.     Suppose  a  parapeted 
wall  carried  at  a  certain  distance  round  the 
central  structure,  with  turrets  built  in  at 
intervals :   this  is  the  outer  baUium :  the 
space  enclosed  by  it  is  not  vacant,  but  occu- 
pied with  low  stone  buildings  appropriated 
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to  blacksmiths,  armourers,  carpenters,  ma- 
sons, and  such  artisans  as  are  indispensable 
to  the  right  supply  of  food,  clothing,  hous- 
ing, arming.  This  collection  is  the  nucleus 
of  a  future  town ;  through  it  runs  ahready 
what  may  be  called  the  rough  draught  of 
the  fixture  High  Street,  or  Castle  Street, 
foimd  in  every  provincial  town  that  owes  its 
origin  to  the  protection  of  a  fortress ;  this 
fonns  the  approach  from  the  outer  baJUium 
gate  through  the  buildings  to  the  chief  or 
portcullis  entrance  of  the  inner  ballium, 
which  is  a  square  mass  of  enormous  thick- 
ness ;  the  walls  are  twelve  or  fourteen  feet  in 
soUd  depth ;  within  them  at  regular  inter- 
vals are  cells,  they  cannot  be  termed  rooms ; 
throufifh  these  walls  narrow  stairs,  just  broad 
enov^h  for  one  pem,a  to  pi.^  wid  to  fte 
summit,  which  summit  is  a  strong  compact 
stone  roof,  a  battle-platform,  upon  which  the 
final  issue  of  siege  and  leaguer  is  generally 
brought  to  a  point  between  De  Monthault 
and  his  enemies;  upon  it  also  are  ranged 
with  military  accuracy  all  the  offensive  and 
defensive  engines  of  the  time ;  crossbows 
worked  by  machinery,  mangonels,  catapults. 
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baliste,  interspersed  with  famsices  for  molten 
lead,  boiling  oil,  and  other  means  of  welcom- 
ing hostile  intruders.  It  is  guarded  all 
round  by  a  parapet  high  as  a  man's  waist 
which  again  is  surmounted  by  a  chevaux-de- 
frise  of  sharp  iron  spikes ;  three  sides  of  the 
ballimn  is  thus  built  up ;  the  fourth  side  is 
principaUy  occupied  by  a  vast  circular  tower 
Lrii7rpendLarly  upwari  till  it  looks 
down  upon  and  completely  commands  the 
highest  points  of  the  solid  structures  with 
which  it  is  connected,  and  of  which  it  is 
designed  to  be  at  once  the  centre,  the  heart, 
and  the  head.  This  tower  is  properly  the 
castellum  or  castle  itself;  the  rest  of  the 
buildings  constitute  its  defence ;  but  as  they 
are  built  into  it  and  it  into  them,  thus 
making  one  erection,  it  has  communicated 
its  name  to  the  whole  pile :  the  tower  and 
the  inner  ballium,  thus  pass  by  one  designa- 
tion. The  interior  of  this  tower  is  sacred  to 
the  Lord  Marcher  and  his  sons;  there  are 
secrets  in  it  which  none  but  the  Baron  him- 
self, at  least  he  believes  so,  is  acquainted 
with ;  these  four  sides  of  the  castle  enclose 
an  empty  oblong  space,  sixty  yards  or  more 
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iu  lengthy  and  thirty  in  breadth,  used  for  the 
various  purposes  of  exercise,  parade,  recrea- 
tion, mustering,  inspection,  more  rarely  for 
jousting  and  summer  feasting;  one  side, 
that  on  which  the  Bound  Tower  is  built, 
runs  on  the  outside  parallel  with  a  profound 
precipice :  between  it  and  the  precipice  itself 
lies  a  level  sward,'  a  favourite  resort  of  the 
Breton  captain  Jarl  Bronz.  At  the  base  of 
the  precipice  commences  a  plain,  intersected 
by  a  tributary  of  the  Severn,  extending  away 
eastward  for  many  miles,  but  broken  on  the 
north-east  by  a  wild  picturesque  group  of 
mountains,  waving  with  woods  and  traversed 
by  clouds.  In  this  plain  are  discernible  clus- 
terings of  log-hots,  surrounded  by  palisades 
of  stout  timber,  generally  having  a  mill  in 
their  centre :  these  are  the  hamlets  of  the 
Saxons:  they  are  helots  or  serfs,  "ascripti 
glebse,"  bought  and  sold  with  the  soil :  they 
plough,  sow,  reap,  perform  idl  the  rude  agri- 
cultural  operations  of  the  era  for  the  Norman 
master :  they  are  also  swineherds,  shepherds, 
neatherds,  woodmen,  masons,  country  mecha- 
nics :  they  belong,  as  we  said,  to  the  barony, 
but  they  retain  certain  privileges  and  cus- 
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toms,  of  which  they  are  excessively  jealous : 
they  are  despised  by  the  Normans  as  an 
inferior  caste,  a  conquered  race :  they  are  a 
large,  bulky  set  of  men,  with  stolid  &ces, 
inezpressiye  eyes,  slow  in  their  motions,  taci- 
turn and  reserved  towards  strangers:  they 
eaxe  Uttle  for  music,  poetry,  or  any  inteUec 
toal  amusement,  their  chief  pleasure  consist- 
ing  in  eating  and  drinking:  they  rarely 
wash,  never  shave,  only  dip  the  beard  and 
hair ;  their  clothes  are  of  the  coarsest  mate- 
rials of  the  loom,  or  such  as  their  masters 
throw  to  them  from  the  produce  of  the 
chace;  these  are  not  changed  morning  or 
night  till  they  drop  off  in  rags.  These  serfis, 
steeped  in  ignorance,  are,  however,  warmly 
attached  to  their  native  priests,  the  only 
persons  who  show  any  attention  to  their 
souls  or  bodies.  If  they  are  detected  quit- 
ting the  barony,  hunting,  wearing,  or  fabric 
eating  ilhcit  weapons,  the  Baron  punishes 
them  by  flogging,  or  maiming,  or  hanging. 
In  one  object  only  do  they  concur  with  the 
conquering  caste — ^animosity  towards  the 
Welsh-(80  in  their  laixguage  they  style  the 
men  of  Gwynedd,  or  the  North — )  which  feel- 
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ing  it  is  unnecessary  to  observe  is  duly 
reciprocated. 

When  properly  disciplined  and  under  strict 
control,  no  better  soldiers  are  to  be  found  in 
the  world ;  they  are  equal  to  any  hardship, 
any  enterprise,  but  they  require  time  and 
patience  to  render  them  so  :  they  are  fonder 
of  food  than  of  fighting,  and  would  rather 
work  than  march,  nevertheless,  their  strength, 
weight,  and  coolness,  make  them  formidable 
enemies.  Moreover,  though  stupid  in  ap- 
pearance and  the  reverse  of  winning  in  tem- 
per, they  are  sincere,  guileless,  by  no  means 
vindictive.  Whatever  they  take  in  hand, 
they  persevere  in  it  steadily  and  durably. 
The  clearings  round  their  hamlets  are  exten- 
sive, and  laid  out  in  wheat,  barley,  rye,  peas, 
oats ;  the  woods  abound  in  game,  which 
belong  to  the  Norman ;  in  herds  of  swine, 
half-wild,  which  are  sometimes,  though  not 
commonly,  owned  by  the  Saxon :  the  inte- 
rior of  their  homesteads  are  nearly  destitute 
offdmiture:  the  beds  are  merely  boards  with 
heaps  of  straw,  or  rushes,  or  heather  on  them ; 
chairs  there  are  none,  but  in  lieu  of  them, 
roughly-hewn  benches  and  logs :  there  are, 
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of  course  no  household  knives,— forks  were 
a  much  later  invention ;  rude  wooden  tren- 
chers and  bowls  serve  for  plates  and  cups. 
The  fire-place  fills  up  half  the  house  -.  round 
it  the  fitmily  live, — around  it  at  night,  the 
greater  number  of  them  coil  themselves  up 
to  sleep.  Along  the  roof  are  disposed  the 
weapons  of  feudal  service,  principaJly  bows 
and  bills,  both  most  efiective  and  dangerous 
instruments  in  the  Saxon  hand.  The  wo- 
men are  nearly  all  blondes,  many  of  them 
models  of  rustic  beauty ;  but  there  prevails  a 
sedateness,  an  absence  of  aU  inclination  to 
mirth  or  enjoyment,  which  cannot  feil  to  be 
remarked,  especially  in  the  younger  ones,  to 
whom  it  .piL  UBnaturi  ^ey  ^  in 
bet  coB^io^  of  bemg  »rfi,  m»>h  .t  the 
mercy  of  the  lawlessness  and  brutality  of 
their  Norman  proprietors;  probably  this 
feeling  induces  many  of  them  to  wear  in 
their  dress  the  short  poignard  of  their  Teuton 
ancestors.  All  these  hamlets  and  stockades 
are  overlooked  by  the  Castle ;  the  muster-roll 
of  their  inhabitants,  there  deposited,  is  pe- 
riodically called  over,  for  the  loss  of  a  serf  is 
not  less  than  that  of  ten  bullocks.     Such  was 
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thb  Castle,  such  was  the  Saxon,  the  Castle- 
serf. 

And  how  was  the  Castle  garrisoned  ?    We 
confess  much  like  other  border-fortresses,  by 
a  population  of  no  very  amiable  character,  to 
the  amount  of  nearly  nine  hundred  men. 
Over  these  were  forty  or  fifty  of  a  better 
order,  who  were,  or  called  themselves  Nor- 
mans or  Bretons.      These  constituted  the 
permanent  regular  guard  of  the  Castle,  which 
in  truth  afforded  protection  and  found  em- 
ployment on  certain  very  intelligible  condi- 
tions to  the  redt  of  the  garrison,  the  members 
and  individuals  of  which  were  constantly 
changing,    diminishing,    replenishing — pre- 
senting a  never-ending  variety  of  faces,  man- 
ners, grades,  customs,  languages,  weapons. 
Whatever  deed  was  to  be  accomplished,  an 
agent  for  its  perpetration  was  certain  to  be 
found  within  walls  abounding  in  men  without 
home,  without  family,  without  nation,  with- 
out character,  without  religion,  without  heart, 
without  remorse.     Here  they  met  congenial 
spirits  from  every  part  of  Europe — ^few  per- 
haps but  what  had  made  themselves  amen- 
able to  private  vengeance  or  public  justice ; 
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but  what  law  dare  intrude  within  the  barriers 
of  Baymond  de  Monthault  the  Marcher,  or 
how  could  Henry  or  Stephen  le  Eoy  expect 
the  frontiers  to  be  shielded,  or  land  to  be 
taken  from  a  people  of  soldiers  like  the  moun- 
tain race  of  the  Cymru,  unless  the  Baron 
were  permitted  the  selection  and  use  of  his 
own  instruments  P  When  his  men,  therefore, 
increased   beyond  what    was  necessary  or 
desirable,  employment  wa.  to  be  foundT  if  a 
neighbouring  Marcher  required  the  loan  of 
fifty  for  a  foray,  weU  and  good— they  were 
lent.     If  no  such  request  came  in,  and  the 
Lord  Baymond  happened  to  be  at  peace  with 
the  adjacent  Baronies — b,  &ct  that  occurred 
four  times  in  hiB  career-they  were  despatehed 
against  the  common  foe  westward.     If  half 
of  them  were  slaughtered  by  the  Venedotians, 
as  was  generally  the  case,  the  other  half 
brought  back  what  they  could,  sometimes 
only  themselves,  sometimes  plunder  enough 
to  last  for  several  months.     It  was  true  the 
Baron  could  never  clearly  prognosticate  the 
ultimate    effect  of   such    expeditions ;  '  for 
though  he  was  strict  in  his  directions  to  his 
men  to  swear  they  were  none  of  his,  that 
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they  belonged  to  Hugh  of  Chester,  or  De 
Lacy,  or  William  de  Braos,  or  Mesnil  de 
Montgomery,  or  Ghymbolde  de  Talvace,  or 
Otez  de  Traseme,  or  to  Satan  himself — ^which 
last  would  undoubtedly  have  been  correct 
information-althougli  the  prey  waa  often 
smuggled  into  the  Castle  at  dead  of  night,  or 
quietly  partitioned  among  the  palisades  and 
huts  of  the  serfs,  who  had  no  objection  to 
receiving  them,  being  lawful  prey  from  the 
liills — ^yet  the  Mountaineer  would  never  be 
convinced  of  De  Monthault's  innocence. 
Some  morning  therefore— weeks  after  he 
had  consigned  to  oblivion  the  recollection 
of  so  ordinary  an  affidr — ^he  would  dis- 
cover the  whole  plain  in  a  blaze,  the  popu- 
lation falling  back,  fighting  as  they  best 
could,  on  the  Castle,  a  force  of  indefinite 
numbers  of  Welshmen,  sweeping  the  whole 
country  of  every  horse,  ox,  cow,  sheep — ^the 
whole  quadrupedal  creation — ^before  them. 
Then  would  ensue  a  succession  of  scenes : 
whether  the  Baron  would  be  burnt  in  his 
own  nest,  or  the  Venetine  be  driven  back,  or 
his  detour  be  extended  to  Shrewsbury,  were 
matters  not  always  evident.     Only  after  the 
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first  ebullition  of  his  wratli,  Baymond  would 
subside  into  a  purpose.  At  this  he  would 
work  with  the  acuteness  and  pertinacity  in- 
herent in  his  nature,  till  he  had  succeeded  in 
his  object,  whatever  it  might  be.  Success 
would  soothe  him :  the  hold  would  then  for 
some  days  be  drenched  with  wine,  and  re- 
sound with  riot  and  license,  heightened  or 
more  deeply  debased  by  the  arrival  of  some 
compeer  to  divine  new  schemes  for  treason, 
conspiracy,  or  war.  As  for  the  personal 
habits  of  the  Marcher,  they  were  all  of  a 
practical,  utilitarian,  military  kind.  His 
knowledge  of  language  was  limited  to  col- 
loquial mastery  of  the  Franco-Latin,  or 
Norman ;  as  for  reading  or  writing,  he  had 
been  heard  to  assert  that  only  two  of  his 
acquaintances  ever  got  so  far  in  priestcraft, 
even  these  two  never  used  precisely  the  same 
letters  to  express  their  own  names.  Also 
Gruarine  de  Blundeville  had  assured  him  that 
although  he  could  easil/remember  the  names 
and  recognise  the  faces  of  the  muster-roll  of 
his  March,  yet  it  was  impossible  to  carry  in 
mind  the  names  and  order  of  a  whole  regi- 
ment of  letters,  such  as  the  priests  disposed 
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them  in  words  and  sentences.  For  the  rest, 
the  Baron  wore  no  linen,  but  instead,  a  lea- 
ther shirt,  in  which  time  had  eflfected  simdry 
dilapidations :  whether  any  charm  was  in- 
volved in  this  antiquity  is  not  known, — 
certain  it  is,  there  the  garment  had  remained 
for  years;  over  this  he  usually  donned  a 
doublet  sword-proof ;  this  doublet  had  sleeves 
reaching  to  the  wrists,  and  supported  a  heavy 
belt  with  his  sword  and  poignard :  over  this 
again  he  threw  the  Norman  cloak,  passing 
imder  the  right  arm,  so  as  to  leave  its  action 
free.  The  colours  of  these  habiliments  were 
invariably  black  or  purple.  On  his  head — 
except  when  armed  cap-a-pie — ^he  wore  a  light 
circular  casque,  from  which  drooped  in  front, 
so  as  partially  to  veil  his  features,  a  bunch  of 
splendid  sable  feathers.  Whenever  these 
were  seen  approaching,  his  men  either 
avoided  the  presence,  or  awaited  their  pass- 
ing in  reverential  silence.  As  to  his  figure, 
you  must  conceive  a  tall  person  with  large 
bones,  sinewy  limbs,  high  narrow  forehead, 
long  sunken  face,  thin  lips,  Hght  grey  eyes, 
vdth  a  stony  dead  look  in  them,  the  hair 
inclined  to  red,  the  complexion  a  pale  buflC. 
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which  rarely  changed  or  coloured,  the  teeth 
small,  sharp,  and  firm :  such  was  Eaymond 
the  Marcher.  We  may  add  it  was  a  strange 
opinion  among  the  garrison  that  the  Baron 
never  slept :  the  sentries  averred  that  when- 
ever the  heavy  tapestry  within  his  sleeping- 
apartment  was  hlown  aside  by  any  sudden 
gust  through  the  grated  window,  whatever 
the  hour  of  night  might  be,  there  they 
would  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  black  feathers, 
pacing  up  and  down,  up  and  down,  eternally. 
The  truth  was,  that  though  nobody  knew 
exactly  what  to  believe  or  disbelieve  in 
Monthault  Castle,  every  one  knew  that  who- 
soever desired  to  retain  his  head  on  his  shoul- 
dfirs  must  keep  his  own  opinions,  if  he  dare 
have  any,  deep  in  the  darkest  recesses  of  his 
heart.  The  Baron  would  have  been  greatly 
displeased  to  find  that  any  being  but  himself 
had  an  opinion  in  his  own  domain.  He  had 
his  own  likings  and  dislikings,  his  own  ways 
and  means  of  doing  things.  Whatever  he 
did,  his  worst  foes  confessed  he  did  effectu- 
ally. He  went  through  and  through  with  his 
purposes,  never  consulting  aught  on  earth 
but  first  his  own  power,  secondly  his  own 
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pleasure.  The  first  made  Tiitti  politic,  the 
second  inflexibly  resolute.  Such  was  the 
Norman,  De  Monthault, — we  will  not  assert 
a  correctly-minded,  a  good-hearted,  or  a 
kindly-disposed  individual,  but  he  was  at  any 
rate  a  man  of  unbending  will  and  unthrob- 
bing  energy.  If  he  were  feared  and  hated 
with  the  fhest  intenrity  of  v»g«moe,  wh.t 
could  be  expected  from  selfish  Saxons,  rival 
barons,  inimical  Venedotians?  Was  he 
not  a  Norman  Lord  Marcher,  and  do  not 
those  three  words  sum  up  a  character  ?  Yes, 
and  a  fearM  one. 

Eaymond  had  three  sons ;  the  eldest  and 
the  favourite,  Guadere  de  Monthault,  was  in 
some  year  between  twenty-five  and  thirty — 
neither  he  nor  his  father  cared  for  precision  on 
the  point.  His  mother  probably  preserved 
the  exact  date  of  his  birth,  by  associating  it 
with  some  catastrophe — catastrophes  were 
the  events  of  those  days ;  unhappily  none 
but  the  Baron  knew  who  she  was,  or  what 
her  fate  had  been,  and  any  reference  to  that 
quarter  was  out  of  the  question.  Ghiadere  him- 
self seemed  perfectly  contented  with  the  fact, 
that  he  had  at  one  time  been  bom :  he  cared 
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little — asked  nought — about  his  genealogy 
on  the  female  side :  if  he  had  ever  been 
oonscions  of  possessing  a  mother,  he  had 
long  since  forgotten  the  sensation.  His  name 
was  especially  odious  to  both  high-bom 
demoiselles  and  humble  maidens  on  the  bor- 
de« ;  was  tardy  indeed  mentioned  without 
fright  and  detestation,  for  Ghiadere  despised 
everjrthing  in  woman,  everything  in  man 
that  responded  to  womanhood:  he  was  a 
military  misogynist,  never  indulgmg  in  plea- 
sures  of  any  description;  he  contemned 
sensuality  in  an  age  of  unbounded  licentious- 
ness; he  stood  by  himself  a  man  without 
passions — ^but  it  was  from  cold,  sheer  con- 
tempt :  no  gentleness  affected,  no  beauty 
touched,  no  attraction  vibrated  on  i  single 
chord  in  his  nature.  He  was  an  adroit  knight, 
a  skilfril  tilter,  had  borne  off  many  a  prize  in 
tournaments,  but  had  invariably  crowned  his 
steed  with  what  was  intended  to  be  the  meed 
of  love  and  beauty.  His  manner  was  pro- 
portionably  repulsive  to  iciness;  his  words 
few  and  sarcastic ;  he  believed  nothing ;  he 
had  no  lips,  but  a  mere  slit  for  a  mouth ;  his 
eyes  were  slow,  and  generally  half-dosed  when 

d8 


I 

■ 
» 

i 

4' 


58  RAYMOND  DE  MONTH AULT. 

he  addressed  himself  to  any  person;  his 
stature  was  a  medimn,  his  limbs  long,  straight 
and  sinewy.  He  obeyed  his  father  implicitly, 
rarely  touched  wine,  feared  no  danger,  spared 
no  enemy,  admitted  no  confidence.  Every 
body  prognosticated  that  Quadere  de  Mont- 
hault  would  become  a  formidable  character. 

The  second  son  was  Peers  de  Monthault, 
a  compound  of  ungovernable  temper  with 
unusual  stolidity  of  intellect.  His  brain 
always  burned,  never  acted :  he  was  suspicious 
to  excess :  never  communicated  any  of  his 
feelings,  but  went  forthwith  to  work  upon 
them,  and  generally  ran  his  head  against  a 
rock.  He  was  cavaUerly  treated  by  Guadere, 
restrained  in  strict  subordination  by  his  sire, 
yet  constantly  employed  in  expeditions  of 
danger :  Peers  was  reckless  of  his  person : 
he  was  avaricious  also,  and  preferred  sacri- 
ficing blood  to  gold.  Two  exceptions  to  the 
Monthault  t3rpe  existed  in  his  character, 
which  cost  his  father  unceasing  annoyance : 
the  first  was,  terror  of  the  ftdminations  of  the 
Church,  the  apprehension  of  which  weighed 
like  an  anvil  on  his  breast,  and  committed 
him  at  times  to  the  wildest  inconsistencies  of 


RAYMOND  D£  HONTHAULT.  59 

action.  The  second^  a  mysterious  and  in- 
fiituated  attachment,  or  rather  passion,  for  a 
maiden  of  Cambrian  lineage,  recently  en- 
trosted  to  the  wardship  of  the  Cistercian  con- 
vent of  St.  Llngan,  and  whom — stranger  still 
— Sir  Peers  had  met  but  thrice,  and  each  of 
these  three  times  in  the  immediate  vicinity 
of  Monthault,  where  few,  even  of  her  armed 
countrymen  were  wont  to  venture,  except  in 
military  diversions  and  array.  The  solitariness 
of  these  three  encounters,  tended  much  per- 
haps to  enhance  the  feeling  created  in  the 
breast  of  the  Norman,  by  the  rare  beauty  of 
ihe  forest  damsel.  Certain  it  is  this  devotion 
of  Sir  Peers,  was  supposed  to  interfere  at 
times  with  his  reason.  The  Baron,  very 
wi«ely.  never  aUuded  to  it  in  Ms  presence- 
he  calculated  that  the  evanescent  nature  of 
such  sensations  dispensed  with  the  necessity 
of  interference  on  his  part.  It  was  very 
doubtful  indeed  how  far  his  morose  son 
would  submit  to  even  his  crossing,  in 
these  two  matters  of  devotion  and  love.  In 
person  Sir  Peers  was  tall,  bulky,  and  angular, 
with  a  sullen  expression  of  mien :  a  master 
of  ihe  roughest  exercises,  in  the  practice  of 
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which  he  passed  the  greater  portion  of  his 
leisure. 

The  youngest  son,  Banulph  de  Monthault, 
was  a  bear  of  the  same  brood — ^more  subtle 
than  Peers,  more  impetuous  than  Guadere. 
Like  all  his  family  he  possessed  an  undaunted 
and  collected  spirit.  Next  to  a  Saxon  vassal,  he 
detested  a  Yenedotian  freeman :  his  principal 
delight  consisted  in  waylaying,  attacking, 
capturing,  and  slaughtering  them  on  every 
convenient  opportunity.  As  a  guerilla  leader 
he  gave  promise  of  first-rate  exceUence, 
showing  already  the  coolness  and  enterprise 
of  a  bom  soldier.  But  though  he  hated  the 
Cambrian,  yet,  being  the  youngest,  conse- 
quently the  most  remote  expectant  of  terri- 
torial domain  in  the  Monthault  succession, 
he  laboured  with — or  to  speak  more  to  his  own 
feelings — he  nurtured  and  enjoyed  a  scheme 
by  which  he  intended  to  identify  this  hatred 
with  both  his  love  and  his  interest.  The 
idea  was  by  no  means  new,  it  had  occurred 
to,  and  been  acted  upon  by  several  Norman 
adventurers :  it  claimed  in  addition  the  charm 
of  simphcity  to  recommend  it.  He  was 
therefore,  at  this  time,  on  the   qui  mve  to 
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make  the  acqtiaiixtaiice  of  some  ancient  Cam- 
brian noble  of  the  hills,  whose  house  was 
graced  by  some  one  daughter.  Could  this 
introduction  be  effected,  he  calculated  on 
contingencies  for  enabling  him  to  execute 
his  design,  which  was,  in  brief,  to  despatch 
the  &ther  and  sons  to  a  more  peaceful  world, 
but  to  save  the  daughter.  She,  in  gratitude 
for  such  exemption,  would  it  was  concluded, 
gladly  resign  herself  and  her  possessions  to 
becoming  the  lady  and  the  land  of  Banulph 
de  Monthault.  The  scheme  had  answered 
with  two  or  three  of  his  friends— why  not 
with  him?  He  had  indeed,  hitherto,  pro- 
ceeded rather  too  precipitately,  for  he  had 
accosted  the  daughter  of  Botpert  ap  Cadvan, 
of  Caereinion,  more  in  the  spirit  of  his  own 
conceptions,  than  of  hers  or  the  old  chief's. 
This  cause  of  personal  offence,  rankled  deep 
in  Ap  Cadvan's  breast,  and  soon  found  a  vent 
for  exhibition.  This  was  but  a  slight  check 
to  one  of  Banulph's  hopeful  and  sanguine 
temperament :  he,  like  his  Either,  possessed 
the  art  of  biding  his  time. 

The  last  character  we  shall  comment  upon 
before  we  commence  our  tradition,  is  that  of 
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the  Breton  captain,  De  Monthault's  agent  of 
action  against  the  outer  world,  Jarl  Bronz. 
It  would  in  truth  be  unpardonable  not  to 
devote  a  few  sentences  to  this  model — ^this 
beau  ideal — of  a  Lord  Marcher's  military 
minister.  Conceive  then,  leaning,  as  it  were, 
on  his  terrible  axe,  behind  the  chair  of  the 
Baron,  a  form,  cast  to  undergo  and  defy  the 
severest  labours  and  fatigues — ^tall,  broad, 
singularly  deep  in  chest  and  limb,  clad  from 
head  to  foot  in  flexible  ring  armour,  very 
fine,  yet,  nevertheless,  very  thick  and  pon- 
derous, in  which  motion  seems  instinctive, 
so  easily  does  it  yield  to  the  slightest  exer- 
tion of  the  strength  which  it  rather  served 
to  conceal  than  defend.  Over  the  shoulders 
hangs  his  belt,  and  at  the  belt  his  double- 
edged  sword.  The  hands  of  the  captain  are 
bare,  and — either  from  nature  or  artificial 
attention — surpassingly  white.  On  his  head 
he  wears  a  conical  helmet,  the  cone  of  which 
is  entirely  concealed  in  a  gorgeous  crimson 
crest,  the  only  relief  to  the  sombre  character 
of  his  uniform.  The  visor  of  his  helmet  is  a 
permanent  one,  never  removed,  arranged  in 
"^e  form  of  a  cross,  the  broad  bars  of  which 
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pennit  only  the  eyes  and  the  part  beneath 
the  nostrils  to  be  visible.    More  than  this  of 
the  Breton's  &ce  even  the  Baron  has  never 
seen.    The  reasons  assigned  in  the  Castle  for 
this  concealment  are  various :  the  most  pro- 
bable conjecture  supposes  the  upper  part  of 
the  captain's  &ce  to  be  disfigured  by  some 
frightful  scar.   Whatever  it  be,  aU  have  long 
ceased  any  allusion  to  it,  for  Jarl  has  an- 
swered certab  questions  on  the  subject  in  a 
most  unsatis&ctory  manner  to  the  querists. 
Above   the   cross-bar  the  eyes   of   Breton 
Bronz   always  flashed,  dark   as  night,  yet 
vivid  as  stars,  pregnant  with  impenetrable 
meanings ;  sometimes  trenchant  like  arrows 
of  lightning,  awakening  indescribable  emo- 
tions in  the  lookers  on — sometimes  so  fixed, 
80  absent,  so  umlluminated  that  the  soul 
appeared  to  have  receded  from  their  orbs 
into  the  still  and  fearfrd  recesses  of  the  free- 
booter's heart.     And  who  was  Jarl  Bronz? 
No  one  knew.     He  never  uttered  a  syllable 
of  himself,  of  his  birth,  of  his  connections,  of 
his  history.     In  those  days,  as  we  have  pre- 
viously intimated,  this  silence  was  nothing 
extraordinary.     The  most  successM  baron 
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r  in  England  would  prove,  if  his  continental 

I  origin  were  investigated,  nothing,  perhaps, 

^  better  than  the   son  of  a  too  well-known 

ij  mother  by  an    unknown    fiither.      Many, 

ij  therefore,  like  Jarl,  satisfied  with  being  their 

t  own  parentage,  origin  and  genealogy,  rested 

i  all  other  rights  and  claims  on  their  left 

thigh,  or  did  not  hesitate,  after  the  example 
of  their  Sovereign  the  Conqueror,  to  append 
the  sturdy  agnomen  of  Bastard  ta  their 
patriarchal  designation.  Then  a^  Jarl  seemed 
to  have  no  sympathies  by  blood,  so  he  had 
clearly  none  by  feelings  or  choice:  nobody 
interested  him;  he  had,  however,  idealized 
his  duty  into  a  deity  which  he  worshipped 
with  a  devotion  that  completely  enrap- 
tured the  soul  of  the  Lord  Baymond  de 
Monthault.  K  De  Monthault  desired  an 
enemy  despatched,  Jarl  despatched  him ;  if 
he  ordered  a  competitor's  stronghold  to  be 
stormed,  Jarl  stormed  it;  if  he  knew  not 
how  to  kill  eimui,  Jarl  found  plenty  of  expe- 
dients to  his  taste ;  if  recruits  were  required, 
Jaxl  provided  them ;  if  the  commissariat  was 
becoming  low,  Jarl  filled  it;  if  a  hamlet 
attracted  the  Marcher's  envy  by  its  cattle. 
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its  horses,  its  granaxies,  in  a  few  mornings 
afterwards  the  cattle  wonld  be  salted  in  Mon- 
thault  larder,  the  granaries  would  be  trans- 
ferred to  the  Monthanlt  floors,  the  horses 
would  be  rough-ridden  in  the  Monthault 
cavahy.  It  made  no  difference  to  Jarl  what 
work  he  was  put  to  ;  whether  he  was  ordered 
north,  south,  east,  or  west,  his  obedience  was 
both  most  active  and  most  passive :  one  effect 
was,  every  Lord  Marcher  would  have  seduced 
or  purchased  his  invaluable  services  at  any 
cost;  but  for  whatever  cause,  he  had  as 
yet  remained  immoveably  attached  to  the 
De  Monthault  interest  and  fortunes.  In 
the  midst  of  these  sanguinary  indulgences, 
Jarl  observed  a  religion,  a  superstition  of 
his  own.  His  demeanor  to  the  gentle  sex 
was  irreproachable;  it  was,  therefore,  not 
unusual  for  the  females  of  a  beleagured  fort, 
to  place  themselves  under  the  protection  of  a 
man  whom,  in  every  other  respect,  they  re- 
garded as  a  monster  of  crime  and  ruthless- 
ness.  In  addition  to  this,  Jarl,  by  way  of 
atonement  or  composition  with  his  con- 
science, practised  inordinate  austerities,  and 
even  macerations  against  his  own  body,  in 
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the  which  it  most  be  confessed  he  completely 
perplexed  and  confounded  the  mind  of  Bay- 
mond  de  Monthault.  Open  and  flagrant  in 
his  atrocities,  Jarl  was  no  less  undisguised 
in  his  penances.  He  would  lie  at  nights 
naked — except  that  inseparable  helm— *on  the 
stone  floor  of  his  chamber ;  he  would  kneel, 
dumb  and  motionless  as  death,  for  hours 
before  the  crucifix :  it  was  even  said  that  tlie 
hollow  cheek-bars  of  his  helmet  had  been 
seen  to  overflow  with  the  streams  of  tears 
shed  in  these  violent  flts  of  sanctity  or  re- 
morse. Then,  after  the  division  of  the 
booty,  Jarl  would  load  his  sumpter  car  with 
articles  of  acceptance,  and,  if  followed,  might 
be  traced  to  some  shrine  of  popular  devotion, 
offering  up  his  prey  to  the  altar,  and  pre- 
senting his  Herculean  shoulders — ^the  oiJy 
acknowledgment  he  would  accept — ^to  the 
discipline  of  the  monastic  scourge.  The 
only  clear  deduction  from  these  eccentricities 
was  that  Jarl  had  as  cordial  a  hatred  of  his 
own  material  self  as  he  appeared  to  have 
scorn  for  others :  as  to  all  the  rest,  it  was 
inexplicable.  But,  somehow,  nobody  dare 
indulge  in  sneers  or  animadversions  on  any 
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sentiment  or  action  of  the  Breton's:  he 
prayed,  he  wept,  he  did  penance  with  the 
same  savage  intensity  as  he  killed  the 
Baron's  enemies,  or  cut  his  way  through  a 
troop  of  opposing  Yenedotians.  There  was 
such  an  utter  unaffected  indifference  of  what 
people  thought  or  remarked  of  anything 
which  he,  Jarl  Bronz,  pleased  to  do,  that 
pubUc  opinion  had  long  since  stood  aloof 
Any  stranger  who  chanced  to  express  amaze- 
ment at  the  singularity  of  these  contradic- 
tions was  sure  to  hear,  as  a  sufficient  expla- 
nation, "  What  would  you  have :  is  he  not 
Jarl,  our  Breton?"  One  consequence  of 
such  characteristics  was  that,  in  despite  of 
his  slaughterous  achievements  there  were 
men  in  worse  odour  with  the  Church  than 
the  Breton.  Priests  were  occasionally  stun- 
moned  into  a  castle  the  lord  himself  of  which 
detested  the  very  sight  or  hearing  of  spiri- 
tual authoriiy— of  any  authority,  indeed, 
which  checked  or  modified  the  physical  prin- 
ciple of  which  the  Norman  considered  him- 
self the  representative ;  but  even  he,  in  these 
peculiarities,  was  too  considerate,  too  wise  to 
interfere  with   Jarl's  conscience  and  predi- 
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lections.  It  must  be  admitted  that  there 
existed  in  this  man  a  chaos  of  good  and 
evil  qualities.  Cruel  in  the  extreme,  his 
very  cruelty  constituted  a  systematic  obedi- 
ence :  vigorous  BS  a  Spartan  in  military 
duties,  he  did  nothing,  thought  of  nothing 
for  himself :  rapid  as  lightning  in  his  plun- 
dering expeditions,  yet  the  coin  or  cash  he 
gained  at  the  risk  of  limb  or  life,  he 
lavished  with  the  same  profiision  as  he 
exposed  his  person.  Such  is  a  brief  imper- 
fect outline  of  the  right  arm  in  counsel  and 
execution  of  the  Norman  Marcher,  De  Mon- 
thault. 

And  these  pictures  are  all  more  or  less  the 
simiUtudes  of  originals,  which  might  have 
been  discovered  in  those  turbulent  and  dis- 
astrous periods  in  every  district  in  England, 
in  Europe,  but  they  abounded  on  the  lines  of 
demarcation  which  separated  hostile  lands 
and  races  from  each  other.  On  such  borders 
there  was  never  peace ;  a  truce,  a  composi- 
tion, was  the  broadest  term  that  could  be 
applied  to  the  temporary  cessations  from  war 
and  mutual  havoc  that  occasionally  occurred. 
These  cessations,  the  hierarchy  exerted  all 
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their  influence  to  extend  and  multiply  by 
insisting  on  complete  abstinence  from  mili- 
tary preparations  or  exercises  during  certain 
seasons  in  the  ecclesiastical  year ;  upon  the 
whole  with  very  feir  success.  The  tran- 
quillity which  thus  prevailed  at  stated  periods 
between  all  classes  of  enemies,  was  known 
as  "  the  Peace  of  the  Church,"  and  next  to 
the  clergy  found  its  strongest  supporters 
amongst  the  bui^her  and  yeomanry  popula- 
tion. It  was  dangerous  therefore  for  the  most 
powerful  or  most  unscrupulous  baron  to 
violate  its  observance ;  cases  of  course  were 
found,  in  which  the  temptation  to  attack  a 
rival  at  vantage  was  too  strong  to  be  resisted ; 
but  it  was  so  palpably  a  common  blessing 
that  these  times  of  "  the  Peace  of  God"  should 
be  held  sacred,  that  these  violations  were 
comparatively  few ;  and  these  few  generally 
met  their  due  and  speedy  retribution. 

Proceed  we  now  to  begin  the  morning 
with  the  Lord  Baymond,  in  this  aforesaid 
Castle  of  Monthault. 
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CHAPTER  in. 


SODTHBBN  NEWB. 


KB  of  light  were  poshmg  ap  like  doll 
of  silver  above  the  eastern  horizon ; 
n  flush  mantled  the  cheek  of  the  sombre 
L ;  mists  crept,  floated,  undulated  on  the 
adering  line  of  the  Severn;  'c^>8  of  gauzy 
gathered  round  the  brows  of  the  dewy 
rose  into  petty  clouds,  then  divorcing 
iselves  evaporated  iar  up  into  the  clear 
ible  firmament, 
ich  was  the  morning, 
resently  a  rich  rosy  atmosphere  breathed 
orgeous  waves  over  the  horizon,  then 
ared  a  sheet  of  flame ;  a  niddy  deluge  of 
;  burst  from  the  gates  of  the  sky  away 
the  world.  It  was  the  sun.  Superbly 
oonted  in  a  chariot  of  golden  fire,  bath- 
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ing  moimtam  and  Yale,  moor  and  forest  in 
the  blazonry  of  heaven. 

For  a  few  moments,  the  flag  of  Monthanlt 
rolled  haughtily  in  the  fareeze  that  wafted 
forth  the  departure  of  the  star-sown  hemi- 
sphere ;  for  a  few  moments  it  threw  forth,  as 
lyway  of  fiireweU  to  the  wateheis  of  night, 
its  ponderous  heraldic  folds,  then  subsided 
mto  stirless  quiescency. 

The  rays  flashed  on  the  lances  of  the  sen- 
tinels, and,  as  if  the  finger  of  the  smi  had 
touched  into  existence  the  universe  of  sound, 
forthwith  from  tower  to  tower,  fi-om  bastion 
to  bastion  of  the  vast  circumference,  whose 
western  flanks  were  yet  partially  emerging 
from  the  shade,  rang  the  trumpet  call  to 
parade. 

A  person  must  live  in  a  foliage-land,  must 
wake  with  the  ever-recurring,  inexhaustible 
sun,  before  he  can  appreciate  the  mighty  but 
rapid  evolutions  of  a  morning  heaven.  It  is 
youth  in  transition,  the  youth  of  the  land 
above.  At  that  blast  from  the  donjon,  the 
life  of  the  locale  started  into  energy;  the 
very  rooks  and  cushats  cut  the  dim  monotony 
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of  the  level  mists  with  chequered  pinions ; 
the  splash  of  the  otter  circulated  in  the  dis- 
turbed pool;  the  sharp  black  wing  of  the 
swift  plunged  from  the  miller's  rift  into  the 
haze  of  the  stream ;  the  thrush  and  the  black- 
bird shook  out  their  incipient  notes ;  the  clear 
ring  of  the  armourer's  anvil,  echoed  in  musi- 
cal  harmony  with  the  living  notes  of  nature ; 
the  animation  of  the  physical  and  material 
world  began  their  pulsations  at  the  injimc- 
tionofthat  echoing  alarm.  The  ordinances 
of  aod  were  travelling  in  mystic  regularity 
above,  just  as  they  ever  for  centuries  had 
done.  The  same  sun,  the  same  dawn,  the 
same  earth,  the  same  humanity,  with  its 
worth  and  worthlessness  to  illumine,  the 
same  utter  bUndness  in  the  agitated  ixibes 
of  terrestrialism  to  discern  the  tremendous 
though  silent  facts  of  the  higher,  the  spirit- 
ual Omnipotency  revolving  aroimd  them. 
So  the  mom  dawned,  the  land  reddened,  the 
sentinel  announced,  the  Castle  opened  its  lids. 
And  in  the  vicinity,  the  hollow  horn  of  the 
swineherd,  the  acute  neighmgs  of  horses, 
the  remande   of  the  village  serfs,  the  up- 
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heaving  of  the  inferior  martyrdoms  of  crea- 
tion, proclaimed  once  more  the  commence- 
ment of  another  day  of  the  mutations  of  life. 

But  before  the  sun,  before  the  dawn,  before 
the  clink  of  the  anvil,  before  the  thrush, 
before  the  colouring  of  the  steaming  mist, 
Baymond  the  Norman  was  up.  Ke  was 
one  of  a  working,  a  matotinal.  J  unflinching 
dass.  Within  his  hold  the  warrior  disci- 
ptine  of  the  age  never  slept,  but  like  an  iron 
machine  moved  the  same  monotonous  but 
effective  circle  of  brief  command  and  rapid 
obedience.  In  the  very  dusk  of  the  twilight 
therefore,  anticipating  time,  from  the  interior 
of  the  Castle,  rose  a  humming  murmur, 
instinct  with  military  life.  The  grooming  of 
steeds,  the  furbishing  of  armour,  the  transit  to 
and  fro  of  many  feet,  the  &int  clank  of  helm 
and  gorget,  indicated  that  the  hornets  of 
Monthault  were  preparing  their  stings  for 
the  world. 

Above  on  the  battlements,  paced  a  tail 
dark  figure,  glimmering  at  intervals  in  the 
alternations  of  light  and  shade.  His  glance 
was  directed  to  the  east. 

He  approached  the  sentinel 
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«  All  well  through  the  night,  K^volco?" 

"  All  well,  Sieur,  within,  but  I  speak  not 
for  the  Marches  yonder.  It  is  hard  at 
twenty  miles  to  distinguish  star-sheen  from 
torch-light ;  yonder,  over  the  Bishop's  Keep, 
I  marked  somewhat  like  the  reddening  of  a 
fex  fire." 

Some  hamlet  perchance,"  said  the  Baron. 
Famt  and  thin  enough  it  Mras,  but  too 
broad  for  homestead  or  hamlet.  Moreover, 
the  Watcher  at  Talvarran,  and  the  chief  of 
Careinion  were  uneasy  beyond  Severn  west- 
ward, the  hill-fires  were  calling  and  answer- 
ing  each  other  too  well  to  my  mind  for 
good." 

''  The  Watcher  is  out  on  a  quest  of  his 
own,  at  Hereford." 

''  No,  Sieur ;  he  was  seen  at  Salop  by  the 
miller  of  Marrington,  yester  eve.  The  miller 
came  beneath  the  southern  wall,  after  gate- 
shut,  to  speak  of  it.  He  bid  me  announce  it 
to  you  the  first  thing  of  the  watch.  There 
were  evil  rumours  abroad,  he  said,  fi*om  the 
South." 

"  Thou  shouldst  have  admitted  him,  Ba- 
volco." 
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"Please  you,  he  had  conference  with 
Breton  Jarl,  whereupon  the  Breton  ordered 
his  horse  by  the  western  postern,  and  it  is 
scant  an  hour  since  his  return." 

"  We  shall  have  news  then  presently." 

The  Baron  resumed  his  walk,  his  eye 
withdrew  from  the  distant  hills  and  rested 
on  the  rich  champaign  of  his  own  property, 
jnst  at  this  moment  tinged  in  the  morning 
flush  with  the  first  hues  of  autumn.  The 
bng  reaches,  rather  than  fields  of  grain, 
waved  in  semi-golden  tints  under  the  fresh 
deUcate  breeze. 

"  Bumours  from  the  South !  growled  he, 
with  his  hand  clenched,  they  have  guessed  it 
already.  The  Hereford  March  swept  with  a 
trail  of  fire ;  Hereford  town  itself  fiiel  for 
the  Welchman's  hearth.  And  hitherward 
they'll  pour.  This  it  is  to  be  a  dweller  on 
the  Borders  !  Here  have  my  knaves  sweated 
and  sown,  my  horses  pulled  and  ploughed, 
my  vassals  toiled  in  field  and  trafficked  in 
borough ;  now  when  the  finit  is  in  the  blade, 
80  many  days  before  the  sickle  should  be  at 
Ihe  root,  comes  this  living  torrent  from 
Snowdon  to  leave  me  the  flame  for  my  reaper, 
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and  the  smoking  stubble  for  my  harvest, 
nt  to  fire,  fit  to  fire,  but  not  to  gather! 
there  will  not  be  a  stalk  left  to  feed  a  serf, 
or  whisp  a  steed." 

With  a  corrugated  brow  and  the  gloom  of 
ill-dissembled  ferocity  in  his  eye,  the  Baron 
descended  from  the  battlements  into  the 
quadrangle  below.  A  bar  of  blue  steel, 
coronetted  with  a  golden  pomegranate  at 
one  extremity,  waa  in  his  right  hand.  This 
was  the  Marcher's  baton.  The  infantry  and 
cavahy  were  reviewed  on  alternate  days. 
This  happened  to  be  the  latter's.  The  horse- 
men were  drawn  out,  each  standing  by  his 
steed,  in  three  lines  down  the  length  of  the 
court.  Before  them,  in  position,  were  Gua- 
dere,  Peers,  Banulph,  and  Jarl  Bronz.  At 
the  entrance  of  the  Baron  all  saluted,  and 
forthwith,  without  word  or  recognition,  the 
diurnal  inspection  of  arms  began.  It  rarely 
passed  to  the  satisfaction  of  every  individual 
reviewed.  "  By  Tristram  of  Cornwall,"  cried 
the  Baron,  pausing  before  one  of  the  first 
troopers,  "  are  we  for  venery  to-day,  that  thou 
showest  me  that  doe-knife  for  a  soldier  s 
poignard  P     Is  this  the  stuff  to  dig  through 
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a  WeLsIunan's  shield,  or  stand  the  buffet  of 
a  Welshman's  cleaver  ?" 

And  he  shivered  the  light  weapon  to  frag- 
ments with  his  baton. 

The  blade  of  my  dagger  is  unhilted,  mut- 
tered the  trooper. 

''  And  how  did'st  thou  unhilt  it  ?  speak, 
man/' 

But  the  trooper  deemed  it  wiser  to  be 
silent. 

"  I  have  heard  of  thee,  thou  hast  buried 
it,  thou  knave,  in  the  skull  of  the  Marton 
bull.  What!  must  thou  turn  butcher  of 
boars  and  kine  to  test  thy  wrist ;  let  this 
lesson  thee  to  heed  devoirs  more,  and  shamble 
practice  less." 

And  the  Baron  bestowed  him  a  blow  with 
his  truncheon  which  felled  him  incontinently 
to  the  ground.  He  .arose  and  resumed  his 
place. 

**  Something  attaches  to  thy  Lord  in  that 
I  have  given  thee  nought  but  calves  and  cows, 
these  three  months  to  exercise  on,  or  I'd 
have  thy  back  flayed.  Do'st  dream  this  toy 
could  guard  thy  brains  from  a  Tegengle 
battle-axe  ?     See  thou  be  rightly  belted,  or 
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Bastorgos  shall  try  thy  hide  to  crimson  pur* 
pose." 

And  the  Baron  proceeded  at  a  measured 
pace,  scanning  minutely  the  appointm^its 
of  his  iron-vested  condottieri.  Nothing  in 
their  equipment  was  regarded  as  trifling  or 
insignificant  by  the  sagacious  and  inex- 
orable Norman.  "  Thou,  Bosby,  where  are 
the  clasps  of  thy  gorget  ?  Is  it  thus,  with 
an  inch  of  thy  leather  exposed,  thou 
darest  to  stand  parade  at  mom?  Thinkest 
ihou  'tis  midnight,  or  have  we  no  sight? 
Have  I  fed  ihy  throat  &r  weeks  with  beef 
of  the  fattest,  and  rinsed  it  with  malt  of  the 
heaviest,  that  it  should  now,  thou  caitiff,  ere 
thou  hast  brought  steer  or  silver  to  Mont- 
hault,  be  ripped  up  with  the  edge  of  an  Arvon 
lance  P  SLave  the  men  of  the  mountains  no 
eye  for  an  aperture,  no  lunge  for  a  yawning 
chink,  that  thou  would'st  trot  against  them 
with  thine  Adam's  apple  bare  P  Is  this  the 
discipline  ye  practised  against  theBhinelander 
on  the  vine-banks  of  Burgundy  ?  ye'll  need 
better  drilling  against  Marchmen  and  Yene- 
tine  here.  Gto,  consult  Bastorgus,  he'U 
instruct  thee  in  quicker  care  for  thy  safety. 
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thj  weasand  will  else,  in  our  first  skirmish, 
make  acquaintance  with  the  Cymru's  skene." 

The  soldier  doggedly  walked  his  horse 
out.  He  knew  the  purport  of  the  recom- 
m^idation. 

With  a  grim  furrowing  of  the  muscles  of 
the  mouth,  the  Baron  passed  on. 

''  What  hoor  has  haltered  his  draught-horse 
here  to-day,"  continued  he,  stopping  before  a 
clumsy,  incompact  soldier.  "  In  what  stable, 
friend,  wert  thou  educated  ?" 

''I  served  last  under  the  Earl  Milo  of 
Gloucester." 

"  Ay,  but  thou  did'st  never  ride  on  such  a 
diarger  in  Milo's  train  methinks  " 

**  I  rode  this  very  horse  night  and  day," 
boldly  replied  the  man,  "  within  forty  yards 
of  the  stout  Earl,  from  Gloucester  to  Pem- 
broke, when  in  one  march  he  rescued  the 
Lady  Clare,  the  Earl  Fitz-Gilbert's  wife,  and 
aster  of  the  Chester  Constable,  from  the  siege 
of  Morgan  of  Caerleon  and  his  followers." 

**  That  was  a  gallant  deed,"  said  the  Mar- 
cher. ''And  there  must  be  something  in 
thee  and  thy  horse  better  than  ye  seem,  to 
have  borne  your  lot  so  fiurly  in  so  hardy  an 
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onslaught.  But  I  fear  me,  thou  art  a  groom 
that  copiest  the  hedge-hog  before  the  mole, 
in  thy  steed-varletiy.  Ill  pardon  thee  this 
torn,  but  within  the  fortnight,  show  me  thy 
charger  s  coat  as  bright  as  thy  cuirass.  Quit 
thee  sooner  of  food  and  sleep,  than  let  me 
detect  a  raised  hair  on  his  flanks.  FU  have 
no  steeds  rough  as  the  deer-tykes  breast  in 
the  Monthault  cohort." 

The  trooper  respired  freely  as  the  Baron 
resumed  his  inquisition. 

"  Ho !  Bartron  is  thy  horse  treading  like 
William  of  Normandy's,  on  hot  coals,  this 
morning,  that  he  cannot  rest  horn  and  hoof 
like  thy  comrades  around  thee.  What  ails 
him,  knave  ?  Walk  him  out ;  lame,  lame  as 
a  heather  lapwing.  Was  this  reported,  Le 
Trevaux  ?"  asked  he,  addressing  the  Breton 
lieutenant. 

The  officer  replied  in  the  negative. 
The  Baron  looked  at  the  young  soldier  for 
an  explanation. 

"  He  was  sound  as  a  rock,"  said  he,  "  when 
I  sent  him  to  be  shod  at  set  of  sun  yesterday, 
but  when  I  took  him  out  this  mom — '* 
"Well,"  said  the  Baron,  waiting   witb 


RAYMOND  DS  H0NTHAT7LT.  81 

singalar  patience  for  the  completion  of  the 
sentence. 

"  Look  you,  my  lord,"  added  the  trooper, 
taking  up  the  hoof  and  pressing  the  frog  till 
the  animal  winced  with  pain,  he  is  pricked 
to  the  quick.  I  did  not  discover  it  till  the 
gong  rang,  or  it  should  have  been  reported 
immediately." 

"  Send  me  hither,  Wharton  the  smith," 
said  the  Marcher. 

''What  horses  didst  thou  and  thy  men 
shoe  yesterday?" 

"Never  a  horse  did  I  suit  yesterday, 
seeing  I  finished  the  last  of  forty  good  body 
plates  for  Jarl  Bronz's  Bretons.  I  would  for 
a  change,  ye  would  order  me  back  to  horse 
and  hoof  again." 

**  Which  of  thy  men  were  at  the  smithy  ?" 

"  White-haired  Jacob,  the  Fuller's  lad  of 
Pordun." 

"  Send  him  hither  with  three  of  thy  shoe- 
ing nails,  and  a  hammer." 

The  master-smith  departed,  and  was  soon 
succeeded  by  his  apprentice  of  the  falling 
milL 
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head-deep  into  the  heel  of  the  unfortunate 
serf. 

"  Begone/'  said  the  Norman,  without 
deigning  a  look  on  the  sufferer,  ''  thou  wilt 
know  henceforth  what  being  pricked  to  the 
quick  is." 

The  fuller  8  son  limped  off  on  one  foot  as 
well  as  his  maim  permitted  him. 

The  Marcher  then,  with  hands  behind  his 
back,  deliberately  retraced  his  steps.  The 
array  of  countenances  before  him  demanded 
a  martial  sceptre  to  sway  them;  there  were 
physiognomies,  such  as  in  these  days,  prisons 
and  the  receptacles  of  orime  alone  contain, 
exhibited  in  all  varieties  of  vice,  sensualiiy, 
cruelty,  stupidity,  insensibility,  blood-thirsti- 
ness. A  rare  band  of  wolves  were  De  Men- 
thault's.  He  knew  it  well,  and  a  strange 
illumination  of  pride  crossed  his  dingy  brow 
when  resuming  his  position  in  the  centre,  he 
reflected  that  reckless  and  ruthless  as  they 
had  ever  proved  themselves  towards  others, 
the  force  of  his  will  had  converted  these  wild 
beasts  into  subservient  mastiffs  for  his  pur- 
poses. 

'*  Quadere,"  said  he, ''  divide  me  a  silver 
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mark  at  noon,  between  Heller  Ghurdot,  Eric 
Hewson,  and  Montre  Dupaltier;  they  are 
appointed  as  Norman  soldiers  of  the  March 
should  be.  Not  a  slur  on  their  arms,  not  a 
fault  in  the  condition  of  their  steeds.  Were 
all  their  match,  I  should  not  fear  comparison 
with  the  Anjou  Count  himself.  Be  wary, 
men,  ye  shall  have  work  anon ;  for  if  the 
wind  lies  not,  the  mountain  slogan  and  the 
red-cross  shirt  must  soon  be  met  with  in 
the  Salop  plains." 

And  at  a  signal  from  the  Breton  captain, 
the  troops  filed  off,  and  evacuated  the 
square. 

''  And  now,  Jarl  Bronz,  what  result  had 
thy  midnight  ride  ?  Heard  ye  confirmation 
of  the  miller's  bruit  ?" 

"  Thou  shouldst  have  informed  me,  Nor- 
man," replied  the  Breton,  "  of  the  incarcera- 
tion of  the  Chirbury  runner,  whom  thou 
hast  secured  in  the  donjon-cell.  I  could 
then  have  answered  thee  with  more  effective 
comfort." 

"  It  was  policy,  Jarl.  Until  we  receive 
sure  tidings  from  the  South,  it  could  argue 
little  wisdom  to  publish  the  budget  of  our 
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Saxon  messenger  from  the  North.  Foul 
tidings,  man,  foul  tidings." 

"Where  are  Pitz-Alan  and  his  expedi- 
tion, then  ?"  inquired  Ghiadere. 

"  Where  are  they  ?  cooped  up ;  Fitz-Alan, 
De  Chevigny,  Mortimer,  like  kestrils  in  a 
cage,  by  a  rabble  of  Tegengle,  headed  by 
that  mongrel,  half-Norman,  half- Welshman, 
Salisbury  ab  Owain." 

"That's  unwelcome  news,  indeed,"  ob- 
served the  Breton. 

"  Bead  the  missive,"  continued  the  Mar- 
cher. 

"This  is  in  the  Mortimer  strain,"  said 
Jarl,  opening  the  parchment,  "plain  and 
peremptory." 

"Brandris  de  Mortuo  Mari,  in  right  of 
hifi  own  good  sword,  and  of  his  Liege 
Paramount,  Stephen  le  Boy;  Noble  and 
Warder  of  the  Bhyddlan  March,  to  his 
Prere  in  Honor,  Baymond  de  Monte  Alto, 
by  the  hand  of  his  Bunner,  Berewulf  the 
Saxon,  sendeth  greeting : 

"  Prere  and  Noble  Knight :  Be  it  known 
imto  thee,  that  in  defence   of  our  lawM 
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frontier,  we  have  done  batfle  with  ill  success 
against  our  whilome  comrade,  but  now  &lse 
traitor,  Salisbury  ab  Owain,  and  his  kith  of 
Tegengle,  who  beleaguer  us,  at  this  date,  in 
Castle  Flint,  the  which  we  hold  but  deadly 
against  them,  as  being  sore  weakened  by  our 
loss  in  the  stricken  field  at  Caerwys.  We 
pray  you.  therefore,  with  aU  urgency  as 
beseemeth  Marcher  and  Noble,  to  levy  such 
potency  as  ye  may,  for  rescue  of  this  said 
castle,  Bs  ye  shall  answer  it  to  our  Court  of 
Marchers,  and  our  Sovereign  Liege  at  West- 
minster. Fail  not,  as  thou  lovest  los  and 
chivalry.  Written  in  siege  at  Flint,  and 
sealed  by  me.  Witness  my  hand,  Brandris 
de  Mortuo  Mari,  Constable  of  Flint." 

"  So  he  needs  more  aid  than  he  can  give,'' 
remarked  Guadere.  "  De  Mortimer  himself 
is  of  hybrid  breed ;  but  since  his  sire,  to  win 
the  Cymric  damsel,  pitched  tent  and  chal- 
lenge to  all  comers,  Christian  and  Faynim, 
for  forty  days,  on  the  shore  of  the  Dead  Sea^ 
his  blood  sway  it  in  princely  style.  This 
reads  as  a  royal  message.'' 

"  He  has  royal  blood  by  his  mother's  side 
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m  his  veins.  Would  thou  oouldst  win  the 
same  in  Cambria*  But  this  is  only  half* 
news.  Banulph  the  Earl  of  Chester  has 
lost  his  whole  garrison,  with  some  eight 
hundred  volunteers  beside,  by  ambuscade  in 
Qwynedd.  He,  and  five  of  his  train  are  the 
only  survivors  that  rode  back  within  Chester 
gates ;  the  rest  are  carrion  for  the  mountain 


ravens." 

cc 


Was  this  against  SnowdonP"  interro* 
gated  Quadere. 

''  No,  against  Beynallt  of  Talvarran,  and 
his  forest  spearmen,"  replied  the  Marcher. 

The  mention  of  the  name  produced  a  mo- 
mentary silence. 

"  By  the  soul  of  Arthur !"  interrupted  the 
Breton,  "  thou  wilt  require  knightly  counsel 
here.  Knowest  thou  where  the  Snowdon 
princes  are  P  I  rode  to  the  Cistercian  con- 
yent  after  short  colloquy  with  the  miller." 

"  Out  with  thy  intelligence,  Breton." 

''The  Snowdon  princes,  Owain  and  Cad- 
wallader  have  made  a  mighty  foray  coastward 
to  the  South,  with  foriy  thousand  Yenetines 
at  their  cruppers.  XJnderstandest  thou  now, 
that  Banulph  of  Chester  knew  this,  and 
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would  have  devastated  the  North  before  their 

4  return,  but  there  was  preparation  made  for 

j  such  assault,  to  his  sore  mischance." 
i  "  But  no  tidings  of  the  princes  yet  ?" 

1  "Ay,  but  there  are,   my  lord, — blacker 

;  tidings  than  ever  Norman  ear  listened  to. 

:j  since  Eoland  fell;   though  how  they  have 

;  travelled  thus  speedily,  I  know  not." 

^  

i  "  Thou  openest  loudly,  Jarl  Bronz — well, 


•• 


what  heard'st  thou  from  the  shorn  friar." 

"  The  Venetines  laid  siege  to  Walter  TEs- 

pec's  stronghold  at  Aberystwith,  to  Richard 

j  de  la  Marres  in  Aeron,  to  Dinerth  and  Care- 

dros  all  simultaneously — ^not  a  beam  or  stan- 
chion is  left  of  them.  They  then  swept  on 
to  Cardigan." 

"  But  thimder  of  Grod,  Breton,"  burst  out 
4  De  Monthault,  "where  were  our  Norman 

people  ?    .  Where   were   our  Southern   chi- 
valry?" 
[  "  They  lay  before  Cardigan  in  leaguer." — 

"  Who,  Breton,  who  ? — Their  names  and 
standing." 

"  Stephen  the  Marshal,  Richard  Fitz-Gil- 
bert,   Brian  de   Wallingford,  Robert  Fitz- 
r  ^  Martin,  Hammon  de  Windesore— the  whole 
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force  of  the  Lowland  borders  were  concen- 
trated before  the  Teivy  Portress." 

"  And  they  encountered  Snowdon  beneath 
its  walls  ?" 

"  True." 

''  And  scattered  them/'  said  the  Marcher, 
stopping  short  and  looking  the  narrator  full 
in  the  &ce> ''  as  the  &lcon  does  the  partridge 
brood — ^never  to  nestle  together  again/' 

"  No,  Norman/'  replied  the  Breton,  speak- 
ing with  measured  intensity.  ''The  battle 
b^an  at  early  noon,  and  before  the  mountain 
darion  had  recalled  their  Snowdon  troops 
from  chase,  ten  thousand  of  our  best  bowmen 
and  spears  lay  stark  and  stiff  on  the  plain." 

"Ten  thousand,  Breton !" 

"  And  a  short  count,  if  the  Father's  tale 
be  true.  He  met  one  in  commission  for 
Aberfiraw,  with  more  gold  in  ransom,  more 
armour  and  Flamand  steeds  in  possession, 
than  ever  passed  the  narrow  seas  in  their 
busiest  year." 

"And  Pembroke?" 

"Pembroke  and  a  goodly  company  with 
bim,  are  prisoners  on  parole  in  the  Welsh- 
man's camp." 
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"  But  ten  thousand,  Breton !  Mort  Dien !" 
^  reiterated   the    Marcher,    "it  is  a  fearful 

•j  blow." 

\  "  The  Teivy  bridge  broke  down  in  their 

.:  flight/'  continued  Jarl,  ''  and  many  a  corpse 

!  is  yet  floating  down  the  river-waves  to  the 

1  salt  sea  bay/' 

\  ''  It  is  a  Hastings,  man,  a  Hastings  on  the 

I  wrong  side." 

j  "  It  may  be  called  so,"  concurred  the  Bre- 

1  ton,  '*  such  a  force  drawn  to  the  field  must 

j  have  left  tiiem  thin  gamsons  in  castle." 

The  Norman  glared  on  the  speaker,  then 
struck  his  baton  on  the  cuishes  of  his  thigh 
till  the  steel  plates  rung  again. 

"The  wisest  head  in  the  kingdom  in  the 
Welshman's  grip !  Cardigan  lost !  Our  holds 
j  not  one-fourth  occupied  I  Our  baronss  lain,  or 

•  in  durance,  or  on  parole  !  The  Bed  Dragon's 

>  tail!   What  sayest  thou — ^Forty  thousand, 

let  alone  the  Deheubarth  clans  1   'Tis  root 

and  branch  work  I     Never  a  Norman  will 

'  hold  his  own  again  between  Milford  and  the 

Fenmaen  steep — ^never,  Breton.     They  have 

summoned  their  last  bowstring,  levied  their 

.1  last  stiver,   to   master  the   Teivy  fortress^ 
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Twas  life  to  them  or  death!  Now  to  be 
swooped  upon  aad  brained  by  the  talons  of 
these  Northern  eaglets — Oh  shame,  mes 
fireres,  shame  \" 

And  the  Marcher  pnlled  his  bonnet  down 
till  the  sable  plumes  ccnnpletely  hid  the  un- 
Tisual  agitation  of  his  features. 

'' Courage,  Messire/'  exclaimed  Guadere, 
"The  firiar  has  spoken  after  his  breed  and 
nation ;  a  rebuff,  a  few  hundred  Saxon  foot- 
men slaiightered/' 

''  No,  boy,  no ;  had'st  thou  been  sentinel 
last  nigbt,  thou  would'st  interpret  me  better 
the  fiery  flush  o  er  the  Bishop's  Keep.  The 
skies  are  full  of  thunder.  The  levin-bolt 
that  will  fall  on  the  towers  of  Monthault 
rides  hither  on  the  Badnor  clouds.  When 
he  of  Snowdon  and  his  great  feudatory  of  the 
South  at  Djmevor  are  in  bonne  aocorde,  the 
Norman's  fortunes  have  ever  waned.  This  is 
a  ftlftft-riTig  of  our  name  and  race  back  over 
Severn  again.  For  generations  to  come  the 
language  of  D'Oc  and  D'Ouie  wiU  sound  no 
more  in  Inner  Wales.  Our  sword  for  years 
is  broken,  our  crest  is  shorn.  What  say'st 
thou,  Breton?" 
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"  Thou  art  right,  Norman.  The  ganiBons 
jf  the  South  will  drop  as  hoDow-cored  (rmt 
before  the  autumn  blast.  Gwentland  and 
Dyred  ere  this  have  joined  the  campaign. 
TruBt  me  the  ravines  of  Ystrad  Towy  are 
pouring  their  l^ons,  in  steel  and  torch,  on 
bhe  irontier  Bettlements.  A  word  from  Snow- 
ion  peals  like  a  trumpet-charge  o'er  the  De- 
heubarth  Hills.    We  have  felt  that  of  yore." 

"  Thou  hearest,  Chiadere.  Look  at  the 
welkin ;  it  is  not  more  purpled  now  with  the 
splendor  of  God's  sun,  than  the  seventh 
night  hence  it  will  be  with  the  blaze  of 
Salop  homes  and  farms.  The  Arron  in&ntry 
will  be  rolling  in  flood  of  mail  between  us 
and  our  fellows  in  Saxon  England ;  behind 
us  the  Forest  Land  will  be  howling  with  the 
clan-cries  of  Meirionydd.  Mortimer  be- 
sieged ;  Chester  routed ;  tiie  North  wholly 
the  Welshman's  own.  Li  the  South  our 
forces  annihilated.  Snowdon  and  his  vassals 
reconciled  I    'Tis  a  dark  and  stormy  sky." 

Rarely  did  De  Monthault  meditate  in 
emergencies — his  forte  was  clear  conception 
and  instant  action. 

"  This  must  be  met,"  added  he,  after  a 
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briei  pause,  '^  these  mountaineers  have  gained 
skill  and  experience  in  storming  Norman 
stones,  since  Baldwin  first  reared  his  swal- 
low's coign  amongst  the  Montgomery  oaks. 
Hauberk  and  habergeon,  chain  and  frontlet, 
engine  and  mangonel,  flash  now  in  their 
ranks  thick  as  sun-sparks  on  a  July  sea. 
'Tis  certain  Snowdon  marches  on  the  Severn 
line.  Not  a  baron,  save  perchance  De  Breos 
— a  great  perchance — can  for  a  day  obstruct 
his  advance.  Town  and  tower  must  open 
their  gates,  or  be  consumed  alike  in  the  red 
element.  Then  of  our  own  barons,  some  may 
this  kingless  time  abet  him.  De  Pancevot's 
Keep  will  go  down  before  him  like  a  snow- 
dyke  before  rain.  No  rock  can  stem  them 
but  this  of  Monthault." 

And  the  Baron  looked  up  at  his  huge 
standard,  which,  as  if  it  responded  to  his 
appeal,  rolled  magnificently  out  in  a  gushing 
breeze. 

"  Therefore  we  shall  have  to  feuter  spears 
alone  with  the  red  cognizance — Monthault 
to  Snowdon." 

"  Pere,"  said  Peers,  hesitatingly. 

"  Well,  boy." 
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"Yonder  is  the  castle  of   Meredith  of 
i  Powys — ^feudatory,  but  no  firiend  of  Snow- 

don — ^his  men  ara  asleep  and  idle  on  the 
hillsJ 

Ay  boy,  and  there  they  will  remain, 
no  embassy  of  ours  will  stir  him  against  his 
Suzerain ;  were  his  son  Cyveilioc  in  power, 
we  might  hope  for  his  alliance,  were  it  only 
for  the  bravery  of  an  unequal  field.  But  now, 
*tis  nought.  Our  trust  is  in  ourselves,  yet 
j  will  we    essay  the    best   confederates  we 

can."  And  the  Marcher  again  reflected,  and 
as  before,  his  reflections  soon  terminated  in 
decision. 

"  Eanulph,"  said  he,  "  moxmt  with  thy 
troop  towards  the  Shrewsbury  spires,  drive 
1  me  in  every  horn  and  hoof  between  here  and 

.  Marton  Mere,  let  not  a  steer  escape  thee. 

I  Ask  not  whose  or  whom  the  herds  may  be, 

but  in  with  them,  from  the  churning  boar  to 
the  bleating  kid,  better  they  should  be  salted 
and  hung  in  Monthault  butteries,  than  sinew 
the  haunches  of  these  Caterans :  away  with 
thee,  take  billmen  and  archers,  and  spare  not 
frontier  law." 

Without  reply  Banulph  departed. 
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**  It  may  this  bout,  come  to  question  who 
can  starve  longest,  the  Norman  in  hold,  or 
the  Yenetine  in  the  field. 

"  Peers,  take  forty  of  our  troopers,  ride 
over  to  Botpert  of  Careinion ;  let  Bavolco 
the  Picard  be  of  thy  band ;  bid  Ap  Cadvan, 
in  our  name,  in  all  courtesy,  to  banquet  to- 
morrow, and,  mark  me,  let  thine  eye  scan 
and  remember  every  object,  be  it  small  or 
great,  within  and  without  Castle  Einion." 

"  Ye  mean  him  no  evil,"  said  Peers,  sul- 
lenly, ''  the  peace  of  the  Church  is  between 
ye. 

"  Kls  Peers,"  said  the  Norman,  "  I  would 
I  knew  whence  thou  hast  derived  the  firiar's 
teaching  that  sticks  in  thy  gizzard,  I  would 
I  knew  it.  The  tongue  that  taught  such 
clerkship,  should  never  wag  between  teeth 
again." 

And  De  Monthault  cursorily  glanced  at 
Jarl  Breton. 

"  Only  let  me  not  see  thee  quaver,  nor  thy 
hand  slacken  against  Saint  or  Sanudn,  when 
yonder  flag  demands  that  enemies  should  be 
desdt  with.  Otherwise  I  will  find  thee  a 
dungeon  as  a  traitor  to  thy  blood,  where 
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:hou  shalt  exercise  thy  aves  on  toads  and 
dow-worms  for  many  a  wintry  night.  I'll 
imve  none  in  Montbault  towers,  least  of  all 
m  Monthault  counsels,  but  such  as  I,  thy 
Pere  Norman  Raymond,  am  church  and 
TOBS,  pope  and  bishop,  ban  and  blessing  to. 
WTien  the  white  tunics  of  the  Venetine  are 
tbout  to  dash  against  gate  and  guard,  re- 
nember  this,  or  I'll  have  thee  gyved  where 
aever  priest  shall  confess  thy  sins,  or  assoilzie 
:hy  soul.  I'll  have  no  hearer  of  two  among 
;he  riders  of  Monthault.  Away,  and  do  thy 
lidding." 

"  Sackcloth  and  sei^  will  turn  that  boy's 
»urage  into  poltroonery,"  observed  the 
tfarcher  as  his  looks  followed  the  receding 
bnn  of  his  son.  "  Peace !  what  have  we  of 
he  Marches  to  do  with  peace  P  What  have 
'.  or  mine  to  do  with  Saxon  vassal  or  Kymric 
hief,  but  lordship  and  war  p  He  will  degrade 
lis  Une." 

And  a  boding  gloom  settled  on  De  Mont- 
lault's  cheeks. 

"  He  will  degrade  it,  but  sang  Dieu  it  shall 
lot  be  in  my  lifetime,  nor  I  trust  in  thine, 
Juadere.  Let  his  corpse  be  rather  hewed  to 
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fragments  by  the  Arvon  lances,  than  his 
mind  prostrated  by  priests." 

And  the  Marcher  again  glanced  at  Jarl 
Breton,  but  the  countenance  of  the  Captain 
was  as  rigid  and  insensible  as  the  granite 
masonry  around  them.  This  seemed  to 
satisfy  the  Baron :   he  soon  continued— 

''  Ghiadere,  go  thou  and  bring  me  by  count 
aad  number,  each  bushel  and  barrel  of  food 
and  provender  in  the  Castle.  Take  the 
Provost  and  Steward,  reckon  them  as  if  the 
Welshmen  were  already  cheering  at  the  port. 
And  thou,  Breton,  in  with  me." 

And  the  Marcher  disappeared  through  the 
archway;  behind  him  followed  the  dark 
shadow  of  Jarl  Breton. 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 


: 


CASTLE  EINION. 


t» 


Observe  on  yonder  ridge,  which,  though 
apparently  far  from  elevated,  yet  commands 
twenty  miles  off  the  Shrewsbury  spires,  an 
irregular  enclosure  of  oaks.  Mark  their 
height,  expanse,  dimensions.  They  date 
their  age  from  periods  when  the  legendary 
Bull-demon  was  the  only  roamer  on  the 
Venedotian  lulls.  The  vast  circumference 
of  their  bolls  or  trunks  indicates  centuries 
of  sturdy  strength,  derived  from  the  exu- 
berance of  a  virgin  soil.  There  they  stand, 
their  fantastic  roots  roUing  like  Pythons 
on  the  surface,  whilst^  a  hundred  feet  be- 
neath, their  monstrous  fibres  grasp  and  bind 
together  the  foundations  of  that  ancient 
mount.    There  they  stand  a  stem,  significant 
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tower  of  foliage,  casting  hither  and  thither 
on  every  side,  branches  each  in  itself  a  tree, 
groping  like  the  blind  Titans  of  mythology 
for  some  invisible  enemy  in  the  air.  Above, 
they  soar  into  a  dense  dond  of  darkness, 
sometimes  reposing  in  breathless  serenity, 
sometimes  tossing,  swaying,  roaring  to  the 
western  vnnds,  of  which  through  untold  ages 
they  have  be^n  the  native  play-fellows. 
Their  boughs,  such  especially  as,  cedar-Uke, 
trail  tlie  ground,  are  partially  decorated  with 
suspended  arms;  shields,  helmets,  corslets, 
cuishes,  greaves,  spears,  chevrons,  breast- 
pieces  of  destriers,  all  more  or  less  shattered ; 
these  rattle,  clang,  echo  incessantly  as  if  still 
in  the  ranks  of  those  Norman  riders  from 
whose  fidlen  bodies  they  had  been  roughly 
torn  by  the  Clansmen  of  Einion.  Through 
this  encampment  of  living,  surging  trees, 
the  eyes  are  unable  to  penetrate;  within 
there  is  a  black  menacing  soUdity.  Looking 
more  intently,  it  is  possible  to  discover 
transverse  beams  of  timber,  crossing  from 
oak  to  oak,  the  intervals  between  them  filled 
up  with  fragments  of  rgugh  and  ponderous 
rock.     These  fragments  again  are  strongly 
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^  grouted  and  secured  by  buttresses.     These- 

?  oaks  so  built  in  are  the  Forest  Castle  of 

1  Botpert  ap  Cadyan.     At  a  distance  it  seems 

i  nothing  but  a  frowning  impeneteability  of 

\  foliage :  the  smoke  alone  curling,  in  summer 

thinly,  in  winter  voluminously,  above  the 
^  oak  tops,  indicates  the  residence  of  one  of 

the  Cambrian  TJchelwyr.  Within,  the  roof 
is  lofty,  compact  enough  to  resist  the  most 
violent  aggression  of  the  elements,  the  prin- 
cipal danger  arising  fix>m  the  great  liability 
of  its  being  struck  by  lightning.  The  en- 
trance is  through  a  narrow  passage  of  mason- 
work,  defended  by  a  primitive  portcullis  of 
iron-bound  timber.  This  opens  at  once  upon 
the  hall,  the  pillars  of  which  are  a  double 
I  row    of  oaks,  denuded  of   the   superfluous 

!  branches,  and  extending  from  end  to  end  of 

\  the  whole  area.     On  these  are  suspended,  as 

\  on  so  many  trophies,  the  armoury  of  the 

•  Chieftain,  weapons   of  war  and  the  chase, 

\  suits  of  mail  and  apparel,  interspersed  not 

'  unpicturesquely  with  quarters  of  deer,  sheep, 

kine,  with  hares,  geese,  salted  salmon,  herons, 
curlews,  relieved  occasionally  by  bundles  of 
deer,  badger  and  other  skins.   At  the  fiirther 
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end  of  this  spacious  apartment  agitated  at 
intervals  by  the  rush  of  the  breeze  through 
the  portcullis-way,  are  volumes  of  arras, 
transferred  to  their  present  destination  from 
the  plunder  of  some  border  town  or  castle. 
They  are  sadly  smoked,  but  the  evidences  of 
their  former  splendour  are  yet  too  apparent 
to  permit  their  costliness  to  be  overlooked. 
Behind  these  are  the  dormitories  of  the 
fiunily.  In  the  centre  of  the  hall  stands  a 
cbcular  fire-grate  piled  up  with  logs,  round 
the  sides  of  which,  even  at  this  season  of  the 
year,  the  flames  crept,  shot  and  flashed  with 
the  noise  of  a  furnace.  The  floor,  though 
dry  and  hard,  is  unpaved,  unlevelled,  tra- 
versed in  all  directions  by  roots,  that  render 
it  no  easy  task  for  feet  unaccustomed  to  such 
carpeting  to  escape  being  tripped  by  the 
obstacles  they  encounter.  Branching  out 
on  either  side  are  passages  which  conduct  to 
various  domestic  offices,  to  the  cells  of  the 
principal  frmctionaries,  to  the  baking-house, 
salting-house,  and  granaries.  These  are 
again  connected,  by  covered  ways,  with  the 
stables,  wh^e  the  horses  of  the  Chief — 
property  or  prey,  matters  not — are  stalled 
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.  guarded  preparatory  to  their  ransom  or 
1 ;  even  in  those  early  times,  the  breed  of 

Severn  pastures  were  in  high  demand 
both  pacific  and  militaiy  purposes.  For 
)w  yards  in  front  of  the  arras  the  floor 
sists  of  beeohen  slabs  driven  into  the  soil. 
ree  steps  descend  from  this  rude  dais  into 

body  of  the  hall.  Above  are  arranged 
des  of  furniture,  vaiying  from  the  simplest 
b-stool  to  oooches  of  the  richest  web  and 
broidery.  Here  also  hang  horns,  bugles, 
er  trumpets  and  clarions,  ,the  ^vourite 
rtial  music  of  the  Yenedotian,  Sfts,  pipes, 
^.  Here,  too,  is  the  Bardio  chair  with 
deep  blue  cushions,  its  cromlech-crown, 
territorial  cognizances  of  the  oaken  sprig 
I  druid  berry.  By  its  side  stands  the 
erdotal  or  chaplain's  cathedra,  for  Botpert, 
h  the  pride  of  his  lineage,  emulated  more 
«it  lords  in  having  the  Church  personally 
resented  in  hia  own  house.  It  is  not  indeed 
ily  so  frequently  occupied  as  the  Bardic 
jr;  Father  John  much  preferring  the 
et  seclusion  of  his  confessional  duties  at 
Lygan  to  the  warlike  atmosphere  in  the 
1  of  Caereinion,  yet  it  is  rarely  vacant 
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when  any  service  or  festivity  demands  the 
presence  of  its  rightful  occupant.  In  his 
absence  it  often  Mis  into  the  possession  or 
rather  usurpation  of  the  chieftain's  daughter, 
Avren  of  Einion»  the  damsel  upon  whose 
affections  Sanulph  de  Monthault  had  ven- 
tured a  Marchman's  sally  to  receive  a  proud 
and  bitter  repulse.  Below  the  dais  fifty  or 
dxty  mountaineers  are  actively  engaged  in 
polishing  weapons,  sharpening  their  straight, 
double-edged  swords,  riveting  lance-heads, 
fitting  on  shafts,  broiling  sluices  of  sabnon 
or  venison,  stowing  away  in  their  knapsacks 
every  convenience  for  one  of  their  popular 
incursions  into  the  lowlands  of  Lkegria,  as 
England  in  their  language  is  denominated. 
Amongst  them,  a  tall,  finely  formed  female, 
in  a  loose  robe  of  azure,  bound  by  a  girdle  of 
thin  gold,  her  raven  hair  fidling  like  a  rich 
silken  pall  on  her  snowy  shoulders,  passes  up 
and  down ;  a  coronal  of  chain  work  encircles 
her  temples ;  open  sleeves  permit  her  arms, 
of  dazzling  whiteness  and  admirable  symme- 
try, to  appear  bare  and  unc(mfined.  This 
is  Mersil,  the  wife  of  Ap  Cadvan.  In  this 
Lady  of  the  Hills  it  is  not  to  be  doubted 
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tectator  beheld  a  tme  q>ecimen  of  those 
ic  heroines  or  viragos — dreumstances 
.  supply  the  distinction — ^whose  devotion 
atrepidity  attracted  the  astonishment 
I  Greek  and  Boman  historians.  There 
onited  in  this  matron  the  collected  hat 
ig  eye,  the  rounded  forehead,  the  sensi- 
lostril,  the  small  impassioned  mouth, 
onscioosness  d  bom  dignity,  which 
rels  of  every  age  love  in  their  concep- 
to  attribute  to  high-descended  woman- 
It  must  not  either  be  disguised  that 
led  feeling — not  exactly  pride,  or  han- 

or  contempt — gleamed  through  and 
ded  her  whole  nature,  partaking  partly 
i  ease  of  hereditary  command  partly  of 
feminine  despotism.  For  this  the  age, 
1  stamped  its  impression  as  much  on 
imale  as  the  male  sex,  was  responsible, 
ecreations  of  the  day  were  compuatively 
he  refinements  fewer  still,  the  emei^n- 
f  daily  life  cc^nt  and  inevitable ;  UtUe 
!ss  coold  therefore  be  expected  on  a 
lent  frontier  from  the  dame  of  a  chief 
mtly  immersed  in  the  roughest  and 

periloos   occupations.     When    Mersil 
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and  her  daughter  Avren  rose  at  early  dawn, 
their  first  employment,  after  matm  devotions, 
was  to  question  the  sentinels,  to  examine 
the  folds,  to  consult  the  Chief,  to  lead  the 
maidens  to  the  pens  of  the  black  momitain 
OOW8,  to  superintend  or  join  them  in  milldng. 
in  storing  the  cheese  and  butter,  to  lay  out 
the  morning  meal,  to  dismiss  or  receive  the 
chance  visitors  of  the  clan,  to  look  to  the 
bees  with  their  plats  of  thyme  and  buck- 
wheat, to  salt  various  articles  of  provision, 
or  brew  the  mead  and  braggart  for  the 
winter  nights.  During  the  day  they  set  the 
maidens  to  sow,  knit,  spin;  they  waited 
personally  on  the  Chief,  personally  also  on 
any  guests  of  consideration  within  the  Castle. 
With  early  night&ll  they  retired  to  oblivion 
and  repose.  In  all  things  practical,  it  was 
such  a  life  as  a  strong  colony  of  settlers 
might  lead  on  the  confines  of  a  dangerous 
territory,  yet  even  in  its  ordinary  routine  it 
possessed  certain  striking  reliefs.  Some 
English  outlaw  was  generally  in  shelter: 
he  communicated  his  own  narrative,  false  Or 
true,  of  events  beyond  the  firontier ;  or  some 

messenger  tarried  the   night,  on  his  road 
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from  Snowdon,  or  Aberfraw,  or  Mathraval  to 
some  vassal  in  Gwentland  or  Deheubarth. 
He  brought  and  exchanged  budgets  of  intel- 
ligence,  alarm,  or  scandal.  Or  some  man-at- 
arms,  with  his  squire  and  valets,  would 
arrive  with  overtures  from  some  cognate 
chief  or  Norman  feudalist ;  or  some  priest, 
with  his  train  of  servitors,  would  invite  the 
Chief  to  some  great  commemoration,  where 
secular  games  followed  the  holy  rites ;  or  it 
may  be  the  Papal  Envoy,  with  bishops  and 
judges  in  his  train,  would  be  itinerating 

abuses,  distributing  indulgences,  enUsting 
soldiers,  preaching  the  Crusade— perhaps,  as 
Giraldus  testifies  of  himself,  converting 
by  the  splendour  of  his  Latin  elocution 
two  or  three  hundred  at  a  time  of  Wtlsh 
mosstroopers  utterly  .  innocent  of  Latin 
itself,  to  the  great  wrath,  not  mildly  ex- 
pressed, of  their  native  captains  and  chiefe 
who  deemed  themselves  alone  entitled  to 
their  swords.  Or  some  runner,  blowing  his 
well-known  blast  at  the  gate,  would  relate 
some  petty  disaster  of  the  vicinity  or  one 
of  the  mightier  convulsions  of  the  kingdom. 
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If  none  of  these  incidents  occurred  there  still 
remained  the  hawk,  the  hound,  the  bow  for 
out-of-doors  sport;  in-doors,  the  bard,  the 
dance,  the  legend,  the  lay,  the  satire,  the 
song*.  The  national  tradition,  the  family 
tale,  the  personal  adventure,  would  in  turn 
administer  to  the  gratification  of  the  children 
of  the  First  People.  The  Cambrian,  there- 
fore, in  his  peculiar  sphere  possessed  greater 
and  more  numerous  elements  of  mental  ele- 
vation than  the  Saxon  in  his  hut  or  the 
Norman  in  the  gloomy  Keep  where  music 
and  minstrelsy  were  occasional  visitants,  not 
natural  residents.  But  imder  all  this  ran 
that  never-pausing  current  of  jeopardy  and 
vigilance  which  constituted  the  Yenetines  as 
much  warriors  in  the  field  as  devotees  of 
melody  and  pleasure  in  the  hall.  In  the 
midst  of  the  merriest  tale  or  sweetest  poetry 
the  eye  would  fix  itself  on  the  iron  stan- 
diions  of  an  embrasure  or  the  hand  com- 
mand silence  while  the  ear  listened  to  some 
far  and  slight  and  doubtful  sound.  The 
sight  might  be  that  of  a  visor  peering  ou 
the  victims  of  surprise — ^the  sound  that  of 
the  dull,  breeze-borne  tramp  of  a  Marcher  s 
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In  such  a  life  nothing  but  the  un- 
)r  (rf"  its  tenure  was  certain  and  the 
Lce  of  each  indiTidaal  inclined  him  as 
ace  might  be  to  regard  it  with  tho- 
ecklessness  or  with  a  tempered,  be- 
veogefid  and  calcolating  melancholy. 
;er  at  this  juncture  seemed  the  Chief- 
Binion's  mood.    He  sat  by  a  fenestra! 
window ;  his  long  gray  tresses  aban- 
n  natural  curls  to  his  stout  shoulders  ; 
Lden  Torques    running  round    them 
A  blue  steel  corslet  lightly  defended 
Bst ;  a  white  tunic,  edged  with  gold 
fell  over  his  knees ;  his  arm^  and  legs 
tre ;  the  feet  cased  in  embroidery  and 
rely   sandalled;    his    short    Boman 
emained  sheathed  on  his  thigh.     He 
t  the  Saxons  call  a  Welsh,  what  the 
ns  call  a  Venedotian  Chief,  one  of  the 
I  race  of  the  British  chieftainiy  with 
y  bKx«d  in  his  Teins-     He  owns  his 
»rit»MT  ;  residos  in  his  own  stronghold ; 
mds  his  own  clan  ;  tiirhts  for  his  own 

i*  $on)etinu<«  the  Xoraun's  guest, 
n»s  his  ft*;  actnowlediies  a  preok- 
IfegiMW  under  ;^»wd<«i  to  the  Prince 
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of  Powys,  whose  Castle,  barely  three  miles 
distant,  is  fiur  too  near  for  Botpert's  taste, 
who  however  cares  not  mnch  for  Snowdon, 
Powys,  Norman,  Saxon  or  aught  living 
compared  to  the  pleasures  of  a  foray  or  the 
celebrations  amongst  the  hills  of  his  own 
deeds  of  death  and  daring.  His  frank,  fear- 
less  &ce,  vivid  eye,  instant  speech,  sufficiently 
indicate  the  character  of  one  of  the  ancient 
BegoH  of  the  Cimbric  rac^-sometimes  the 
heroes,  more  frequently  the  undisciplined 
corses  of  their  locality  and  tribe.  He  is 
listening  intently,  though  his  gaze  is  appa- 
rently absorbed  by  what  he  dearly  loves  to 
see — the  tints  of  the  sun  on  his  own  patrial 
oaks. 

The  person  by  his  side  who  addresses  him 
is  one  of  the  class  that  constituted  both  the 
Intellect  and  Spirituality  of  the  middle  ages. 
His  insignia  are  of  the  Cistercian  Order,  then 
recently  introduced  and  rapidly  extending  its 
ramifications  through  the   kingdom.     The 
abbatial  crosier,  the  monastic   crown,  the 
pure  white  mantelet,  but  principally  the  in- 
effiiceable  lines  which  a  life  of  blended  litera- 
ture and  asceticism  inscribe  on  the  features 
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him  at  once  as  distinct  from  Becnlar 
es  and  porsoits.  This  is  the  Abbot  of 
ir  or  Cymmer.  No  one  eiamimng 
^siognomy  and  the  self-poesessed  spe- 
>n  of  his  tranqail  eye  but  would  decide 
nuut  has  thought  much — has  sofiEcared 
—has  OTercome  macb — he  is  able  to 

archment  lay  on  the  chair  bejbie  him. 
tioa  art  treading  on  fi^y  gronnd, 
"  said  the  Chief  with  a  latent  glance  of 
y,  "  knowest  thon  not  that  Cador  Hardd 
were  at  the  last  at  mortal  enmity  ? 
boots  it  now  to  untomb  the  dead  r" 
ler^  are.  who  neTer  die,"  responded 
>bot. 

haTv  hetud  of  m^ne  sance  the  days  of 
r  and  ATaUvai,"  r«ti»ted  Kotp«t- 
>it  of  Einiv^n.  I  $peak  lor  thine  adrsn- 
b«?  wis*,  wnsiiier  and  rtsolve.      Iiet 

cliiur  as  the  cauiiile~djuae  in  a  daA. 
to  thy  niind.      Owen   Gwmedd  tm« 

miirhtr  Uttlf  «t  Abertewi  over  the 
►ed  ^\>nivui$  of  th^  South.  X<rt  less 
-•TeMty  iflfcstW  haw  abvadr  rend^ed 
•Itvs.   uea  lud  w;kU$.  to  his  mocy. 
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Bhjs  of  Djmevor  has  again,  before  the  whole 
chieftaiiuy  of  Deheubaith,  with  unexampled 
pomp  and  magnificence  sworn  to  be  his  true 
vassal  and  liegeman.  Thou  knowest  Mere- 
djth  of  Fowys  to  be  in  like  bond  and  fealiy 
to  him.  He  is  at  this  moment  marching  at 
leisure  upward  from  Hereford.  Any  friend 
of  thine  at  the  Bed  Castle  will  tell  thee 
that  Meredyth  is  preparing  right  politic 
welcome  and  entertainment  for  his  Suzerain. 
Now  cast  thee  well,  thou  art  malvoisin  as 
thou  knowest;  an  ill  neighbour  and  a  foul 
dependant  to  Fowys.  To  Snowdon  thou 
wert  recreant  and  treacherous  at  the  field  of 
Maelor.  When  the  eagle  of  Eryri  and  the 
Moon  of  Powys  are  banqueting  together, 
the  bird  that  nestles  in  Caereinion  will  be 
the  first  victim  they  batten  revenge  upon." 

Ap  Cadvan  touched  his  sword. 

''What  can  all  thy  swords  and  lances 
avail  against  the  forces  of  the  North?  They 
would  trample  thee  down  as  the  mower  does 
the  swathe  of  his  scythe.  Thy  Mends ! 
Thou  hast  few,  none  that  dare  back  thee  in 
this  quarrel.  Thy  resources  1  This  wooden 
fort  and  a  few  hundred  clansmen,  half  of 
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3  hearts,  may  be,  are  more  with  the 
of  Snowdon  than  with  thee  his  vassal ; 
J  has  led  the  North  to  spoil  and  victory 
t  thou  and  thine  have  tarried  in  idlesse 
leace  at  home.  Men  say  the  taproot  of 
ak  of  Einion  is  withered  and  dead." 
ITiey  lie,"  said  Rotpert. 
Convince  them  then.  Be  it  dead  or 
;,  the  handle  is  framed  and  the  axe  is 
ened  that,  unless  then  heedest  my 
bion,  will  fell  it  to  the  level  of  the 
rt  earth.  Thou  art  tried,  condemned, 
;  in  land  and  life,  if  so  be  thou  canst 
10  means  to  make  thy  peace  with  Owen 
/"enetine.  The  harps  of  the  hills  will 
af  thee  not  as  thou  haat  hitherto  been — 
Kymro  whose  look  never  blenched, 
B  foot  never  receded  in  thy  country's 
— but  the  Kymro  that  died  in  shame  ; 
to  his  land,  more  false  to  his  Prince." 
fierce  exclamation  broke  from  the  Chief. 

speak  the  feet  that  will  be,"  continued 
Lbbot.  "  There  is  but  one  can  save  thee 
this  doom  of  retribution  and  infamy. 
Idst  thou  Uve  as  thou  ever  hast  done, 

of  Einion,  yea,  of  ampler  lands   or 
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linger  out  a  branded  existence  on  the  alms 
of  Norman  peer  and  Saxon  serf?" 

"  Change  thy  language,  Priest,"  said  Ap 
Cadyan,  with  a  look  of  ominous  menace. 

"When  thou  hast  resolved,  not  before," 
answered  the  Abbot.  "  Canst  thou  not  bear 
in  words  what  soon  thou  may'st  have  to 
fixmt  in  deed  and  suffering?  Bethink  thee 
well.  I  proffer  thee  fairly.  Accept  my 
work  and  terms,  thou  shalt  be  greater  than 
ever  yet  son  of  Einion  has  been.  Beject 
them,  and  before  this  moon  be  out  no  son  of 
thy  &ther'8  will  sit  in  thy  forest-hall.  Thy 
wife  will  counsel  thee  well  herein." 

The  lady,  at  a  sign  from  the  Abbot,  had 
approached  Ap  Cadvan. 

"  Is  the  spirit  of  the  grave  on  thee,  Eot- 
pert,"  said  she  parting  with  her  hand  the 
long  tresses  on  his  forehead.  "Dost  thou 
thus  sit  voiceless  and  moveless,  when  the 
bow-cord  is  sounding  and  the  spear-shaft  is 
quivering  in  thy  presence?  Is  this  the 
example  thou  showest  to  the  children  of 
Einion  when  Norman  holds  are  to  be  dis- 
limbed  and  Norman  heads  laid  low  a^  the 
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ken  quarry  on  the  Dovey  Qorse  ?  There 
[ence  here  and  the  tongue  of  the  bard 
ate  and  foi^tten  ;  forgotten  too,  is  the 
e  of  Ap  Cadvan  in  the  lays  of  the  free- 
.  North ;  but  hark,  my  husband,  the 
it  of  thousands  is  as  the  summer  thun- 
&om  the  South  and  the  name  it  peals  is 
n  the  Venetine.  It  is  the  cry  of  the 
the  clanging  winds  write  it  with  their 
lexj  fingers  on  the  hearts  of  thy  people. 
1  Avren  thy  daugther,  the  Rose  of  thy 
e,  haye  to  say,  "Would  I  were  the 
fhter  of  Snowdon,  for  Einiou  my  sire 
ceased  to  be  known  ?" 
p  Cadvan  bounded  up  as  if  a  da^er  had 
!ed  him. 

GIt>,  woman,"  said  he  with  an  imperious 
are,  "  thou  art  in  league  with  the 
at." 

And  both  with  thy  glory,"  added  Mer- 
retiring  however  to  her  maidens.  She 
<f  the  arrow  had  sped  home. 
'Tis  ever  thus.  Priest,  with  thee  and  thy 
r,"  said  the  Chieftain,  after  marking  her 
rture  in  silence.     "  The  bird  of  the  air 
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and  the  pillow  of  the  night  are  alike  the 
messengers  of  thy  news  and  the  workers  of 
thy  policy." 

"Not  so,"  said  the  Priest,  *'only  we 
speak  as  we  believe  in  conunon.  Truths 
flash  on  many  minds  at  once.  Thy  lady's 
judgment  is  as  clear  as  mine.  Therefore  in 
our  advice  there  is  no  discrepancy." 

"  Doubtless,  doubtless,"  muttered  Ap 
Cadvan  with  a  gesture  of  undisguised  in- 
credulity ;  "  between  priest  and  woman, 
woman  is  always  the  wiser." 

"She  often  is,"  responded  the  Abbot, 
"  between  husband  and  wife  she  ever  is." 

"  Aye,  long  as  she  is  the  pioneer  of  thy 
influence ;  but  come,  out  with  thy  proposal 
at  once;  I  know  my  danger,  suggest  thy 
remedy." 

"  The  remedy  is  prompt  and  plain ;  thy 
aid,  sword  and  clan,  against  Baymond  de 
Monthault  the  Marcher." 

"When?" 

"  Now,  to-night,  instantly." 

"And  to  what  end?" 

"The  expulsion  for  ever  of  him  and  his 
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I  from  tlie  frontier ;  the  demolition  of 

istle  ;  the  extinction  of  his  name." 

Vai  my  guerdon  ?" 

JVee  grace  and  amnesty  from  Snowdon  ; 

Lciliation  with  Powys  ;  one  third  of  the 

of  Monthault." 

^d  the  guarantee  ?" 

Dhe  deed  and  seal  of  Snowdon,  of  Powys, 

yself,  and  something  more  which  thou 

learn  anon?" 

!t  is  no  chorister's  play,  Priest,  to  beard 
rolf  of  Monthault  in  his  own  lair," 
rherefore,  Ap  Cadvan,  we  need  warriors 
lew  and  sinew." 

But  whose  quarrel  is  it.  Priest  ?" 
^ador  Hardd's  the  Venetine,"  replied 
Lbbot. 
[  was  his  foeman,  his  declared  and  open 

He  wooed  and  won  where  I  had  knelt 
iajled." 

For  which  reason  thou  didst  league 
ist  him,  Ap  Cadvan,  with  false  friend 
visored  guest.  By  thee  and  them  he 
foully  murdered  in  the  hour  of  his 

and  hospitality,  in  the  sanctity  of  his 
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own    chamber,    on    the    year-day    of    his   , 
bridals." 

The  Abbot  paused;  the  Chieftain  stood 
before  him,  every  feature  darkened  with 
passion. 

•'  And  what  cared  I  with  whom  I  leagued, 
fidse  friend  or  visored  guest,  so  that  I  lapped 
the  life's  blood  from  his  heart."  ' 

"  And  for  this  black  crime  thou  hast  never 
yet  dreed  satisfaction  or  penance." 

"I  saw  him  dead  on  his  midnight  floor; 
and  for  that  sight  nor  Church  nor  Priest 
shall  bend  my  joints  in  penance." 

"  Peace,  thou  rash  and  impious  man. 
Ye  murdered  him  and  his,  father  and  wife 
and  babe,  on  the  love-hearth  of  his  heredi- 
tary hall ;  murdered  him  a  bare  hour  after 
the  grace-cup  had  passed  and  been  pledged 
by  every  guest  to  his  joy  and  weal.  No 
penitence  to  the  Creator  for  the  blood  of  His 
image  ?  Art  thou  harder  than  Cain  ?" 

"  And  hast  thou  come  to  the  haU  of  Caer- 
einion.  Priest,  for  this  ?  Penance  1  What 
penance  wouldst  thou  have  ?  Did  I  not  set 
life  and  pleasure,  sense  and  honour,  on  the 
caprice  of  a  girl,  of  her,  his  wife  ?  For  her 
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ailed,  I  fonght,  I  slew  the  Norman,  I 
ted  the  hard.  A  whole  Lent  night  stood 
1  the  winter  enow,  before  the  lamp  of 
Winifred  to  be  deHvered  from  her 
leriea;  I  returned  more  stricken,  more 
tnated,  more  desperate ;  I  loved  only  to 
scorned  and  detested  by  the  sole  being 
heart  had  then  grown  to  on  the  hills  of 
ledotia.  And  thou  drivellest  to  me  of 
ance ;  penance  for  him  that  wedded  her ! 
sent  him  Uving  here  again  ;  and  on  this 
I  he  again  should  die,  or  I  — — 
Thou  would'st  again  rather  meet  Cador 
■dd?" 

Front  to  front,  foot  to  foot,  here  or  io 
^atory." 

Thou  hast  no  sorrow,  no  remorse?" 
None,  not  a  whit.     He  bereft  me  of 
:,  I  bereft  him   of  life :    we  are  quits : 
bosom  is  as  the  torrent  rock,  it  feela 
ling  for  the  past,  nothing  but  the  sweet- 
\  of  revenge  achieved." 
And  thon  rejectest  my  proffer  ?" 
Not  BO,  Abbot,"  said  the  Chieftain.     "  I 
not  move  the  bend  of  my  finger  in  the 
se  of  Cador  Ilardd ;  but  mark  thou,  I  have 
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a  cause  of  my  own  hand  against  Baymond 
the  Marcher ;  for  my  own  hand  I  will  meet 

him.     It  boots  not  which  to  thee  I  trow, 

« 

provided  he  is  dealt  with  to  the  utmost." 

"  Not  to  me  but  to  thee  it  boots  much." 

The  Chieftain  was  silent. 

"  If  T  do  thy  bidding  herein,  in  my  own 
fi^hion,  wilt  thou  guarantee  this  Snowdon 
parchment/'  asked  he  at  last. 

''I  will  still  guarantee  thee  Snowdon's 
pardon^  the  peace  of  Powys  and  the  third  of 
the  land  of  Monthault." 

'*  And  what  else  need  I  ? 

"Quittance  and  oblivion  for  the  blood  of 
Cador  Hardd?" 

"  But  for  the  rest." 

**  Without  this,  the  rest  may  avail  thee 
nothing." 

"  Tut,  I  have  chanced  many  a  dead  man's 
curse  before  now;  I  never  feared  Cador 
Hving,  why  should  I  quail  before  him  dead  ?  " 

**  Because  peace  with  the  dead  is  more  to 
be  desired  than  friendship  with  the  living," 
said  the  Abbot. 

'^I  have  said  my  say;  question  me  no 
more.  Priest. 
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"  Be  it  BO,  in  thy  own  quarrel  then  against 
De  Monthault." 

"  My  own  quarrel ;  none  other's." 

"And  to-night." 

"  To-night  my  runners  shall  traverse  the 
hills ;  to  morrow  I  will  send  thee  news 
how  Eotpert  ap  Cadvan  returns  Marcher's 
courtesy  to  an  heiress  of  Einion;  that  is 
quarrel  enough  I  ween  to  be  any  man's 
own." 

The  Abbot  took  up  the  parchment  and  in 
strong,  rough  characters,  signed  his  name 
and  designation. 

"  The  Chieftain  with  characteristic  care- 
lessness, not  even  deigning  a  glance  at  the 
contents,  put  his  cross  beneath  it :  after  the 
cross  he  wrote  his  full  name  and  title  in 
liatin,  "  KodobertuB  Cadavani  Filiua  de  Caa- 
tris  Einion  Regulus."  For  Ap  Cadvan 
was  an  occasional  bard,  a  litterateur  of  bis 
times ;  and  to  be  this,  a  certain  amount  of 
accomplishments  was  prerequisite. 

He  then  motioned  to  some  officials  and  in 
a  few  minutes  a  collation  appeared  above  the 
dais.  The  Chief  ate  heartily ;  the  Church- 
man with  his  usual   abstemiousness.      He 
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had  done  the  best  he  could  to  secure  the 
services  of  his  host  but  he  knew  the  temper 
of  the  mountaineers,  like  their  torrents  de- 
lighted in  extremes;  to-day  bursting  their 
banks  with  the  Any  of  a  winter  tempest,  to- 
morrow carolling  in  their  undisturbed  chan- 
nels to  the  vibrations  of  the  summer  breeze. 
He  was  aware  therefore  of  the  small  amount 
of  £uth  that  could  be  reposed  in  the  Chief- 
tain's determinations :  Ap  Cadvan,  now  eager 
to  assume  the  shield  and  scale  the  walls  of 
Monthault,  might  so  change  his  mood,  that 
in  a  few  days  no  eloquence,  however  subtle 
or  winning,  would  allure  him  from  the  swilth 
of  wine  or  the  chace  of  heron  or  hart. 
He  had,  for  this  reason,  precipitated  the 
execution  of  his  design  more  speedily  than 
under  other  circumstances  his  judgment 
would  have  sanctioned.  This  rapidity  had, 
however,  certain  advantages  which  may  be 
briefly  detailed. 

The  neutral  ground  between  the  Venedo- 
tian  and  the  Saxon,  running  from  Basingwerk 
southward  along  Offii's  Dyke,  was  peopled 
by  tbe  broken  men  of  every  county  in  the 
kingdom,  such  as  resorted  in  the  times  of 
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>ld  to  the  CffveB  of  Engadii — "  every  one  in 
iistresB,  eivery  one  in  debt,  every  one  di»- 
contented."  The  clansman  of  the  hills  that 
underlay  the  anger  of  his  chief  or  vapoa 
wboae  hand  remained  nnezpiated  the  stadn 
}f  homicide  or  murder,  the  runagate  serf  of 
:he  baron,  the  outlaw  of  the  forest  code, 
;he  escsfted  malefactor,  tihe  tinemployed 
[oan-at-amiB,  the  feodal  £aitear,  the  branded 
ragaboad  of  iown  or  borgh — aU  these  and 
>tbers  tieir  similars  constituted  the  savage 
■ace  known  as  the  Dyke-men  of  0£^  For 
generations  after  the  date  of  our  stoiy  their 
character  continued  to  impart  a  dark  crimi- 
latory  hue  to  the  whole  line  they  occupied 
IS  the  ancient  unchartered  Alsatia  of  ihe 
Vlarches.  From  these  De  Monthault  and 
>ther  barons  levied  and  recruited  their  gam- 
ions  in  times  of  peril  or  pressure  i  Uttle 
lared  such  men  against  whom  they  were  led 
)r  in  what  cause  enlisted,  provided  they  were 
veil  foddered  and  paid  for  action  done. 
Scores  of  these  hardy  rievers,  though  ncit 
mqiloyed  at  the  moment,  held  from  De 
HTonthault  what  may  be  termed  a  retadning 
he  for  service,  and  the  Abbot  was  well  aware 
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thftt  should  a  whisper  of  his  puipose  re^h 
the  Nonoan's  ears,  he  would  eall  in  every 
one  of  these  thorough^going  serviteurs  before 
the  week  expired.  This,  if  po^sibIe,  was  by 
all  means  to  be  av(Mded.  The  formidable 
fortress  of  De  Monthaalt  garrisoned  by  as 
formidable  a  comjnaodant  presented  in  its 
present  condition,  without  additional  reiii- 
forcements,  an  obstacle  opt  tP  be  vanquished 
except  by  partial  surpiise,  In  other  respects 
the  opportunity  was  singularly  fiivourable 
&r  his  project,  Every  one  conversant  with 
such  works  as  the  "Gesta  Stephaui"  re< 
members  the  vivid  impreesioQ  conveyed  of 
the  general  state  of  England  during  the 
usurpation  of  Stephen  of  Blois  by  these 
contemporary  annals.  The  realm  was  every- 
where convulsed.  The  Baronage,  almost  to  a 
laan,  weire  in  arms.  Castles  shot  up  for  defence 
and  aggression  m  spores,  Free-lancers  and 
mercenaries  poured  in  constemt  streams  from 
the  continents  The  burghs  and  corporations 
were  desolated,  up  to  the  very  walls.  The 
district  noirth  of  London  fell  back  into 
unjredaimed  forest  tenanted  once  more  by 
wild  beasts  and  wilder  Condottieri.     £m- 

g2 


124  KATHOKD  DE  HONTHAULT. 

bassies  in  various  disgoises,  on  behalf  of  the 
contending  Crowns,  circtilated  through  the 
Borders  to  the  warlike  and  easiljexcited  chiefs 
of  Yenedotia  and  Deheubarth.  The  chronic, 
the  never-healing  feud  between  the  Severn 
East  and  the  Severn  West  appeared  likely 
to  be  expanded  into  a  universal  disruption  of 
the  whole  military  clasBes  of  Britain.  De 
Monthault,  with  his  accustomed  feu'lessness, 
had  adopted  the  side  of  the  Count  of  Blois. 
He  had  chased  the  pursuivant  of  Maud  la 
Beine,  with  hound  and  rabble,  to  Chirbury 
ditch  and  thence  dispatched  him  to  tell  the 
tale  to  his  own  acknowledged  Sovereign.  The 
result,  as  yet  unknown  to  the  Marcher,  was 
that  the  mitred  Abbot  of  Edmondsbury,  De 
Monthaolt's  first  and  oldest  enemy,  who 
survived  to  a  very  advanced  age  for  the 
express  pleasure  of  haunting  De  Monthault, 
had  transmitted  a  document  to  his  pupil  the 
Abbot  of  Cymmer  which  handed  over  two- 
thirds  of  the  Monthault  domain  to  his 
neighbour,  De  Pancevot;  on  the  provisos, 
first,  that  the  said  De  Pancevot  swore  alle- 
giance for  the  laud  to  Maud  la,  Beine; 
secondly,  that  he  should,  at  his  own  cost  and 
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danger/  dispossess  forthwith  the  oaid  De 
Monthault  of  fief  and  life.  The  Abhot, 
therefore,  thus  &r  had  saceeeded  in  placing 
the  Marcher  on  a  pinnacle  between  two  preci- 
pices; he  had  hitherto  also  kept  him  in 
profound  ignorance  of  his  danger.  De  Fan- 
cevot  awaited  but  a  commnnication  from 
him  to  proceed  at  once  to  action;  and  this 
the  Abbot  now  prepared  to  send. 

He  demanded  a  messenger  from  Ap  Cad- 
van  : 

'*  Hast  thou  one  of  swift  foot  and  silent 
tongue?" 

"  This  is  tiie  man,  the  runner  of  Malgon 
of  Aeron,  will  out-breathe  the  deer  or  if 
thou  preferrest  will  sleep  dumb  as  the  ash 
tree-log  wh^i  others  talk  and  babble  in  the 
halL" 

WeU  had  it  been  for  thee,  Ap  Cadvan, 
if  the  character  of  the  man  of  the  South, 
'  had  answered  thy  certificate. 

The  Abbot  wrote  on  a  slip  of  parchment ; 
indicated  the  route  the  runner  was  to  take ; 
bid  him  return  with  all  speed  to  him  at  the 
convent  of  St.  Lygan,for  which  he  was  himself 
on  the  eve  of  starting.  Finally,  he  gave  him 
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gold  pieiK,  witih  a  promise  of  doubling  it 
ould  he  succeed  in  placing  De  Pancevot's 
ply  iu  hid  hands  before  sunMt  that  even- 

g- 

"  Whose  vassal  art  thou  ?— Malgon  of 
ertn's  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  the  rdimer,  "  I  Oiime  hithef 
L  Aerou'a  message,  but  I  am  the  vassal  of 
;.  Dewi.  of  the  Fitofi  by  the  Sea ;  I  am  not 
Gwynedd, 

"  Thou  seirest  a  most  holy  Patron,"  said 
le  Abbot,  "  and  my  knowledge  of  it  shall 
ttter  thy  reward ;  his  peace  be  on  thee." 
The  nmnet  bent  hia  anns  one  over  (mother, 
>wed,  disappeared,  and  in  A  few  minutes  he 
id  cleared  the  valley  and  was  breasting 
ith  swift  but  easy  paces  the  brow  of  the 
)posing  hill. 

"  And  now.  Abbot,  I  will  escort  thee  to 
le  pass  of  the  Rhiew.  There  have  t  ordered 
y  men  to  rendezvous ;  thou  shalt  see  the 
Ds  of  !Einion  on  the  trail  they  love.  Thou 
lalt  hear  enough,  too,  of  blows  and  battle 
ifore  the  Sunday  chimes  sing  down  the 
tvem  stream  again." 
And  as  the  two  moved  down  the  hall  the 
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followers  of  the  Chieftain  formed  in  the 
rear — ^their  active  limbs,  appropriate  armour, 
well-knit  forms  and  elasticity  of  motion 
justifying  the  implied  praise  of  their  Chief. 
They  realized  in  great  measure,  though  not 
in  such  perfection  ajs  the  more  celebrated 
soldiers  of  Arvon  and  Menonydd,  the  quali- 
ties which  rendered  their  countrymen  the 
first  light  in&ntiy  troops  of  Europe ;  qualities 
which  enabled  them  so  long  and  successfiilly 
to  oontest  the  victory  with  the  best  cavalry 
of  the  world — the  heavy-armed  and  brilliant 
Norman. 

The  Priest  mounted  his  safe  and  quiet 
hack.  Ap  Cadvan  called  his  fikvorite  dog; 
the  retainers  spread  themselves  on  each 
flank  and  the  cortege  wound  round  the 
massive  oaks  towards  the  vale  of  the  Ehiew. 
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CHAPTEB  IV. 


THE   BISHOP  8   KEEP. 


Baron  had  decided  that  Jarl  Bronz 
d  proceed  at  once  to  concert  defensive 
area  with  Gantron  de  Pancevot,  the 
ien  of  the  Bishop's  Xeep.  De  Pancevot 
ine  child,  a  daughter,  the  sole  heiress  of 
istle  and  domain.  She  formed  also  tiie 
ihject  of  his  affections.  De  Monthanlt 
soUcited  her  hand  for  his  eldest  son, 
fire ;  De  Pancevot  had  returned  as  de- 
t  uid  significant  a  refhsal  as  his  inferior 
ion  on  the  Marches  rendered  it  in  any 
«  prudent  to  convey.  But  he  knew 
inch  of  De  Monthanlt  to  imagine  that 
en  rejections  would  effect  any  deviation 
3  ptupoae ;  he  had  experienced  in  other 
ess  important  aSairs,  the  iu£ezihiliiy  of 
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the  Marcher's  character.  With  less  reluctance 
therefore,  he  had  permitted  himself  to  be 
oonstituted  a  Umb  of  the  formidable  league 
for  the  destruction  of  the  house  of  Mont- 
haolt,  in  the  success  of  which  he  foresaw 
his  own  and  daughter's  deliverance  from  a 
situation  of  great  and  impending  danger. 
He  had  consented  to  espouse  the  cause  of 
the  Empress  Matilda — had  signed  the  docu- 
ment for  the  partition  of  the  Monthault 
territory — ^had  accepted  Botpert  ap  Cadvan 
for  his  ally — ^had  promised  minor  allegiance 
for  certain  tenements  west  of  Severn  to 
Powys.  He  now  waited  but  the  final  in- 
junctions to  despatch  his  cartel  of  defiance 
to  Monthault  and  raise  his  banner  of  open 
hostility  in  the  field.  By  tjiis  pohcy  he 
concluded  he  had  secured  himself  against  any 
measures  on  the  part  of  the  Welsh  princes^ 
whose  army,  flushed  with  conquest  and  em- 
barrassed wiili  spoil,  every  hour  drew  nearer 
the  Northern  frontiers.  He  had  resolved, 
should  circumstances  warrant  the  attempt,  to 
seize  both  the  person  and  fortress  of  De 
Monthault  by  a  coup-de-main.  Should  this 
fiiil,  he  would  unite  his  forces  with  Owen 
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Venetine  and  carry  all  before  them  by 
ir  assault  and  storm.  Of  this  conspiracy 
Monthault  M  yet  remained  profoundly 
irant  and,  as  we  have  seen,  so  far  was 
rom  even  suspecting  it  that  he  proposed 
imself  the  combination  of  the  resources 
donthault,  Oaereinion,  and  the  Bishop's 
p,  as  the  best  means  he  oOnldeztempOrize 
>ppose  the  pn^ress  of  the  Welsh  arms. 
De  Pancevot  he  relied  both  as  a  Norman 
■cher  and  as  his  old  comrade  in  knight- 
1  and  many  past  adventores  of  his  career. 
\.p  Gadvan,  as  already  detected  in  treason 
irds  Snowdon  and  notorionsly  ill-affected 
EU'ds  Fowys.  To  summon  the  former 
V  conference  was  the  first  thing  to  be 

herefore  the  charger  of  the  Breton  aqi- 
stood  reined  and  saddled  at  the  port  of 
barbican.  Its  pitch-black  colour,  unre< 
id.  throughout,  except  by  the  flwbing 
liancy  of  its  equipments  and  the  full 
t  beaming  from  its  restless  eye,  harmo* 
d  well  with  the  remorseless  character  of 
ider.  The  lanoe  rested  point  upward; 
curtal  axe  suspended  on  the  left  flank ; 
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the  heavy  pectorale  of  serpent-SGales,  with 
its  firontal,  from  which  projected  the  keen 
dagger-shaped  horn ;  the  short  hut  gorgeous 
hangings  of  purple  and  gold^  spread  heneath 
the  demi-pique,  exhibited  an  excellent  speci- 
men of  the  equestrian  accoutrements  of  the 
day  as  used  in  mortal  practice  by  the  best- 
known  Borderer  on  the  Welsh  Marches. 

A  number  of  the  garrison  were  collected 
around. 

"  So  comrades/'  exclaimed  one,  "  the  old 
kmg.8tag  keeps  in  hold  to  day;  the  young 
ones,  like  cormorants  before  a  tempest,  are 
skurrying  to  and  fro.  Now  ride  me  out 
our  Breton  and  his  horse;  but  whither, 
friends,  whither?  Who  guesses  where  Jarl 
rides  with  nought  but  lance  and  axe  for 
retinue? 

"To  Tstrad-Mfir,  to  compound  betimes 
for  the  slaughter  to  be  done  between  now 
and  the  Yule-tide  festival." 

**That  is  a  journey  too  far  to  be  safe 
when  the  Yenedotian  is  out  on  the  Hafren 


course. 


€f 


To  Kerry  Pole  and  Moughtrey  Hollows, 
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coe  sterile  eminence,  diallenged  disagree- 
le  observation — far  backward  the  rounded 
ex  of  the  Coradon  dosed  the  horiaon.  At 
:«rval8  the  circle  of  some  British  or  the 
adrate  of  some  Eoman  encampment,  shoot- 
!■  np  with  native  shrobs  or  confounded  in 
rpoTO  of  indigenous  saplings,  indicated  tiie 
isitions  once  occupied  by  the  unrivalled 
isters  of  the  military  art.  The  road  itself 
■as,  indeed,  with  the  exception  of  ihe 
iman  causeways  still  existing  in  a  state  of 
ility,  most  other  roads  in  the  kingdom — 
IS  a  mere  opening,  about  forty  or  fifty 
jdfl  broad,  which  once  cut  was  generally 
nsigned  for  repairs  to  Providence  or  the 
larest  monastery.  If  neither  took  them 
ider  protection  they  rapidly  retrograded  to 
leir  primitive  condition:  old  stumps  flou- 
)hed  once  more  into  pollard-bnshes ;  the 
m  and  acorn  reasserted  their  paternal  do- 
inion;  bramble  and  holly  formed  them- 
Ives  into  so  many  defences  of  some  ancient 
onarch  of  the  woods,  felled  but  never 
moved.  The  once  patent  road  soon  con- 
acted  into  a  wain-rut.  "When  the  castle  of 
le  vicinity  was  demolished  or  exhaled  in 
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conflagration  dondfi— a  very  ordinary  occur- 
rence—the wain-rat   itself  disappeared  in 
the  mass  of  surrounding  mire  or  verdure. 
Happy  in  such  cases  the  cavalier  whose 
summer  or   autumn  journey  followed   for 
guide   the  bed  of  an  exhausted  rivulet  or 
kept  company  for  any  distance  with  a  frag- 
ment of  Boman  itineration !     After  wander- 
mg  thus  on  and  on  in  a  savage  wilderness  of 
bosk  and  bourn  he  would  feel  little  surprise 
— such  were  the  strong  contrasts  to  be  found 
within  every  square  league — ^if  he  emerged, 
as  if  by  magic,  from  the  dense  and  matted 
forest  into  the  presence  of  a  lordly  pile 
bathed  in  the  meridian  light,  in  which  ter- 
race  and  garden,  challenge-tent  or  festive 
caaopy>  doth  of  silver  and  mail  of  steel 
glittered  gloriously.     The  Castle,  not  the 
k^-hut,  was  the  Norman's  instrument  of 
dvilization :  with  him  all  considerations  were 
second  to  empire.      Not   rarely,   however, 
when  Castle  and  Convent  had  both  tested 
and  respected  each  other's  title  to  perma- 
nency,  the  Benedictine  Prior— Carthusian  or 
Cistercian — ^would  amble  up  to  the  Baron's 
talking-room  or  parliour— armoury  or  falcon- 
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a^e  would  define  it  better — quote  Scripture 
r  Latin,  either  being  with  Baron  and  people 
inch  the  same  thing,  clench  his  ai^uments 
nth  some  irresistible  appeal  to  the  good  of 
be  Baron's  sotil  or  benefit  of  the  Baron's 
urse.  If  the  iron-headed  soldier  was  under- 
oing  the  censure  of  the  ecclesiastical  power 
he  Prior's  success  was  nearly  assured.  Teiy 
lany  of  the  practical  improvements  in  these 
enturies  were  simply  the  results  of  compo- 
Ltions  for  penance.  To  what  extent  Penance 
!self  was  enforced  on  the  very  highest  au- 
horities  without  any  option  of  composition 
be  instance  of  Henry  himself,  forty  years  or 
0  after  oar  legend  dates  its  hda,  convin- 
LDgly  attests.  This  exaction  of  satis&ction 
rom  the  most  powerfiil  criminals  was  in- 
Lsted  upon  not  so  much  by  the  priesthood 
s  by  the  rough  moral  sense  and  public  opi- 
ion  of  the  nation,  which  more  frequently 
ban  not  compelled  the  Church  thus  to  vin- 
icate  the  outr^ed  feelings  of  nature  and 
eligion.  Compositions  were  not,  Uierefore, 
Iways  safe  or  possible ;  when  feasible  they 
rere,  for  the  most  part,  promptly  accepted, 
nd  tmqnestionably  with  &x  greater  benefit 
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to  tiie  public  at  large  than  the  exaction 
of  the  original  penance  could  have  been 
attended  with.  The  "  Profimda  Penitentia  *' 
inflicted  with  unflinching  severity,  because 
backed  by  the  whole  popular,  the  whole 
democratic  voice,  might  weU  unhinge  the 
nerves  of  the  stoutest-hearted  Baron  that 
retained  any  consideration  for  his  own  carnal 
comforts.  To  depose  and  forswear  all  use 
of  arms,  his  beloved  and  delightM  arms, 
in  war  and  tourney — to  pilgrimize  to  some 
distant  shrine  with  naked  feet — never  to 
sleep  twice  in  the  same  place — ^to  fast  and 
watch  night  after  night — ^to  permit,  like  a 
Saxon  clown,  his  hair  and  nails  to  remain 
mitrimmed — to  know  and  be  known  by 
none — ^to  be  excluded  from  all  civil  and 
social  pleasures  —  such  conditions  grated 
terribly  against  the  whole  grain  of  the 
splendour-loving,  pageant-giving,  society- 
affecting  Norman ;  and  resistance,  when  the 
people  and  the  people's  hierarchic  tribunes 
commanded,  when  Sovereigns  themselves 
obeyed,  was  a  desperate  idea.  He  would,  if 
he  could,  compound.  On  which  intimation 
he  would  receive  a  thin  scrip  of  parchment. 
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ith  certain  liien^Iyphia)  tberdon ;  ftppendttt 
»  which  would  be  a  leaden  seaL  To  deci- 
tier  the  characters  the  Prior  most  be  mun- 
loned ;  the  Prior  having,  of  coarse,  hiinse]! 
rescribed  the  composition,  as  the  cdrctmi' 
ances  of  the  case  required,  would  to  the 
iaron's  great  relief  read:— ""We  having 
Illy  considered  the  petition  of  onr  beloved 
m  and  penitent,  decree  that,  in  lien  of  the 
Drporal  attrition  which  he  affirms  himself 
}  be  ill  able  to  endore,  he  shall,  in  compo- 
ition  of  his  before-said  sins  and  (fences, 
epair  such  and  such  a  road,  bridge  snch  and 
uch  a  river,  render  such  a  morass,  at  his 
wn  cost,  passable  to  man  and  horse."  This 
mende  at  once  saved  the  Baron's  body  and 
lenefited  the  pnblic  service — it  therefore  sa- 
isfied  both  the  parties  interested ;  the  majo- 
ity,  if  they  thought  at  all,  thought  the  pro- 
ceding  admirable  for  its  \mion  of  good  sense 
ritb  principle.  The  vaUdity  of  the  com- 
)romise  they  never  doubted  or  discussed, 
rhe  Pursuivant  or  Sheriff  who,  in  full 
sourt  with  the  King's  Judge  on  the  bench, 
ihouted  out  with  reference  to  the  neigh- 
jouring  Castellan, "  Instauret  viam  publicam, 
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adjimgat  pontes/'  always  calculated  on  the 
response  of  hearty  and  reiterated  cheers. 
It  was  one  of  the  few  ways  the  masses  then 
possessed  of  expressing  and  impressing  theif 
opinionB ;  the  priesthood,  for  infinite  reasons, 
took  care  those  opinions  should  be  heard* 
Forthwith  the  whole  serfdom  of  the  Barony 
would  turn  out  to  work — delving,  draining, 
uniting,  levelling,  embanking,  constructing, 
under  the  command  and  superintendence  of 
the  Prior,  toddling  amongst  them  on  an  es- 
pecially safe  and  patient  mule.  The  bridge 
would  be  erected,  the  road  completed,  alpine 
communication  would  be  established.  Then, 
perhaps,  the  peril  of  the  Prior  himself  com* 
menced.  Lay  wisdom,  in  repeated  instances, 
assigned  the  whole  merit  of  such  astounding 
works  to  Satan.  If  a  torrent  were  spanned 
by  engineering  skill — ^if  an  arch  bridged  the 
roaring  cataract— if  a  granite  structure 
loomed  through  the  spray  of  the  yawning 
chasm,  it  was  useless  to  christen  such' — ^as 
for  example  at  Hafod,  the  property  of  the 
Monastery  of  Tstrad  Fl{ir— the  Monk's 
Bridge —- popular  suspicion  imputed  the 
whole  aflhir  to  a  very  different  agent.    Ye- 
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neration  for  the  Prior's  power  over  the  great 
Enemy  of  hnman  improTement  would  thus 
come  into  odd  collision  with  diagnst  for  his 
impressment  of  him  for  even  the  most  bene- 
ficial purposes.  It  required,  therefore,  the 
protection  of  Pope,  Cardinal,  or  Sor^^ign 
to  justify  any  peace-loving  priest  in  giving 
such  a  demonological  state  of  society  the 
results  of  his  researches  in  mechanical 
science — secrets  more  safely  applied  to  pious 
frauds  than  exposed  to  the  misconstruction 
of  gigantic  children.  Jarl,  therefore,  con- 
gratulated himself  on  both  the  formation 
and  condition  of  the  road  he  and  his  men 
were  traversing.  Por  the  greater  part  it 
was  free  from  obstacles,  the  substratum 
sound,  the  snags  or  old  roots  meritoriously 
few,  the  fissures  very  visible  and  therefore 
avoidable.  All  this  was  due  to  the  thin, 
eremitic,  elfish  architect  of  Monthault  to 
whose  &,te  and  inexplicable  disappearance 
we  have  elsewhere  alluded.  The  recollec- 
tion did  not  trouble  Jarl ;  he  made  way  at 
an  easy,  even  pace,  over  the  really  pleasant 
sward  of  this  forest  drive :  the  country  was, 
however,  in  evident  commotion.     From  the 
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hill  sides  as  well  as  from  the  enclosures  on 
the  flat  the  cries  of  the  Saxon  labourers, 
driving  in  sheep,  horses,  cattlo,  swine, 
poured  confdsedly  and  incessantly.  Indis- 
Snunate  herds  of  animals  bleating,  grnnt- 
ing,  neighing,  bellowing,  tended  by  long- 
bearded,  savage-featured  drovers,  began  to 
cross  their  march.  In  the  hamlets,  all  the 
women  and  girls  were  engaged  in  weeping, 
secreting,  packing  up  multifarious  articles — 
a  melee  of  alarm,  hurry  and  terror.  Then  a 
wild  horseman  sweeping  by  in  answer  to  the 
challenge,  would  whoop  out  "  Hurrah  for 
Border  Play,"  intimating  thereby  his  per- 
sonal intention  to  take  the  law  into  his  own 
hands  against  every  being  between  his  shel- 
tie's  head  and  the  Hereford  Tree.  This 
ruffian  would  be  succeeded  by  some  timid 
hind,  speeding  for  shelter — not  to  any  Nor- 
man fortalice  but  to  some  Welsh  cottage 
in  the  dells  of  Arustli,  with  whose  master 
he  had  exchanged  pledges  of  harborage 
during  frontier  inroads — a  prudential  sys- 
tem much  in  vogue  with  the  humble,  plod- 
ding, unresisting  characters — few,  though 
they  were— on  either  side  the  Dyke.    Every- 
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rhere  the  crimson  crest  of  the  Breton,  once 
Lescried,  generated  dead  silence  and  expect- 
incy ;  t^e  feeling  of  relief  when  the  hated 
udge  became  less  and  less  distinguishable 
bund  vent  in  various  way — ejaculationg, 
shanks,  curses.  Jarl  suffered  not  his  atten- 
ion  to  be  distracted  by  any  of  these  inter- 
-uptions  till  on  an  eminence  above  the  clouds 
>f  green  foliage  peered  the  battlements  of 
the  Bishop's  Keep.  Then  he  checked  his 
torse  into  a  walk,  and,  for  the  first  time, 
addressed  his  'Squire. 

"  Boy  Bartron,"  said  he,  "  thou  art  fiuni- 
liar  with  some  of  De  Pancevot's  spears ; 
hail — flagon  and  mess-man  with  them." 

"  The  hours  have  been  wearisome  of  late. 
Captain  -,  Marcher's  work  Lu  Monthault  sta> 
bles  of  the  slackest.  We  have  been  glad  to 
resort,  after  morning  discipline,  to  bread-box 
and  beer-can  wherever  we  could  get  a  com- 
rade to  share  them." 

"  Nor  bread  nor  beer  nor  Gascony  vint- 
^e  ever  allured  thee  from  Monthault  or 
dispatched  thee  to  De  Pancevot's  Keep  after 
gong  and  bell  bad  once  rung  out  the  mid- 
pa&t  of  night.     Doubtless  thou  hast  never 
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omitted  sounding  bugle  at  De  Fancevot  s 
barrier  every  time  thou  hast  ridden  here  at 
one  Of  two  in  the  silent  mom;  doubtless, 
too,  thou  hast  picqueted  thy  horse  where 
menial  aad  Bentay  might  right  easily  point 
it  out  as  a  Monthault  herald's.  And  thou 
hast  been  dismissed  with  portcullis  up,  draw- 
bridge  down,  rank  and  file  in  tendance  at 
parting — ^hast  thou  ?" 

"  Not  so,  my  Captain,"  stammered  the 
young  soldier,  with  a  flushing  (^eek. 

"  I  trow  not,  sir.  Thou  art  fandM  in 
the  j&shion  of  thy  visits  here.  Thou  lovest 
the  oock-roost  for  thine  hour,  the  copse  for 
thy  stall,  yond^  embrasure  by  the  leafy 
ehn  for  thy  portal  and  a  maiden  for  thy 
sentinel.  It  is  marvellous  thou  hast  not 
met  a  cord  for  thy  oonge.  Thinkest  thou 
thou  hast  returned  to  quarters  to  Monthault 
as  invisibly  as  thou  quittest  tryst  in  De 
Paacevot's  lazy  hold?  I  have  hooded  the 
Baron's  eyes  to  try  tricks  or  thy  legs,  ere 
this,  had  played  a  dance  little  to  the  satis- 
hcHon  of  thy  neck." 

The  trooper  raised  his  helmet  and  ex- 
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pressed  his  gratitude  for  such  unexampled 
coDfiideratiou. 

"  And  thou  hast  risked  thy  life  thus  for 
love,  hast  thou?  For  love  to  the  bower- 
maiden  of  the  Lady  Maud?    Speak,  sir." 

"  We  are  vowed  to  each  other.  Captain, 
in  all  truth  and  honour,"  modestly  replied 
Bartron. 

"  Like  every  child  of  o\ir  accursed  race," 
muttered  the  Breton,  "  gold  or  flesh,  wealth 
or  woman  will  be  thy  perdition.  "Tis  writ- 
ten on  thy  brow — if  thou  couldst,  thou 
wouldst  not  desire  it  otherwise.  If  I 
hanged  thee  on  this  horn  of  oak  it  would 
be  more  misery  spared  than  bliss  denied 
thee.  If  thou  escapest  foeman  and  provoet, 
thou  wilt  live  long  enough  to  remember  Jarl 
Breton's  words.  This  creature  that  has 
already  fixed  the  poison  in  thy  heart — is  she 
aot  maid  to  the  Lady  Maud?" 

However  much  Bartron,  in  secret,  might 
resent  such  unceremonious  bftnilling  of  his 
iflFections,  he  assented  to  the  question  with 
IS  good  grace  as  most  in  his  predicament 
zovld  have  done. 
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''The  knight  to  the  mistress,  the  squire 
to  the  maid,  is  minstrers  ordering.  Captain. 
I  am  heart-pledged  and  hand-pledged  to 
Marion  Sele." 

**  When  sawest  thou  her,  last  ?" 

**  This  day  seven-night." 

^  She  has  evil  news  for  thee  and  for  herself 
then.  Thou  hast  been  a  brainless  fool,  Boy : 
tell  me  first,  what  talk  is  there  in  De  Pance- 
vot's  Keep  of  these  Yenedotians?  Is  he 
prepared  for  them  or  not  ?" 

"He  is  ever  ready  for  foray,  Captain." 

'*  Aye  but  for  siege,  Bartron  ?  How  many 
Venetmes,  for  example,  could  that  damsel  of 
thine  introduce  through  yonder  mullion-bars 
after  thy  fashion  into  the  interior  of  this 
Marcher's  Keep  ?  If  De  Fancevot  will  har- 
bour such  gear  he  had  best  trellis  his 
windows  with  a  two-inch  network  of  iron. 
Well,  dost  thou  understand  me  ?  How  many 
Webhmen  could  thy  Marion  steal  into  this 
thick-witted  Norman's  castle  through  this 
&vorite  aperture  of  thine  ?" 
"  How  many  Welshmen,  Captain  ?" 
^  Welshmen  or  Saxons,  it  skills  not  ,*  men 
wMi  «.ordB  in  their  hands  and  a  purpose 
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in  their  Bouls.  Is  that  description  clearer 
to  thy  mind  ?" 

The  trooper  stroked  his  thick  short  beard 
in  a  state  of  sore  perplexity. 

"  Hark  thee,"  continued  the  Breton,  laying 
his  left  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  his  subor- 
dinate. "'Twas  a  fool's  deed  to  woo  the 
fawn  in  the  tiger's  den.  Thou  art  discovered. 
Thou  hast  drawn  De  Pancevot's  eyes  on  thy 
Marion  Sele  and  now  if  thou  ever  again 
insert  thy  ears  between  the  stone  bars  in 
yonder  grey  archway,  the  cold  kiss  of  De 
Pancevot's  battle-axe  will  be  the  wannest 
welcome  thy  neck  will  receive.  Thy  cunning, 
like  an  over-subtle  fox,  has  brought  the  lion 
on  thy  lamb." 

The  soldier  made  a  gesture  of  execration 
and  despair. 

"  Thou  must  save  her,  Bartron,  and  that 
right  quickly.    Gain  speech  of  her  to-day." 

"  Impossible,  Captain ;  in  the  broad  day, 
with  a  hundred  eyes  around !" 

"  Let  not  that  trouble  thee ;  inquire  thou 
for  Vaudrot  de  Vere,  the  sub-seneschal.  He 
understands  thy  matter  and  will  bring  thee 
to  conference  with  her ;  that  is,  if  thou  art 
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sure,  very  sore  that  some  fifty  sturdy  Welsh- 
men might  be  intromitted  into  this  Keep  to 
woo  Be  Pancevot  in  different  manner  to 
thine  with  Marion  Sele." 

«Fi%?  Five  hundred,  Captain?" 

''To  rescue  this  dove  from  the  kestril's 
talons ;  also  to  finger  some  cupsful  of  De 
Pancevot's  gold,  enongh  to  buy  Marion  and 
thee  some  pretty  homestead  in  the  Worcester 
plains." 

^  To-night,  Captain,  to-night,"  exclaimed 
the  agitated  Bartron. 

"  Have  thy  conference ;  bid  her  be  at  the 
embrasure  to-night  when  the  first  touch  of 
flie  moon  falls  on  ite  coping.  Therertismy 
worL  Take  care  thy  tongue  whispers  not  to 
thy  throat  of  what  has  passed  between  us, 
or  thou  and  Marion  had  better  a  hundred- 
fold meet  the  loving-kindness  of  De  Pan- 
ceYot.  Be  wary  and  true.  Thou  shalt  yet 
sing  songs  to  thy  children  maugre  Castle  or 
Keep.    Fall  back,  sir,  £all  back." 

And  at  once  the  face  of  the  Breton  re- 
sumed its  tenebrose  expression. 

'''TIS  right,"  murmured  he,  whilst  his 
monstache  revealed  the  scorn  of  his  upper 
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ip,  *'  'tis  right  and  gracious  for  Jarl  Breton 
a  talk  of  songs  to  children !" 

They  were  within  view  of  the  front  aspect 
)f  the  Keep- 

We  must  by  some  minutes  precede  the 
Breton's  reception. 

De  Fancevot  and  his  Seneschal  are  pacing 
^he  parapeted  terrace ;  the  master  of  the 
Bishop's  Keep  wears  a  surtout  of  fine  leather, 
lUMntly  worked  with  armorial  devices  ;  he 
night  have  appropriated  it  from  some  tabar- 
ler  or  herald.  His  long  sword  trails  on  the 
^imd ;  his  poignard,  as  usual,  is  sheathed 
n  a  case  which  forms  part  of  the  belt.  His 
ips  and  chin  are  sensual  but  replete  with 
lecision ;  his  eyes  quick  and  intemperate ; 
lis  hair  touched  with  grey,  but  his  erect, 
robust  figure  exhibits  physical  strength  yet 
,n  its  zenith.  Now  though  a  Norman, 
iherefore'  habitually  engaged  in  turmoil,  De 
Pancevot  had  not  been  favoured  by  nature 
^th  any  especial  qualifications  for  a  conspi- 
rator. His  forte  consisted  more  in  manual 
;han  mental  operations.  In  Marcher's  ooun- 
iils  he  had  ever  contented  himself  with 
jerspicuously    comprehending    the    servixse 


RATHOND  DB  MONTHAULT.  i49 

assigned  himself,  which  he  generally  executed 
to  his  own  satis&ction.  With  organizations, 
conunissariats,  espionage,  combinations  and 
other  departments  of  strategy,  he  never 
interfered.  In  the  interval  between  consul- 
tation and  action  he  laboured  under  the 
same  sensations  as  we  may  suppose  a  charger 
may  do  when  every  preparation  being  com- 
pleted, itself  saddled  and  armed,  it  looks 
round  in  vain  for  the  rider  who  is  to  guide 
its  instinct  in  the  approaching  fray.  Burly 
in  person,  coarse  in  his  nervous  system,  De 
Pancevot  could  not,  nevertheless,  emancipate 
himself  from  the  tormenting  irritability 
which  accompanies  clandestine  proceedings. 
He  could  not  quite  get  over  the  fact  that 
De  Monthault  was  his  ancient  companion  in 
field  and  closet;  he  was  at  this  moment 
striving  his  best  to  surmount  or  ignore  it. 
The  state  of  his  mind  may  be  conjectured 
from  such  links  of  colloquy  as  occurred  about 
the  time  that  Jarl  and  his  troopers  were 
rounding  the  ascent  to  the  Keep.  De  Pan- 
cevot had  strictly  observed  the  secresy 
enjoined  by  the  Abbot ;  but  such  secresy  was 
most  irksome  to  his  nature. 
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"Canst  hold  tiiy  peace,  Seneschal?  Ill 
ave  thee  qnartered  if  thou  blabbest  twfore — 
ow  a  malediction  on  thia  tongne  of  mine ! 
have  told  thee  nothing  have  I P  nothing  of 
irtain  plots  and  plans  ?" 

"  Nothing,  my  Lord :  hut  pray  you  listen, 
it  me  have  audience  for  a  short  balf-honr : 
:  is  grave  matter." 

"  Bah !  thou  wouldst  deafen  me  with  these 
sports  of  the  Welsh  in  Hereford.     WeU, 

would  I  were  among  them.  There  are 
'orse  men  than  the  long  lances  of  the  hills  ; 
ight  good  plunder  and  prey  too  to  be  won 
1  Hereford  streets.  We  are  Norman  dul- 
irds  to  have  left  the  harrying  of  these 
ross  burghers  to  the  men  of  the  woods  and 
lie  clouds." 

"  But  Knight,  Knight,  they  have  broken 
p  from  Hereford;  they  are  in  full  march 
ither-hoe ;  tiiey  will  be  here  anon." 

"  Let  them :  thou  knowest  how  this  Keep 
ras  built  ?" 

"  Yes,  yes,  by  the  ransom  of  the  Hereford 
(ishop." 

"  WeU,  I  care  not  if  the  Keep  and  the 
litre  that  built  it  were  both  in  a  glow :  we 
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shaQ  be  better  housed  ere  bill  or  bow  tramp 
Utherward  firom  Ludlow  side/' 

**  Better  housed !" 

"  In  time  thou  shalt  know — ^all  in  time. 
Seneschal.  I  would  rather  combat  all  the 
Welsh  in  Fairy  Land  than  wear  another 
seCTet  under  my  breast-plate.  A  man  cannot 
speak  to  a  friend  but  up  it  springs  to  the 
throat ;  it  dances  on  the  tip  of  the  tongue." 

"  But  De  Pancevot/'  reiterated  the  impa- 
tient official,  "  'tis  very  truth,  I  carry  thee. 
Here  is  come  our  neat-herd  Alfric  with 
tidings  that  thy  neighbour  De  Monthault  is 
sweeping  com  and  cattle,  beast  and  blade, 
hoof  and  hide,  into  his  Castle  for  provender 
against  long  blockade." 

"  That's  a  brave  Castle,  Seneschal,  of  De 
Monthaxdt's?  How  shouldst  thou  like  to 
transfer  thy  functions  there  ?  How  won  De 
Monthault  that  ?" 

"  The  saints  confound  thee,"  muttered  the 
serviteur  in  sheer  despair. 

"  I  remember  me,"  continued  the  Baron  in 
a  more  subdued  tone.  "  Mercy  of  Heaven  I 
one  cannot  forget  all  things.  No,  no,  the 
grave  must  have  its  memories,  nor  there,  per- 
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ips,  an  end.  I  did  not  the  half  of  what  De 
onthault  perpetrated  that  summer  night, 
e  is  a  villain,  a  deep,  red-handed  villain, 
at  lords  it  now  in  those  Severn  towers." 
"  Sir  Barou!  who?"  exclaimed  the  asto- 
shed  listener. 

"  I  see,  I  see,"  cried  the  impetuous  Nor- 
an  as  if  a  sudden  inspiration  had  flashed 
I  his  intellect,  "by  St.  Anthony,  there  is 
dgment  of  God  in  the  work.  He  cozened, 
itrayed,  gored  and  butchered  in  his  own 
ill  at  his  own  feaat  of  friendship  his  sworn 
ere  in  honour,  his  pere  in  bounty,  Po^vys 
idor.  It  is  just,  most  j\ist,  he  should  taste 
le  cup  of  his  own  brew^e.  Slay  by  trea- 
lery,  by  treachery  slain  j  betray  a  friend, 
f  a  friend  betrayed.  What  is  Monthault 
>  me  compared  to  what  Cador  Hardd  had 
^er  been  to  him  ?  Holy  Mother !  I  was  ill 
;  rest  but  there  is  comfort  for  conscience 
jre — retribution,  clear  retribution.  Thou 
■t  a  blessed  instrument,  Gantron  De  Fan- 
!vot,  and  I  wot  there  is  some  truth  after  all 
1  priestcraft  about  these  ways  above.  Fetch 
e  a  stoup  of  wine,  Seneschal,  I  am  won- 
rously  solaced  and  confirmed." 
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'This  idea,  the  product  of  a  mind  not  over 
fertile  in  suggestions,  possessed  the  merit  of 
representing  De  Pancevot  to  himself  in  a 
novel  because  a  religious  light.  It  took, 
therefore,  for  a  time  impregnable  possession 
of  his  bndn.  The  Seneschal,  whose  amaze- 
ment at  the  Warden's  demeanour  had  by 
this  last  soliloquy  been  fairly  converted  to  a 
stapor  of  perplexity,  knew  not  what  or  how 
to  reply.  Supplying,  therefore,  the  chalice 
of  wine,  he  laid  it  down  on  the  parapet  and 
stared  in  dumb  petri&ction  whilst  the  Baron 
quaffed  off  a  potation. 

"  There's  comfort,  specific  comfort,  for 
every  part  of  mortal  man,  Hans  Seneschal," 
moralized  De  Panevot,  ''beef  for  the  sto- 
mach; wine  for  the  heart;  the  Church  for 
the  soul;  each  to  his  own  sans  interference 
with  the  other.  Penance  I  owe — ^penance 
in  dree  for  the  mishap  of  the  Hereford 
Prelate  whose  coffers  laid  me  the  foundations 
of  this  snug  fortalice.  Not  every  one  hfts 
the  gift  of  grace,  Hans  Seneschal,  to  be  a 
martyr.  Cross  of  St.  Andrew !  Hans,  thou 
knowest  our  Norman  genius.  Suffering  at 
other  men's  hands  was  never  much  to  our 
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be ;  but  to  be  a  Crusader  now !  to  put  spur 

heel  and  lance  in  rest,  for  a  deed  of 
ring-do  against  some  foul  enemy  of  the 
arch,  which  thereupon  endows  me  with 

roll  and  lands,  not  to  overlook  clearance 
conscience,  that,  methinks,  is  the  veiy 
ce  our  Norman  natm%  takes  so  kindly  to, 

very  service  Qantron  De  Pancevot  would 
ire  enhstment  in  for  quittance  of  his  soul's 
ins." 

'  Why,  Lord,  thou  art  not  about  to 
bark  another  fool  for  Palestine,"  ex- 
.med  the  exasperated  Seneschal,  worried 

of  both  manners  and  patience.  "The 
rst  Paynims  I  ever  heard  of,  the  hardest 
leal  with,  are  within  a  forty-eight  hours' 
rch  of  our  own  door.  Thou  wilt  do  well 
thou  canst  hold  thine  own,  let  alone 
ing  seas  and  spearing  Sarazins  that  never 
assed  steed  or  steer  of  thine.     But  Ihou 

wood,  clean  wood !  That  I  should  ever 
X  thee  moyther  thus  about  penance  and 
ce  and  cowl-crafb  services !  If  this  tone 
;  I'll  e'en  take  suit  myself  with  Raymond 

Monthault.  G^antron  de  Pancevot  a 
isader !" 
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"  Thou  senseless  block/'  retorted  the 
Knight  without  taming  a  look  on  the 
▼eteran  spokesman,  "do'st  thou  think  the 
Church  has  no  worse  enemies  at  home  than 
she  blows  trumpet  against  abroad?  Need 
the  seas  be  crossed  as  thou  say'st  to  find  out 
worse  Faynims  than  ever  yet  tented  on  the 
Palestine  sands  P" 

'*  But  thou.  Be  Fkuicevot,"  expostulated 
the  grim  follower  with  an  ugly  smile—-"  thou 
to  don  armour  in  a  holy  cause !  Herod  of 
Jewry  and  the  temple  again !" 

"  Sang  de  Dieu  I"  burst  out  the  Norman, 
taming  this  time  foil  on  his  attendant; 
"  thy  toBgue  wa«8  fetterless  this  morning. 
Hans  Seneschal.  Say  that  I  have  broken 
barrier  at  times ;  that  but  for  me  some  few 
Saxons  or  Normans  might  yet  be  above  the 
green-grass  sod,  some  few  hamlets  unscathed 
and  riftless»  some  few  churls  unstript  of  coin 
— ^tlioa  hast  summed  up,  I  think,  a  fair  tally 
of  thy  lord's  de&ults.  They  might  be  hea- 
vier, man ;  there  are  blacker  deeds  going 
than  thou  canst  levy  cess  for  upon  this  head. 
I  never  dove  a  prelate  to  the  chine,  as  the 
Welsh  chief  did  the  Abbot  of  St.  Fatemus 
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be  Baj.  I  never  set  fire  to  sanctuary, 
be  Sire  de  Breos  to  the  Brecon  Crypt, 
ver  gave  fire  or  water,  food  or  shelter, 
1  or  welcome  to  a  banned  man.  And 
y,"  whispered  the  Marcher  in  a.  distinct 

"  I  never  dealt  with  the  fool  fiend,  as 
said  Baymond  de  Monthaolt  has  done. 
J  dare  assert  that  of  Qantron  de  Pan- 
t  ?  Something  on  the  tort  side  of  right 
ly  have  done ;  more  that  I  might  have 
!,  I  did  not.  Body  o'  grace  I  there  is 
e  merit  in  my  abstinences  than  thou 
t  credit,  Hans  Seneschal,  and  by  the 
of  my  good  patron,  St.  Martin  of  Tours, 
ist  thou  shalt  hear  so  with  thine  own 

to  the  confdsion  of  Sathanas  in  the 
le  of  doom." 

.nd  the  Korman,  wilji  a  gesture  of  per- 
satis&ction,  dipped  his  fore-finger  in  the 
>  and  murmuring  "  Salvum  &c  filium 
n,  Sancte  Martine,"  signed  the  rood  on 
forehead. 

Thou  wooldst  oondeecend  to  none  other 
I  the  Seraphim  for  earthly  service,  Hans 
^8chal ;  bat  know  thou,  a  holy  cause 
t  ever  in  this  world  have  unholy  hands 
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to  minister  to  its  advance,  else  ye  must  as- 
cend for  recruits  to  St.  Michael  and  his  hosts. 
If  our  Holy  Mother  will  scan  every  blot  on 
her  children's  skin,  if  she  will  accept  of  none 
but  such  as  are  flawless,  she  must  e'en  go 
herself  to  Paradise  on  her  errand.  She'll  find 
none  white  enough  this  side  of  glory  to  bear 
her  ark  through  the  Philistines.  Doubtless 
her  priests  and  prelates  will  not  have  the 
same  catalogue  to  answer  to  as  wOl  nm  in 
the  name  of  De  Pancevot,  but  neither  will 
De  Pancevot  have  such  or  so  many  as  cer- 
tain he  could  name  to  thine  ear.  The  Cross, 
I  tell  thee,  may  have  more  sinful  champions 
than  the  Warden  of  the  Bishop's  Keep. 

Had  the  Norman  been  permitted  to  pur- 
sue his  own  ratiocination  he  would  have 
soon  attained  a  canonical  position  in  the 
calendar;  but  at  this  juncture  the  Breton 
and  his  troopers  became  visible  from  the 
rampart. 

The  crimson  crest  wa«  instantiy  recog- 
mzed.  De  Pancevot,  for  a  moment,  ex- 
pected the  whole  garrison  of  Monthaolt  to 
defile  from  the  forest ;  a  sudden  thrill  shot 
through  his  veins — ^he  wiuted  stock  still; 
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fiur  imperturbability  advanoed  to  meet  the 
sabaltem  of  the  man  whose  destruction  he 
bad  sworn  to  accomplish. 

The  person  of  the  Norman  we  have  said 
was  tall  and  robust  but  as  the  Breton  ap- 
proached it  chiefly  served  to  exhibit  to 
marked  advantage  the  superior  breadth  and 
elasticity  of  the  latter.  The  ease  of  his 
movements  under  the  mass  of  armour  which 
clothed  his  limbs,  the  firm  lightness  of  his 
bearing,  the  graced  elegance  which  the 
union  of  power  and  military  aptitude  com- 
mmiicated  to  every  position,  could  not  fail 
to  extract  involunittry  admiration  from  so 
capable  a  judge  of  physical  excellence  as  De 
Panoevot.  In  acknowledgment  of  the  salu- 
tation of  the  Breton  he  slightly  lifted  his 
boimet,  then,  without  advanciBg,  held  out 
his  hand,  exclaiming, — 

"  What  tidings,  Jarl  Bronz,  from  Mon- 
thaolt  ?  The  breeze  that  used  to  come  laden 
with  news  from  thy  quarter  has  of  late,  sung 
dumbly  by  our  ears.  Thy  lord,  we  trust, 
hath  not  been  under  leach's  handling  that 
he  hath  not  unharboured  antler  or  tusk  for 
a  good  month  past  in  our  vicinage." 
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The  Breton,  in  lieu  of  touching  the  Nor- 
man's hand,  faintly  inclined  his  crest. 

"  The  Lord  Eaymond  de  Monthault  is 
well  and  desires  greeting  to  thee.  He 
would  himself  have  ridden  hither  but  the 
tidings  I  am  charged  with  aUow  him  no 
option.    Short  tarriance  can  I  myself  make." 

"Ah!"    said  the   Norman,   "tidings    of* 
weight   indeed  which  thus  shoots  thee  to 
and  fro,  Breton.     Concern  they  me  or  thy 
master  only  ?" 

"  Thee  and  thine ;  every  Picard,  Breton, 
Norman,  holding  land  by  Marchers'  law 
between  Dee  mouth  and  Severn  sound:  If 
ye  would  escape  storm  and  sacking  in  your 
own  nests,  send  east  and  north  to  every  pen- 
non on  the  Marchers'*  roll  ere  the  sun  points 
to  the  noon  on  this  brazen  dial. 

"  And  has  De  Monthault  so  done,"  hastily 
asked  the  Norman. 

"No;  he  has  himself  been  summoned. 
Brandris  de  Mortimer  is  cooped  up  by  the 
men  of  Tegengle." 

"  But  he  marches  not  in  that  direction,  I 
ween,  if  twenty  Mortimers  were  in  mortal 
pass." 
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''  No,  truly :  the  raven  that  flies  above  us 
yonder  flies  beak  eastward ;  the  flap  of  his 
pmions  will  be  heard  to-night  over  fatter 
carrion  than  that  which  has  taken  refuge  in 
Hint  hold.  De  Monthault  stirs  not  a  foot 
to  any  summons  that  calls  him  from  behind 
a  twelve-foot  wall.  Hast  thou  heard  of  the 
slaughter  at  the  Teivy  fort  ?" 

The  Baron  nodded. 
•  "  Well  then  thou  must  know  the  Venedo- 
tian  to  be  out  in  such  force  that  no  strength 
of  masonry  will  bar  his  access   to    every 
chamber  on  the  frontier  line." 

"  Tut,  Breton,  there  will  be  many  a  bar- 
bican between." 

''Neither  portcullis  or  barbican  remain 
in  his  rear,  Gantron  de  Pancevot.  From 
Kilgerran  to  the  Builth  of  De  Breos  they 
have  gone  down  before  him  as  the  sand- 
houses  of  a  child  before  the  rush  of  the 
ocean  wave.  Never  since  St.  Gannon  raised 
the  halleluia  in  Bangor  woods  has  such  an 
irruption  burst  from  the  Snowdon  seigneurie. 
If  thou  survivest  that  raven's  age  thou  wilt 
never  again  hear  the  speech  of  Normandy 
answering  the  sentry's  cry  on  the  crags  of 
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Ceredigion.  It  is  a  cleariiig  a  I'outraiice. 
The  sons  of  the  Cymru  will  be  singing  the  ■ 
slogan  of  their  fathers',  in  their  fstthers' 
tongue,  five  hundred  years  hence  on  the 
lonely  towers  which  heretofore  have  echoed 
with  Norman  clang  and  battailiie.  I  would 
as  soon  expect  the  felled  fir-tree  to  shoot 
anew  as  Norman  suzerainty  ever  again  to 
unroll  its  banner  on  the  winds  of  central 
Wales.  St.  G^eorge  of  Christendom,"  added 
Jarl,  surveying  apparently  for  the  first  time 
the  entire  absence  of  all  preparation  in  the 
Keep,  "  thou  art  but  scantly  dressed  to  meet 
this  hurricane ;  specially  for  one  whose  head 
will  bring  a  thousand  marks  to  the  sword 
that  lops  it." 

And  the  Breton  fixed  his  eye  on  the 
already  unsteady  features  of  his  auditor. 

"  My  head,  Breton,  a  thousand  marks ! 
If  the  rest  of  thy  intelligence  be  no  better 
heraldry  than  this,  mangonel  and  arquebuss 
will  not  ply  for  many  a  day  yet  on  these 
stout  battlements.  Who  is  he  rich  enough 
to  sport  such  diceing  on  G^tron  de  Pance- 
vot's  head  P  Pity  I  cannot,  like  St.  Denis, 
earn  the  guerdon  myself!" 
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"  Scoff  not,  sienr,  for,  by  the  fidth  of  my 
'  soldiership,  I  am  true  newsteller  herein.  Call 
ye  not  this  the  Bishop's  Keep  ?" 

"  WeU." 

"  Was  it  not  here  by  thy  hand  Ambrose 
de  Burgh,  the  Mitre  of  Hereford,  was  so 
msoled  and  fettered  that  what  with  thy 
chains,  what  with  thy  bleeding  of  his  estate, 
bis  anointed  body  sickened  and  died  ere 
scarce  it  entered  cloister  custody  again." 

"  'Tis  false,"  said  the  Baron. 

"  And  men  believe  falsehoods,"  repUed  the 
Breton,  ''  and  act  on  them  too.** 

"  Who  ?  for  instance." 

"  Hubert  de  Burgh,  Ambrose  de  Burgh's 
yoimgest  brother  now  leagued,  gauntlet 
aad  girth,  with  the  Snowdon  Prince,  is  sworn 
on  the  tomb  of  the  Three  Blessed  Kings  of 
Cologne  never  to  sleep  in  house  or  fold  until 
his  heel  has  spumed  the  head  of  his  brother's 
malvoisin,  his  evil  neighbour,  Qantron  de 
Pancevot  of  the  Salop  March.  'Tis  true, 
Norman ;  I  had  it,  as  thou  thyself  may'st 
have  it,  from  the  Cherbury  hermit.  'Tis  a 
common  bruit  in  the  Venetine's  camp." 
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A  swarthy  cloud  settled  on  the  Nonnan's 
face. 

"  Thy  coming  never  boded  me  good," 
muttered  he  to  himself.  "  Hubert  de  Burgh!" 

"  With  more  lances  at  command  than 
thou  could' st,  at  the  best  of  thy  leisure,  rally 
round  thy  person,  De  Pancevot.  Thou  wilt 
need  bulwark  of  proof  and  allies  of  metal 
to  see  thee  clear  through  this  strait.  Yet 
here  is  thy  Keep  as  naked  to  assault  as  the 
hide  of  the  deer  to  the  archer's  shaft.  If 
thou  could'st  ill  sustain  the  attack  of  the 
Venetine,  what  wilt  thou  do  when  this  cru- 
sading gang,  inured  to  breach  and  skilled 
in  every  artifice  of  siege,  combine  against 
thee  ?  Thy  rampart  here  would  be  flat  in  an 
hour ;  thou  need'st  bastions  strong  and  brist- 
ling as  the  towers  of  Monthault  to  ensure 
thy  safety." 

The  Norman  said  slowly, "  Aye,  Monthault 
might  baffle  them,  baffle  them  both,  if  both 
were  to  be  fought  withal." 

"  But  this  is  not  Monthault." 

"  What  says  thy  lord  to  all  this  ?" 

"  Scant  time  to  say  anything :  busy  enough 
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is  he  in  looking  to  his  own.  Not  a  minute 
ha^t  thou  or  he  to  waste  in  deliberation ; 
nevertheless,  if  thou  hast  no  better  prelimi- 
nary, he  desires  thee  to  ride  over  and  consult 
with  him  at  once  on  thine  and  his  emer- 
gencies. But  it  must  be  forthwith.  I  have 
delivered  his  news  and  message,  it  is  for  thee 
to  reply." 

"  And  thou  thyself,  Breton  ?" 

"  A  burning  castle  is  a  heavy  loss,  the  loss 
of  life  heavier.  Were  this  place  tenable,  'twere 
good  for  thee,  better  for  the  Lady  Maud." 

The  Norman  came  to  a  dead  halt  in  his 
walk. 

"  I£  thou  decidest  on  abandoning  it  and 
joining  garrison  in  Monthault,  thou  and 
thine  may  perchance  defy  the  worst;  per- 
chance, I  say,  for  it  will  go  deadly  enough 
with  all  of  us.  But  if  so,  thou  must  resolve 
at  once.  This  time  to-morrow  we  open  no 
portal  albeit  Stephen  of  Blois  himself  im- 
plored admission.  So  says  the  Lord  Bay- 
mond." 

Ix>ng  lasted  the  silence  of  De  Pancevot. 

And  Jarl  had  time  to  observe  that  Bar- 
tron  had  conferred  with  Marion  Sele ;  for  the 
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squire  had  resumed  his  pout  at  the  Breton's 
bridle  in  the  court-yard. 

"Thou  hast  brought  a  foul  embassage 
with  thee,  Jarl  Brooz,"  said  at  last  the  Nor- 
man, "  but  tell  thy  master  1  will  ride  over 
ere  sunset  to  Monthault, — I  and  a  few 
spears  in  escort  on  the  Lady  Maud :  we  shall 
return  at  night-fall;  we  shall  see,  we  shall 
see.  Thy  master's  head  may  advise  me  well 
in  this  dilemna." 

"  Thou  wilt  do  wisely,"  repUed  the  Breton. 
"But  I  outstay  the  hour.  I  will  announce 
thy  coming." 

And  rejecting  any  refection,  the  Breton 
once  more  inclined  his  lofty  plume  and  with 
a  terse  adieu  summoned  his  troopers  and 
turned  again  towards  Monthault. 

The  Norman  waved  his  hand  and  sunk 
into  a  deep  reverie. 

The  presence  of  Hubert  de  Burgh,  his 
hereditary  enemy,  to  whom  he  had  given 
such  just  cause  of  offence  and  retaliatioii, 
was  an  element  he  had  omitted  in  his  calcu- 
lation. The  Bishop's  Keep  was  totally  in- 
adequate to  stem  the  well-tnown  vehemence 
of  the  powerful  battalia  that  would  soon — 
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he  kuew  not  how  soon — appear  before  its 
walls.  Unless  part  of  the  compact  between 
himself  and  the  Venedotian  princes  were 
previously  fnlfilled  no  mercy  would  be  ex- 
tended to  his  property  or  followers.  By  no 
other  means  than  the  absolute  possession 
of  Monthault  Castle,  tmder  the  gift  and 
sanction  of  the  Empress,  could  he  hope  to  be 
secured  against  the  double  peril  that  memced 
his  position.  With  that  his  own  and  De  Mont- 
hault dead,  his  peace  with  Snowdon  would  be 
made.  Snowdon  neuter,  he  could  defy  De 
Burgh.  These  ideas  were  gradually  assuming 
shape  and  substance,  when  up  the  acclivity, 
covering  the  ground  with  the  same  low  rapid 
pace  with  which  he  had  started  from  Caer- 
einion,  the  figure  of  the  runner,  the  messenger 
of  the  Abbot  of  Cymmer,  caught  his  eye. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  man  stood  before 
him. 

The  runner  was  a  short,  round-ribbed; 
muscular  mountaineer,  with  a  vnld  cat-like 
expression  of  features.  His  dress,  a  frock  of 
the  simplest  form  and  coarsest  materials,  was 
&stened  round  his  waist  by  a  hair-belt :  on 
one  side  was  his  knife,   on    the  other  his 
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pouch.  In  the  pouch  was  the  Abbot's  mis- 
sive. His  shoes  or  rather  sandals — for  his 
insteps  were  bare — were  of  untanned  leather. 
No  person  could  have  suspected  the  exist- 
ence of  vanity  within  the  rugged  breast 
exposed  through  the  opening  of  his  garb 
yet  some  feeling  akin  to  it  had  induced  at- 
tention to  his  hair,  which  was  neatly  plaited 
and  rolled  round  the  temples  in  very  pictu- 
resque style. 

De  Pancevot  had  but  one  language — ^the 
Lingua  Victrix — the  Franco-Latin  of  the 
northern  continental  provinces  of  old  Borne, 
which  the  re-conquest  of  Britain  had  again 
made  the  dominant — among  the  Norman 
nobles,  the  only  tongue.  The  runner,  how- 
ever, like  very  many  of  his  countrymen  was 
bilinqual,  conversing  in  either  his  own  or 
the  Norman  tongue  indifferently.  The  Se- 
neschal stood  by. 

•  The  Marcher  surveyed  the  rude  costume 
Mrithout  surprise.  Few  horsemen  could 
overtake  so  expedite  a  figure ;  few  would 
venture  to  pursue  it  beyond  the  outskirts  of 
wood  or  morass :  he  had  seen  such  in  hun- 
dreds in  less  peaceful  occupations  and  knew 
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bj  experience  the  serviceability  of  this  dis* 
embarrassment  from  aU  trappings.  Just 
such  a  javelin  as  the  runner  carried  in  his 
right-hand — keen,  tough,  heavy — the  very 
Pilom,  bequeathed  by  the  Boman  l^onaries 
to  the  Welsh  hills,  had  often  sung  by  his 
own  ear,  often  glanced  in  a  rippling  line  of 
fire  from  his  Spanish  mail.  And  the  runner 
too  with  practised  minuteness  took  in  each 
litUe  particular  connected  with  the  Nor- 
man's person. 

"  Well,  friend,  and  what  part  of  the  world 
oomest  thou  from?  Thou  art  too  lightly 
laden  to  be  from  Hereford  or  Salop?" 

"  I  am  of  Deheubarth,''  replied  the 
Welshman,  "  fix)m  Dyved  which  ye  name 
Pembroke — sworn  vassal  to  the  fief  of  the 
Pane  in  the  Hollow— St.  Dewi  by  the  Sea." 
"  And  what  sends  such  a  bird  as  thee  so 
for  North?" 

"  I  am  runner  to  the  Fane,  and  was  dis- 
patched to  Aberfraw  by  its  Landsman,  Mai- 
gon  of  Aeron." 
"  And  whither  thence  ?" 
"  Thence  I  was  sent  by  the   Lord    of 
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Snowdon,  Ghiffitii  ap  Conan,  to  Cadvan  of 
Caereinion." 

The  Baroa  motioaed  the  Seneschal  away. 

The  nmner  immediatelj  thrust  his  hand 
into  the  pouch. 

"  How  knoweflt  thou  I  am  the  Lord  de 
Pancevot?"  questioned  the  Nonnan. 

"  I  know  BTeiy  Castellan  on  the  Severn 
line ;  I  should  know  thee  in  a  thousand ; 
I  was  a  child  when  De  Monthault  and  tlion 
gutted  the  Powys  House  yonder.  I  carried 
then  the  harp  of  a  Gwentland  bard." 

"  Forget  that,  knave.  Art  thou  from  the 
Abbot  of  Cymmer  ?  " 

The  Welshman  answered  by  depositing 
his  trust  into  the  Norman's  own  hands. 

Scarcely  had  De  Panoevot  perused  its  con- 
tents than  the  floating  ideas  beciune  a  fixed 
determinate  resolve. 

He  pitched  his  purse  to  the  runner,  for 
De  Pancevot  was  a  generous  impulsive  sol- 
dier— coarse,  we  have  said,  but  not  mean. 

"  Here,  Seneschal,"  cried  he ;  and  by 
the  aid  of  another  cup  of  wine  and  sundry 
efforts  at  penmanship,  very  like  lances  and 
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tents,  the  Norman  wrote,  if  not'  a  very 
literary,  certainly  a  most  intelligible  reply, 
on  the  back  of  the  Abbot's  parchment,  to 
the  Abbot's  letter. 

''  Thou  hast  able  legs,"  observed  the  Nor- 
man. ''  What  is  the  greatest  space  they 
have  ever  traversed  between  simrise  and 
sundown." 

The  mnner  held  up  his  ten  fingers.  "  So 
many  tens  of  miles.  There  lives  not  the 
steed  could  do  it  nor  Saxon  either." 

"  Mark  me,  vassal,"  said  the  Norman, 
rising.  ''  The  sun  is  high  above  us ;  the 
Lygan  convent  is  a  crow«flight  of  some 
twenty  miles  hence.  K  thou  canst  deliver 
this  charge  before  the  vesper  bell  rings  into 
tibe  Abbot's  reading,  come  back  hither  or 
elsewhere,  and  on  the  word  of  a  Norman 
baron  thou  shalt  fill  that  pouch  of  thine 
with  silver  pieces." 

The  Welshman  looked  upward — ^then  west- 
ward. 

"  I  must  pass  by  Monthault,"  said  he : 
"  the  Monthault  scouts  are  out  by  ford  and 
biake.    I  spied  the  Crimson  Crest  but  now." 

"  And  what  of  that,"  asked  the  Marcher 
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sharply.  "  There's  the  peace  of  the  Chiirch 
proclaimed  this  three  months  gone  between 
Monthault  and  Caereinion." 

"  I  am  of  Deheubarth,"  quietly  observed 
the  Welshman.  "  The  Lord  Monthault 
would  truss  me,  as  a  kite  the  fermer's 
capon,  for  carrying  parchments  in  his  do- 
main." 

"  There's  truth  in  that,"  said  De  Pance- 
vot.     "  What  is  thy  name?" 

"  Rhydderch  ap  Jestyn." 

"  Then  take  thou  this,"  said  the  Norman, 
removing  one  of  his  signet  rings,  "  find 
me  wherever  thou  wilt,  I  will  ransom  it  with 
thy  pouch-fuU  of  silver  twice  over.  Art 
thou  satisfied  ?" 

"  By  St.  Dewi,  all  that  mortal  strength 
and  speed  can  do  I  will  do,"  pronmed  the 
runner,  depositing  the  signet  in  De  Pance- 
vot's  purse  and  both  in  the  pouch." 

"  Away  then  and  remember,"  cried  De 
Pancevot,  pointing  with  rare  condescension 
to  the  wine.  But  the  runner  shook  his 
head,  tightened  his  belt,  and  with  a  salute 
of  his  javelin  shot  once  more  like  a  swallow 
under  the  half-raised  portcullis. 
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The  note  of  preparation  soon  echoed 
through  the  Keep,  much  to  the  gratification 
of  the  weather-beaten  caustic  Seneschal, 
whose  directions  tended  to  create  more  con- 
fusion than  they  allayed.  But  the  old 
campaigner  entertained  a  high  opinion  of 
the  influence  of  De  Monthault  over  his 
master's  mind.  Once  outside  the  port  he  was 
pretty  confident  the  unprecedented  devotion- 
fit  with  which  De  Pancevot  had  been  visited 
would  evaporate.  He  busied  himself,  there- 
fore, in  superintending  the  necessary  arrange- 
ments and  though  rather  aghast  at  the  nimi- 
ber  of  the  men  ordered  out  by  the  Marcher 
for  escort,  soon  reconciled  himself  to  it  by 
the  consideration,  that  as  the  Lady  Maud 
was  included  in  the  cortege,  her  body-guard, 
when  flying  parties  of  the  enemy  might  at 
that  moment  be  infesting  the  adjacent  fast- 
nesses, could  not  be  too  strong  or  too  weU 
caparisoned.  To  the  latter  point  De  Pan- 
cevot seemed  to  attend  with  superfluous 
anxiety;  but  then  thought  the  Seneschal, 
"they  will  have  to  stand  comparison  with 
the  proud  De  Monthault's.''  The  Marcher 
himself  donned  his  costliest  suit  and  now 
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was  fairly  in  action  the  indecision  of  Iiis 
aracter  vanished :  a  more  intrepid  soldier, 
ire  up  to  his  work>  better  master  of  his 
siness,  more  alert  or  adroit,  the  Seneschal 
lieved  existed  not  in  England.  He  ob- 
rved  him  speak  again  taii  again  to  a  few 
ofidential  officers  and  privates  -.  surprise  or 
nbt  lingered  on  their  &ceB  when  the 
archer  had  ended  but  no  hesitation  per- 
ded  the  bluff,  bold  features  of  the  Warden 
mself.  The  trumpet  sounded  cheerily  j 
e  Lady  Maud,  tended  by  the  treacherous 
tie  damsel,  Marion  Sele,  mounted  her 
Ifrey  at  the  barbican.  A  high,  distant, 
QtemptuouB  spirit  was  the  Lady  Hand; 
e  scarcely  accepted,  she  but  tolerated  ser- 
le ;  aware  that  her  hoad  had  been  solicited 
:  Giiadere,  whom  she  cordially  detested, 
e  yet  did  not  regret  that  the  coolness 
lich  the  rejection  had  caused  between  the 
-0  Barons  was  about  to  give  way  to  better 
ilings.  The  tournaments  at  Monthault, 
len  given,  were  inferior  in  guests  and 
^nificence  to  none  in  the  West.  Heserved 
d  feared  as  the  Baron  was,  his  euei^  and 
icompromising  character,  qualities  in  those 
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disordered  and  lawless  days  of  singular  at- 
traction, easily  filled  liis  towers  with  com- 
peers of  his  own  rank.  Then,  odious  as 
Guadere  was,  much  as  she  scorned  the  loutish 
Peers,  the  knightly  Banulph  was  not  entirely 
distastefiil  as  a  companion ;  he  had  his  own 
fortunes  to  achieve,  'twas  true — ^neither  terri- 
toiy  nor  superior  eminence  would  follow  his 
affections — ^but  he  was  better  than  the  mo- 
notony of  solitude.  They  were,  too,  play- 
mates of  old,  so  the  restoration  of  the  ancient 
understanding,  which  this  sudden  exchange 
of  visits  appeared  to  indicate,  brightened 
the  brow  and  soothed  the  hauteur  of  the 
Lady  Maud.  She  addressed  remarks  and 
kind  ones  too  to  the  youthful  soldier  that, 
on  this  occasion,  acted  as  her  page :  ruddy, 
frank  and  bUthesome,  the  stripling  performed 
his  devoirs  with  all  the  heartiness  and  grace 
of  boyhood.  At  the  signal,  the  larger  draw- 
bridge descended,  the  Norman  placed  him- 
self in  advance,  the  cavalcade  moved  slowly 
over;  up  again  rose  the  bridge  and  like  a 
Yolmninous  and  sparkling  serpent  the  Mar- 
cher and  his  regiment  gUded  from  the  sight 
of  the  Seneschal  into  the  green  recesses  of 
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tiie  wood.  He  was  about  to  capture  Mon- 
thaultl 

Far  away  on  the  hill,  a  Bolitaiy  horse- 
man might  also  have  been  seen.  It  was 
Bartron  the  Breton,  spurring  from  Jarl 
Bronz  to  Trentham  de  Argentine  and  his 
sixty  crusaders  at  Pontesbury. 

Jarl,  for  his  part,  was  about  to  capture 
the  Bishop's  Keep. 
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CHAPTEE  VI, 


THE   SAXON   SERF. 


SoEKLT  perplexed  were  the  ruling  mUitary 
caste  of  Britain — ^Neustrians,  Francigense^ 
Normans — ^to  discover  an  indisputably  right- 
ful title  to  the  land  they  had  conquered. 
Sometimes  they  simply  quoted  the  sword 
bat  the  sword  had  two  edges ;  if  true,  the 
citation  was  impolitic :  the  Saxon  could  still 
handle  the  bill  and  the  glaire  with  some  effect 
provided  a  spark  of  patriotic  fire  could  be  in* 
trodnced  into  the  damp,  sluggish  magazine 
of  his  constitution.  The  fens  were  still  fast- 
nesses, the  memory  of  their  solitary  Patriot 
Hereward  both  a  shame  and  a  pride  in  the 
sulky,  isolated  mansions  of  the  Eastern  and 
Central  Thanes.  The  name,  too,  by  which 
the  Normans  themselves  designated  the  result 

I  a 
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the  Bastard's  invasion  somewhat  repu- 
ited  the  idea  of  mere  force ;  in  medieval 
itin,"  Britannia  Conqoisita,"  was  not  "Bri- 
inia  Victa ;"  the  acquisition  or  annexation 
Britain  did  not  yet  necrasarily  infer  "  Bri- 
n  vanquished."  Few  therefore  but  the 
)8t  inconsiderate  and  truth-speaking — the 
fn  that  went  by  facts,  not  phraseologies — 
ited  their  rights  on  nothing  but  the  cold 
!el :  no,  the  sword  was  not  the  title  merely 
a  vindicator  of  the  title.  Sometimes — for 
B  basis  shifted  wonderfully  according  to  the 
lei^ncies  of  the  impending  storm — the 
rme  right  of  the  sainted  Confessor  to  be- 
eath  his  people  and  kingdom  as  entirely 
I  domestic  utensils  to  whomsoever  his 
tasure  dictated  was  advanced  with  telling 
ect.  Here  was  a  plain  principle  asserted, 
iieUigible,  if  not  correct ;  it  was  aUo  an 
ffgumentum  ad  verecundiam — the  rever- 
ce  of  the  Sason  mind  for  the  Monarch- 
nt  stopping  Uttle  short  of  idolatry.  But  if 
is,  suggested  at  another  and  dissimil^  junc- 
re,  carried  the  kingly  prerogative  inconve- 
;ntly  far,  the  hereditary  principle  remained 
strong  card  in  reserve ;  forth  then  came 
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the  sentence,  "Sancti  Edvardi  germanus 
heres  Gulielmns."  Cousin,  therefore,  in  de- 
fault of  nearer  blood  heir — ^though  the  words 
that  followed  Gxdiehnns  "  vir  strenuns,  for- 
tis,  bellicosns/'  might  be  taken  to  indicate 
the  Bastard's  own  conceptions  on  the  subject. 
If  these  foundations  were  felt  to  reel — if  the 
superstructure  required  a  buttress,  then,  as  a 
dernier  resort  came  in  that  universal  referee, 
donor,  adjudicator,  the  staunchest  and  in  a 
pinch  the  most  unscrupulous  friend  the 
Norman  race  ever  possessed,  the  Pontifez 
Summus  of  Borne ;  with  a  text  of  Scripture 
dreadMly  mutilated  in  one  hand;  in  the 
other,  the  same  text  dreadfrilly  misinter- 
preted and  misapplied  in  the  gift — ^wisely 
conditional,  still  a  gift — of  the  realm  of 
Britain,  afi  a  spiritual  fief  of  the  Apostolic 
See,  to  his  belligerent  son  in  the  Faith. 
Ever  thus  were  the  Norman  lance  and  the 
Soman  crosier  accommodating  each  other, 
understanding  each  other,  manoeuvring  into 
each  other's  purposes.  But  this  last  device, 
though  the  most  potent,  was  a  spell  the  terms 
of  which  nothing  short  of  extremity  could 
induce  the  secular  crown  of  Roland  to  accept. 
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Rather  than  avow  such  Pontifical  vassalage 
as  its  sole  title  in  honesty,  it  often  preferred 
to  risk  the  chance  of  downright  rebellion  in 
its  subjects ;  then,  again,  aubmission  to  the 
pontiff  woiild  be  confessed  with  singular  in- 
consistency in  the  very  next  proclamation.  A 
papal  grant  would  thus  be  the  only  vindica- 
tion assigned  for  taking  possession  of  Ireland 
or  of  the  lowlands  of  Wales  or  of  Scotland. 
The.poli(^  of  Rome  profesaing  to  be  an 
eternal  waHare  in  this  world  gainst  Satan 
and  the  gates  of  hell,  content  to  abide  the 
final  triumph  in  another  existence,  enjoyed 
vast  advanti^s  over  any  scheme  which  rehed 
solely  on  mere  success  for  h\unan  acceptance 
or  recognition.  To  the  latter  defeat  was 
death — to  the  former  nothing  but  what  it 
was  expressly  oi^anized  to  meet,  survive, 
-overcome ;  it  claimed  crucifixion  as  its  type, 
resurrection  as  its  necessary  and  inherent 
power;  from  the  grave  itself  it  aspired  the 
Heavens.  The  fluctuating  measures  of  tem- 
poral courts,  incessantly  changing  both  their 
authors  and  designs,  could  therefore  ill  cope 
in  the  long  run  with  such  singleness  of 
intention—- such  superiority  in  the  principle 
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of  action,  whatever  the  actions  themselves 
might  be,  as  distinguished  the  poUcy  of  the 
Vatican.  The  Norman,  therefore,  in  com- 
mon with  the  Regalities  on  the  continent, 
was  always  swaying  to  and  fro— now  an 
obedient  child  at  the  feet,  now  a  very 
Absalom  in  arms  under  the  ban  of  his  spi-* 
ritual  Suzerain.  The  nomenclature,  of  course, 
under  these  circumstances,  was  of  the  sim- 
plest therefore  the  most  comprehensible 
kind ;  the  grossly  illiterate  could  understand 
both  the  logic  and  the  terms.  Rome 
throughout  the  West  was  acknowledged  as 
the  sole  Church — the  sole  kingdom  of  God 
and  his  Christ;  to  deny  this  in  any  of  its 
forms  or  deductions  was  heresy.  From  heresy 
the  Norman  shrunk  as  from  the  blackest 
dishonour — the  sight  of  a  heretic  was  poison 
to  his  blood — no  greater  insult  could  attaint 
his  name  than  the  supposition  of  disloyalty  of 
the  souL  What  he,  the  Norman !  the  great 
Convert  of  the  North — ^the  Cathedral  builder 
— the  very  Standard-bearer  of  the  cross — the 
Grosader  par  excellence — ^the  shield  of  the 
temple— he  whose  ancestors,  whose  father 
and  brother  had  died  by  "  the  will  of  God 
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for  the  Holy  Sepulchre" — ^who  dare  say  "He- 
retic "  to  the  Norman  ?  Soul  first,  heart  after- 
wards — to  the  church  and  his  king — ^he  was 
loyaote  itself.  -When  Borne,  therefore,  de- 
nounced whoever  renounced  her  as  a  son  of 
perdition — when  she  disinherited  him  &om 
the  fdture  glory — when  she  proceeded  agunst 
him  as  an  ally  and  subordinate  of  the  dark 
Enemy — all  understood  the  premises,  neiurly 
all  admitted  both  premises  and  conclusions. 
The  people  would  hear  her  sentence  issued 
against  some  mighly  baron  at  the  market 
cross — they  would  listen  with  awe  to  the 
dentmciation  of  a  man  in  whose  presence  the 
boldest  of  themselves  trembled — ^but  who 
reads  it?  Father  Guthlac.  The  parents, 
relatives,  iriends  of  Father  Guthlac,  are  au- 
ditors and  spectators.  Father  Guthlac  is 
one  of  themselves.  And  who  has  issued  it  ? 
The  Pope.  And  the  Pope,  every  one  knows, 
is  the  son  of  ui  old  vine-dresser  in  Gascony. 
The  Pope,  too,  is  one  of  themselves.  So 
the  masses  pride  themselves  on  having  an 
emperor  and  aristocracy  of  their  own — ^they 
are  elevated — they  are  represented — ^the 
power  of  their  representatives  is  their  own 
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power;  it  must,  therefore,  be  maintained 
and  honoured.  It  waa  exceedingly  perilous, 
therefore,  to  augment  the  moral  influence  of 
a  potency  to  which  the  democracy  from  sym- 
pathy, the  aristocracy  from  the  &ct  of  race 
and  antecedents,  were  already  devoted.  Hence, 
as  we  observed,  the  Papacy  was  usually  the 
last  resort  of  the  really  able  and  reflecting 
princes  of  the  Neustrian  line  in  their  sundry 
difficulties.  Neither,  indeed,  did  it  solve  the 
Texata  quaestio.  William  might  be  heir 
hereditary  or  heir  adopted  of  the  Confessor ; 
the  Apostolic  See  might  endorse  his  title,  but 
what  right  had  these  hosts  of  Normans,  his 
followers,  in  Britain?  by  what  right  did 
they  "conquirant  terram?"  This  was  a 
dilemma,  for  extrication  from  which  they 
resorted  to  a  brilliant  invention  the  details 
of  which  may  be  found  in  the  republication 
of  the  "  laws  of  the  Confessor,"  by  his  afore- 
said *'  strenuous  and  bellicose  "  cousin.  The 
ecclesiastic  who  supplied  it  was  deeply  versed 
in  other  qualities  besides  the  credulity  of 
human  nature.  From  whatever  authorities 
extracted  the  satisfaction  it  afforded  the 
consciences  of  the  Conqueror,  his  comites, 
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and  vice-comites  was  complete.  The  state- 
ment is  curious  as  evidence  of  what  was 
oniTersaUj  believed  to  be  veritable  hifltoiy 
in  those  days  of  limited  knowledge  but 
decisive  action.  Its  historical  enunciatJon 
is  soon  explained. 

The  greater  and  certainly  best  disciplined 
portion  of  the  expedition  which  landed  for  the 
Conquest  at  Pevensey  were  volunteers  from 
Bret-agne.  The  Breton  traditions  had  al- 
ready superseded  those  of  the  North  in  the 
Korraan  mind.  Arthur  had  dethroned  and 
discrowned  Boland.  If  the  war-song  of  the 
latter  still  retained  popularity,  the  deeds  and 
character  of  the  former,  as  coloured  and 
magnified  by  the  Breton  imagination,  bad 
become  the  ideals  of  the  Norman  minstrelsy. 
The  Bretons,  therefore — themselves  in  every 
point  British — might  well  consider  the  re- 
sult with  reference  chiefly  to  their  own  posi- 
tion and  descent ;  to  them  it  was  "  Britain 
regained ;"  their  Norman  allies  might  judi- 
ciously concw  in  the  modified  sentiment 
which  the  phrase  expressed.  The  complete 
and  absorbing  way,  indeed,  in  which  the 
Norman  identified  himself  with  the  British 
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period  of  romaace  and  chivalry,  as  personified 
in  the  hero  of  his  tronveres,  the  medisval 
Arthur,  not  only  proves  how  much  the  Bre- 
ton element  predominated  in  the  conquering 
army  hut  it  also  accounts  for  the  ease  and 
rapidiiy  with  which  they  hecame  naturalized 
in  Britain,  consigning  Normandy  itself  to 
comparative  negleet  and  oblivion.  They 
regarded  "  The  Island "  as  their  ancient 
home.  The  Conquest  was  its  recovery  firom 
their  old,,  inveterate,  immemorial  enemy,  the 
Saxon.  The  standard-bearer  of  William 
would,  therefore,  erect  his  castle  by  the 
Severn  and  call  it  after  the  name  of  his 
hereditary  fortress  in  Bretagne,  *'  Mont  de 
Kymru  or  Monl^mery,"  with  no  other 
sensation  than  such  as  attended  a  descend- 
ant's return  from  banishment,  once  more 
snooeeding  to  his  own  family  domain.  From 
the  same  feeling  of  identity  with  the  Arthu- 
rian Britons,  alliances,  though  rarely  conde- 
scended to  by  the  Norman  caste  with  the 
Saxon,  were  immediately  and  intimately 
contracted  with  the  chieftains  of  the  Welsh 
hills.  The  Norman,  Flantagenet  and 
Snowdon  lineage  ran  frequently  in  the  same 
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veins,  though  the  localities  of  the  individnsls 
themselves  might  be  as  far  apart  as  the  two 
seas.  The  Norfolk  duke,  whose  rebellion  a 
few  years  after  the  Conqaest  was  within 
an  inch  of  unseating  the  Conqueror,  involv- 
ing half  the  aristocru^  in  its  goilt,  was  the 
sou  of  a  Princess  of  Deheabarth  or  South 
"Wales.  The  ambassadress  between  Snow- 
don  and  London  was  often  the  wife  or 
daughter  of  the  former,  the  sister  or  daugh- 
ter of  the  latter  Crown.  Half  the  Ijord 
Marchers  were  Korman  or  Breton  by  the 
father's,  Briton  or  Welsh  by  the  mother's 
side ;  these  had  the  reputation,  justly  or  not, 
of  being  the  most  turbulent  and  re&actory 
of  all  the  English  nobility.  These  alliances 
continued  to  multiply  until,  in  a  few  gene- 
rations, the  SQGCrasion  to  the  Snowdon 
crown  itself  devolved  de  jure  through  the 
female  line  upon  first  the  Mortimers  and 
secondly  the  reigning  dynasty  in  England : 
the  last  two  native  princes  descended  &om  a 
natural  son  of  Llewellyn  the  Great  being 
rather  elective  than  hereditary  monarchs. 
To  the  same  cause  is  to  be  attributed  the 
facihty  with  which  the  Norman  barons  from 
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Be  Montfoii  to  BnckiBgham  sacoeeded  in 
levying  forces  and  reinforcements  in  Wales ; 
the  readiness  with  which  the  Welsh  threw 
themselyes,  under  the  Edwaids  and  Henrys^ 
into  the  continental  wars ;  the  &ct  that,  con- 
trary to  the  Scotch  and  Irish,  though  at  home 
they  were  always,  more  or  less,  at  blows 
with  their  English  neighbours  yet  abroad 
they  never  could  be  induced  to  act  against 
them.  Poor,  hardy,  and  warlike  they  were 
inTaluable  mercenaries,  but  it  was  always 
under  the  London  king,  the  Norman  baron, 
side  by  side  with  the  Saxon  soldier — ^never 
against  them — ^that  they  fought  and  bled. 
The  principle  of  the  ''  One  Kingdom"  of 
Britain,  however  much  they  took  the  liberty 
of  quarrelling  in  it,  was  too  sacred  in  their 
estimation  to  be  violated  "  out  of  it'*  With 
two  historical  exceptions  therefore  easily 
explicable,  the  Cambrian,  always  two  with 
the  Saxon  on  his  own  frontier,  was  always 
one  with  him  everywhere  else.  The  Welsh 
auxiliaries  for  this  reason  figure  largely  in 
the  campaigns,  domestic  and  foreign,  of  the 
English  kings.  As  light  infantry,  their 
services  could  not  be  too  highly  appreciated. 
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In  combination  with  the  English  archety 
they  acted  with  dreadiul  effect  both  in  the 
engagements  and  pursuits  at  Creasy,  Poic- 
tiers,  Agincoiirt,  Vemueil  and  the  battles 
which  prostrated  Scotland  at  the  mercy  of 
the  First  and  Third  Edwards.  The  estima- 
tion in  which  they  were  held  was  propor- 
tionate to  their  merit  nor  were  the  guerdons 
they  asked  and  received  of  a  nature  to  gra- 
tify  ambition  or  provoke  malignancy. 
Howell  of  the  Battle-axe,  in  high  words 
with  the  Black  Fiince  about  bis  right  as  a 
man  of  Arvon  to  occupy  the  place  of  honour 
in  the  approaching  conflict  of  Foictiers  would 
be  humoured  as  an  eccentric  mountaineer; 
when  the  same  motmtaineer  captured  the 
French  king,  saving  his  life  at  the  risk  of  his 
own,  and  after  serious  deliberation  will  accept 
no  more  solid  recompense  than  being  daily 
in  his  Tremadoc  Castle  served  with  twelve 
dishes — six  for  himself,  six  for  his  soldiers 
or  the  poor,  in  privileged  state  with  the 
famous  Battle-axe  displayed  by  his  side — the 
barons,  if  they  laugh,  do  not  envy — the 
Prince  and  Howell  are  equally  satisfied. 
This  prior  amalgamation  of  race  and  feeling 
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— everywhere,  as  we  have  implied,  except  at 
home  realized  in  miity  of  action — prepared 
the  way  more  than  any  political  measures 
for  the  tranquil  incorporation  of  the  two 
nations.  The  &ct  of  its  existence  may  have 
suggested  the  extraordinary  appeal  made 
and  the  claims  established  upon  it  by  the 
Conqueror,  on  behalf  of  his  Northmen  or 
Norwegians  and  his  Bretons.  The  exten- 
sion of  his  claims  to  the  limits  of  Arthur's 
imaginary  empire-over  Norway.  Sweden, 
Denmark  to  the  bounds  of  Bussia — ^is  no  less 
suggestive  of  his  unbounded  self-confidence 
than  of  his  mastery  of  the  popular  beliefs 
and  convictions.  The  whole  document  sha- 
dows forth  the  policy  which  his  successors 
carried  out  with  more  or  less  doggedness 
and  success, — a  scheme  not  yet  completed, 
not  unworthy  to  be  even  now  verified.* 

''  The  court  of  the  Lord  King/'  asserts 
this  royal  muniment,  "  must  always  be  held 
in  London*  For  London  was  of  old  founded 
and  built  in  the  very  manner  and  to  the 
model  and  memory  of  ancient  Troy  the 
Great,  and  to  this  day  contains  within  itself 
the  laws,  statutes,  dignities,  liberties,  and 

^  Preface  to  the  Laws  of  Edward  the  Confeflsor. 
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royal  cnstomfi  of  the  great  and  ancient  Troy. 
In  it  therefore,  must  be  held  the  royal 
court  and  in  it  kept  all  the  decrees  of  the 
Crown,  no  matter  where  the  Sovereign  him- 
self may  be,  for  London  is  the  head  of  the 
Bealm  and  of  the  Laws."  Then  it  proceeds 
to  declare  "what  nations  have  the  legal 
right  to  naturalization  and  residence  in  the 
realm  of  Britain." 

"  First,  the  Bretons  of  Armorica  are  en> 
titled  to  reception  and  protection  in  this 
realm,  whenever  they  come,  as  excellent 
citizens.  They  are  of  the  blood  of  the 
Britons  of  this  realm  and  oat  of  the  body  of 
this  realm  they  went  forth.  Secondly,  the 
Goths,  whenever  they  come,  are  entitled  to  ' 
the  same  reception ;  they  are  sworn  brothers, 
relatives  and  rightful  citizens  of  the  State, 
one  race  and  nature  with  the  Angles.  So 
before  now  decreed  Ina  the  first  crowned 
king  of  the  Angles  and  Britons.  He  mar- 
ried Qnala,  from  whom  the  land  once  called 
Cambria  is  now  called  Wales  or  Gallia. 
With  her  he  received  in  dowry  Wales, 
Cornwall  and  the  blessed  crown  of  Britain, 
last  worn  by  Cadwallader  'nitimns  Britannise 
Bex.'    Thus  all  the  Saxons  after  his  example 
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took  British  and  all  the  British  took  Saxon 
wives— so  also  did  Scotland  in  the  North — 
thus  the  whole  realm  became  of  two  one 
flesh.  Now  of  this  Blessed  Crown,  so  inhe- 
rited, these  realms  following  are  also  de  jure 
appendages.  For  Arthur  that  most  renowned 
King  of  Britain,  that  valiant  hero  and  il- 
lustrious general,  not  content  with  this  mere 
realm  of  Britain,  subjugated  to  it  all  Scan- 
dinavia, now  called  Norway  and  all  the  Isles 
beyond  and  around  Norway  ;  Iceland,  Green- 
land, Snochord,  Ireland,  Gothland,  Dacia, 
Semdand,  Winland,  Courland,  Boe,  Finland, 
Wireland,  Flandria,  Cherrela,  Lappa  and  all 
other  countries  and  islands  of  the  seas  to 
the  east  as  fieur  as  Bussia.  In  Lapland  he 
placed  the  eastern  boundary-stones  of  the 
British  empire.  Fierce  nations  were  they — 
hard  to  be  conquered — Shaving  no  love  for 
God  or  their  neighbours,  as  it  is  written, 
'out  of  the  North  cometh  every  evil.'  But 
Arthur  was  the  best  of  Christians  and  com- 
pelled them  to  be  baptized,  to  adore  the  one 
God,  to  accept  and  guard  inviolably  the  one 
&ith  of  Christ.  At  which  time  the  chiefs 
of  Norway  took  wives  of  the  noble  blood  of 
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Britain,  for  which  reason  the  Northmen 
protest  themselves  of  one  race  with  this 
realm.  For  Arthur  obtained  from  the  Lord 
Pope  and  from  the  Boman  Senate  that 
Norway  should  constitute,  in  perpetuity,  part 
integral  of  the  Crown  of  Britain ;  therefore, 
he  used  to  cajl  it '  Camera  Britannia.'  There- 
fore, say  the  Nori^hmen,  they  have  a  right  to 
settle  in  this  kingdom :  far  indeed  do  they 
prefer  it  to  their  own.  For  their  own  is 
arid,  sterile,  mountainoos,  with  com  lands 
only  here  and  there ;  but  this  is  opulent, 
fertile,  here  the  cereals  and  all  other  pro- 
ductions grow  abmidantly.  To  effect  this 
object  most  atrocious  wars  have  been  at 
times  carried  on  between  the  Northmen  and 
the  English ;  numbers  innumerable  on  either 
side  slain.  At  last  they  became  confederate 
with  us  by  Sacrament,  by  marriagra,  by 
affinities,  so  at  last  King  Edward  the  good, 
our  relative,  that  most  excellent  son  of  peace, 
by  national  consent  conceded  to  them  the 
privilege  they  claimed  in  ftdl." 

"  For  which  reasons  the  aforesaid  nations, 
the  Bretons  of  Armorica.  the  Goths  of  Ger- 
many and  the  Normans  of  the  North,  have 
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both  the  right  and  power  to  settle  in  this 
reahn,  as  our  sworn  and  acknowledged 
brothers  in  descent  and  hlood,  of  the  One 
Grown  of  Britain." 

The  religions  traditions  which  contributed 
80  cogently  to  mould  the  character  of  the 
Venedotian,  we  here  find  in  but  a  slightly 
modified  form  penetrating  both  the  mind 
md  policy  of  the  Norman.  The  Breton  had 
already  made  him  unequiTocally  British.  The 
Saxon  period  is  only  alluded  to  in  confirma- 
tion of  the  original  proposition.  The  ideas 
advanced,  the  scheme  adumbrated,  are  of  a 
time  and  faith  long  anterior  to  the  Heptarchy, 
miming  through  the  Boman  Domination  to 
the  dim  and  mysterious  fatalities  of  the  East. 
London  is  Troy;  the  liberties  of  the  city 
are  not  Saxon  but  Trojan.  It  is  not  the 
sovereign  but  London  that  constitutes  the 
&ct  of  a  court ;  it  is  not  the  sovereign,  but 
London  that  is  the  "  caput  legum."  The 
sanctity  of  its  site,  its  antiquity,  its  oriental 
modelling,  is  such  that  out  of  it  can  neither 
the  national  councils  be  held  or  the  laws 
initiated.  It  is  both  the  centre  and  head, 
in  its  own  right,  of  the  whole  empire. 

VOL.  I.  K 
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Similarly,  the  fhtore  existence  of  an  on- 
nited  dominion,  figoring  fortii  by  an  array 
'  all  coontries  from  Greenland  to  Bussia 
le  resuscitation  of  the  Arthurian  monarchy, 
omed  bodily  before  the  Norman  imagina>- 
>n.  The  Breton  had  taught  him  this 
liversality  as  the  inevitable  destiny  of 
ritain :  finnly  he  beUeved  it :  firmly  inau- 
irated  himself  on  the  throne  and  in  the 
■erogatives  of  the  "  blessed  Crown  of  Bri- 
in."  The  German  or  Goth,  the  Breton, 
,e  Scandinavian,  he  would  band  t(^ther  in 
le  sworn  brotherhood :  the  rest  of  the 
arid  he  defied  or  considered  by  some  vague 
it  convinCLDg  ratiocination,  his  own — only 
.  present  l^y  were  ahenated,  he  was  for  a 
me  disinherited.  The  Yenedotian  believed 
:actly  the  same  bnt  in  the  mean  time  the 
reto-Norman  most  be  pleased  to  keep  to 
6  own  side  of  the  Severn.  If  he  thought 
laly  or  Sicily  or  Palestine  had  belonged 
>  Arthur,  he  was  justified  in  reclaiming 
lem :  he  wotdd  back  him  as  in  iaith  and 
ity  bonnd  anywhere  but  in  "Wyllt  "Wallia:" 
lat  land  the  "  words  of  the  Angel,"  had  ap- 
"opriated  in  perpetuity  to  the  Cymru :  till 
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Aitlmr  came  back  again  or  the  great  empire 
was  realized,  the  Cymra  alone  would  remain 
the  tongae  and  children  of  the  hills. 

It  is  for  those  philosophers  who  pretend 
to  account  for  all  phenomena  to  explain 
how  a  thousand  years  before  Britain  rose 
from  a  second-rate  state  or  London  could  be 
dignified  with  the  name  of  city,  these  pro- 
found creeds  in  the  ultimate  magnificence 
a&d  power  of  both  realm  and  city  formed 
part  of  the  most  sacred  convictions  of  the 
British  and  subsequently  of  the  Breto-Nor- 
man  mind.  The  same  faith,  with  reference 
to  Bome,  pervaded  the  early  Bomans.  In 
both  cases  the  faith  has  been  substantiated 
— 4he  belief  verified.  How  in  either  it  ori- 
ginated— how  it  became  deepened  and  ex- 
tended— ^what  connexion  existed  between  its 
divme  and  terrestrial  agents  of  inspiration 
and  fiilfilment — ^must  at  present  be  left 
amongst  the  impenetrable  arcana  of  a  higher 
government  than  man's.  Sufficient  is  it  for 
such  as  ourselves  that  the  ancient  faith  has 
become  the  modem  fitct. 

For  the  rest,  the  application  of  this  theory 
of  confratemity — like    similar    hypotheses 
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LIT  own  experience — told  at  present  all 
de.  The  GU)th,  or  Saxon,  had  eojoyed 
uitages — ^now,  in  their  torn,  ensued 
Ivantagefl,  of  co-settlement.  Few  of 
:ained  possession  of  their  hereditary 
» :  from  a  large  proportion,  even  be- 
last  junction  of  the  Breton  and 
interests,  they  had  already  been 
by  the  Blade  Dane.  Between  the 
Forth  and  the  Homber  Banish  blood 
ut  superseded  the  Saxon.  The  West- 
tds,  depopulated  of  their  former  in- 
s  by  their  sanguinary  incursioDS,  had 
peopled  by  colonies  of  their  own; 
«rritory  of  Deu^or  Northumberland 
[rely  passed  away  into  their  hands. 
st,  from  the  0yde  to  the  Mers^, 
ded  between  them  and  the  primitive 
never  expelled  fipom  these  natural 
s.  The  languages  and  races  were 
»ming  united,  Cumberland  or  the 
Qf  the  Kymra,"  still  constituting  an 
independency  within  which  the  Dane 
oming  rapidly  naturalized,  transfer- 
3  it  mudi  of  his  habits,  more  of  his 
a  language  and  superstitions.     In 
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the  South  the  Exe  was  the  boundary  of  the 
Saxon  dialect;  the  same  fiision,  however, 
which  was  progressing  in  the  North  between 
the  Briton  and  the  Dane  was  proceeding 
between  the  aborigmal  race  of  ComwaU  and 
the  subjects  of  the  West-Saxon  monarchy, 
the  old  supremacy  of  which  is  yet  cited  as 
non-defunct  in  cotemporaiy  annals.  Corn- 
wall continued  wholly  British,  the  seat  of 
repeated  sedition  and  treasonous  communica- 
tions with  the  continent.  In  the  remainder 
of  England  the  Norman  was  paramount,  the 
Saxon '' jarl,"  or  nobleman  extinct,  the  masses 
reduced  to  villeinage — one  out  of  ten  pre- 
sented with  fireedom,  that  is,  the  privilege  of 
bearing  arms  in  the  service  of  their  lord. 
Such  as  were  not  emancipated  took  to  a 
weapon  not  included  within  the  proper  cate- 
gory of  "firee  arms."  The  bow,  not  the 
foot-lance,  as  in  North  Wales  and  Scotland, 
became  the  national  instrument  of  English 
warfiure.  The  archers  of  Gwentland  alone 
oould  compete  with  the  Saxon  '*  villein "  in 
the  use  of  this  destructive  weapon.  The 
state  of  the  Saxon  was  thus  in  every  aspect 
depressed  and  desperate;  with  little  fellow 
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eeling  for  the  cognate  Dane,  he  was  in 
ipen  hostility  with  the  great  British  ele- 
aent  in  the  "West,  in  abject  serfdom  under 
he  Norman  tyranny  in  Central  and  Sonthem 
Sngbnd.  It  is  long,  therefore,  before  a 
iaxon  name  emerges  above  the  monotony  of 
rassalage  to  the  dignity  of  history — ^their 
rery  language  became  synonimous  «rith  de- 
piadation ;  the  mountaineer's  "usnal  reply" 
—the  spirit  of  which  still  lingers  in  the  re- 
jesses  and  wilds  of  "Wales — "dim  Sassenach,"  * 
lot  so  much  implying  literal  ignorance  as 
he  pride  which  disdained  the  tongue  of  a 
ilave.  From  the  territories  of  Cumberland, 
Westmoreland  and  the  North  generally,  in- 
iision  of  fresh  blood  and  enei^  were  on  the 
jontrary  constantly  poured  into  Venedotia. 
rhe  numerous  population  evicted  by  the 
[Conqueror  in  his  terribly  vindictive  razzia 
into  Yorkshire  found  a  ready  welcome  from 
the  Welsh  princes ;  the  land  assigned  to  them 
from  the  sestuary  of  the  Dee  westward  was 
ileared  of  every  adherent  of  the  Norman 
Tovemment.  It  henceforth  assumed  the  name 
of  Tegengle,  or  "  Fair  England ;"  the  inha- 

*  "No  English." 
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bitants  of  which  retaming  a  vivid  recoUeo 
tion  of  wrong  and  oppression,  became  distin- 
gaished  for  the  most  inveterate  hostility 
towards  their  former  fellow-subjects  and 
countrymen.  Amongst  these  the  princes  of 
Snowdon  always  found  unswerving  support 

frontier.  Amongst  these  also  the  invading 
forces  of  England  experienced  some  of  their 
most  ignominious  and  disastrous  defeats. 
Under  such  circumstances  the  home  of  the 
Saxon  presented  an  humiliating  contrast  to 
the  firee,  untrammelled,  unsubdued  fimulies 
of  the  hills.  Their  royal  line  expired — ^their 
nobility  exterminated — their  native  priest- 
hood superseded — ^themselves  existing  bs 
maacipia — they  drank  in  sullen  hopelessness 
the  dregs  of  gall  and  wormwood  which  the 
Breto-Norman  presented  to  their  lips. 
Nearly  three  centuries  elapsed  before  we 
find  a  pure  Saxon  attaining  equality  of  civil 
rank  and  privileges  with  the  individuals  of 
ihe  dominant  baronage.  Ecclesiastics,  such 
as  Thomas  a  Becket  and  Stephen  Langton, 
owed  of  course  their  order  and  elevation  to 
the  Church,  not  the  State.    With  ecclesias- 
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[  exceptions,  therefore,  the  history  of  the 
yn  mind,  even  as  low  down  as  the  era  of 
ikliffe,  is  almost  as  blank  and  wretched  a 
inide  as  that  of  the  helots  of  Sparta — 
wax  the  anned,  in  peace  the  unarmed 
man  of  the  Norman. 

"his  brief  digression  is  not  mmecessary ; 
lout  it,  oar  representation  of  the  Anglo- 
on  in  both  his  domestic  and  feudal  capa- 

might  be  supposed  too  unfavourably 
tared — ^too  exaggerated  in  its  misery.  The 
aiptions  in  mediteval  authorities — ^the 
imonies  of  the  mediaeval  laws — declare 
ii  colouring,  sach  exa^^ration,  to  be 
l-nigh  impossible.  With  reference  to 
al  well-being,  the  "  good  old  times  "  are 
dmera  which  never  existed  to  the  English 
sant ;  at  least,  it  would  be  unworthy  of 
'  writer  to  sanction  with  the  signature  of 
th  any  other  view  than  that  which  repre- 
ts  the  enormous  difference  which  exists 
veen  the  twelfth  and  nineteenth  centn- 

to  be,  as  far  as  the  "  people  "  are  con- 
led,  immeasurably  to  their  advantage. 
i  times  we  discuss  had  their  greatnesses ; 
se  we  venerate,  and  would  gladly  see 
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revived ;  but  in  political  and  physical  science 
they  present  little  to  attract,  little  to  envy — 
least  of  all  for  the  posterity  of  the  Saxon 
SQifdom. 

The  honse  of  the  miller  of  Harrington  is 
in  keeping  with  onr  observations. 

A  moat  connected  with  the  mill-stream, 
supplied  also  by  it,  running  between  two 
banks  thickly  studded  with  a  natural  che- 
veaox-de-frize,  is  the  outermost  defence  of  the 
aggregate  of  gables  which  form  the  miller's 
hamlet.  The  walls  are  chiefly  of  ponderous 
logs,  with  irregular  squares  and  interstices 
of  plastered  shale ;  there  is  no  approach  to 
a  chimney;  the  weather  is  sultry,  but  a 
volume  of  smoke  finds  a  steady  vent  through 
the  doorway,  which,  for  this  reason,  is  gene- 
rally ajar.  Windows  there  are  none :  in  lieu 
of  them  small  shapeless  embrasures  are  irre- 
gularly disposed,  rather  intended  for  espial 
than  light ;  none  stand  less  than  ten  or  twelve 
feet  above  the  foimdation.  The  mill  itself  is 
square  and  stunted,  readily  convertible  into 
a  position  of  defence ;  no  part  of  it  appears 
oombustible,  not  even  the  overshot  wheel  and 
machinery  glistening  with  the  long  green 
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aqTutic  moss  whose  fibres  float  and  trickle  in 
the  descending  torrent.  The  entrance  is 
guarded  by  an  oblong  block  of  stone  requiring, 
when  closed,  considerable  strength  and  dex- 
terity  to  open.  Within,  through  the  opaque 
atmosphere,  may  be  discerned  piles  of  sacks, 
bins,  rough  chests,  all  imbedded  in  brownish- 
white  dust.  Through  the  cloud  of  pulveriza- 
tion strides  a  broad  musculo  figure ;  the  hair, 
could  it  be  thoroughly  purified  from  its  layer 
of  particles,  would  be  light-brown :  at  present 
it  is  much  the  colour  of  the  canvass  of  the 
sacks.  The  lineaments  are  not  kindly,  being 
replete  with  indications  of  smouldering  temper 
and  latent  ferocity.  The  blow  which  the 
miUer,  for  it  is  he  we  describe,  admimstca^  in 
all  silence,  with  a  look  and  a  nod  for  explana- 
tion, to  the  man  who  stagers  back  from  it 
almost  into  the  mill-dam  is  the  readiest  and 
most  general  criterion  of  his  disposition. 
The  weight  he  shifts  so  lightly  reveals  an 
amount  of  animal  power  which  may  excuse 
the  expression  of  pain  in  the  soflerer's  &ce  ; 
but  he  does  not  expostulate;  he  continues 
his  work.  We  can  scarcely  define  the  mil- 
ler's habiliments,  so  concealed  and  covered 
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are  they  with  strata  of  meal  and  flour  that 
we  only  guess  by  the  dry  crackling  the 
material  of  their  composition  to  be  the  hides 
of  his  own  kine.  His  assistants  are  vari- 
onsly  engaged.  Conspicuous  on  the  sward 
are  two  dogs  not  dissimilar  in  hue  to  wolves 
bat  in  formation  deeper  and  heavier ;  they 
are  basking  in  the  sun,  and  might,  except 
for  the  vigilant  motion  of  their  ears,  be 
thought  asleep.  The  scars  of  old  wounds 
honourably  distinguish  both.  The  existence 
of  these  ftriinmlg  in  an  unmutilated  state, 
with  neither  their  teeth  extracted  nor  a 
foreleg  amputated,  declare  the  miller  to  be  a 
favourite— quite,  indeed,  a  privileged  villein 
with  his  lord.  By  them  the  miller's  son, 
Adpa — a  tall,  calm-eyed  stripling,  with  his 
locks  shaved  closely  round  his  ears,  in  sign 
(rf  serfdom-is  engaged  in  basket  work.  He 
ndther  sings  nor  whistles  nor  chats  with 
the  men ;  nothing,  indeed,  of  human  sound, 
no  laughter,  no  conversation,  no  mirth  is 
heard  within  the  precincts  of  the  miller's 
habitation.  And  Nature  is  at  this  moment 
80  brilliant — ^the  green  trees  are  shooting 
upward  so  richly  foliaged — ^the  breeze  wings 
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its  way  so  fragrantly — the  white  domes  of 
the  cloads  are  so  magnificently  accumulated 
against  the  back-ground  of  the  dense  bltte  aky 
— that  this  total  absence  of  all  corresponding 
brightness  within  the  miller's  family  is  the 
more  strikingly  observable.  The  incessant 
revolution  and  clack  of  the  mill  is  felt,  under 
such  circmnstances,  to  be  a  relief — ^the  vocal 
challenge  of  the  water  is  accepted  as  a 
protest  against  this  melancholy  deadness  and 
insensibility.  Some  invisible  oppression  tor- 
pifies  the  spot.  The  young  female  now 
approaching  along  the  brook-path  has  already 
imbibed  the  contagion ;  so  measured  is  her 
pace,  so  destitute  of  all  the  radiances  of  life 
her  demeanour,  so  anticipative  of  evil  days 
the  sad,  submissive  resignation  of  that  gentle, 
but  fawn-like,  timid  eye.  The  dogs  do  not 
stir — ^they  content  themselves  with  one  short, 
snuiHing  bark  between  their  paws — they 
recognize  the  footstep  of  Vera,  the  miller's 
daughter.  And  now,  as  she  stands  whisper- 
ing rather  than  speaking  in  the  sweet,  quiet 
tones  so  expressive  of  her  whole  nature,  as 
her  hand,  light  as  a  feather  on  her  brother's 
shoulder,  solicits  attention  to  her  words,  as 
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her  cheeks,  tinged  with  the  faintest  efiosion 
of  the  rose,  display,  whilst  she  puts  hack 
the  fall  simple  folds  of  her  tresses,  their  oval 
beaaty  and  clear  complexion,  one  marvels 
how  snch  a  treasure  could  be  connected  with 
the  rude  miller  and  his  ruder  home.  Adpa 
has  dropped  the  osiers  and  entered  the 
mill.  The  two  brutes  look  up  into  Yera's 
&ce,  and  tardily — as  if  welcome  in  any  form 
or  to  any  person  were  an  effort — wag  their 
ydlowish  tails.  She  remains  wrapt  in  her 
usual  mood  of  reflectiveness — ^pervaded  by 
the  long  habitude  of  thought  and  uncon- 
sdous  presentiment — a  study  for  none  but 
sQch  as  can  unravel  the  interior  life,  not  cul- 
tivated, but  co-existent  with  silent  deep-feeling 
and  early  womanhood.  Beneath  the  shadows 
of  those  long  eye-lashes  there  reposed  no 
image  of  dormant  power,  not  even  of  moral 
enduiance.  In  the  soft  Uquid  gaze  which 
dwelt  on  the  rolling  architecture  of  the  skies 
could  be  read  no  other  element  than  such  as 
cannot  subsist  by  its  own  strength — cannot 
survive  the  shocks  of  life  but  under  the  pro- 
tection of  &r  sterner,  &r  less  sensitive  metal 
than  its  own.     Already  seemed  there  a  wea- 
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a  of  spirit — a  yearning  for  rest — a 
lection  for  the  serenity  which  can  be 
red  by  death  alone.    The  stamge  influ- 

which  blends  darkness  so  strangely 
light  in  omr  souls  had  poured  into  Vera 
nild,  warm,  star  sheen  which  expires 
ly  before  the  coldness  of  the  moon  or 
xhausting  fire  of  the  sun.  So  gracefnl, 
:e  the  very  lily  in  her  drooping  sadness, 
e  soon  to  depart  firom  this  striving  and 
ifiil  world,  whose  mortal  robes  were 
Qed  only  for  a  morning  hour  was  the 
in  of  Harrington,  the  daughter  of  the 
1  serf, 
le  miUer,  attended  by  his  silent  son, 

out  of  the  mill.  The  sight  of  his 
[iter  caused  no  relaxation  in  his  fixed 
rate   features.       His  voice  was  deep, 

harsh. 

k) ;  thoa  hast  been  wandering  this 
ing,  girl.  Thou  hast  lefl  the  oven 
be  hearth-fire  for  others  to  tend  and 
Thon  hast  taken  to  early  forsaking 
irk — early  following  thy  mother-idle- 
It  is  thy  father  must  drudge  round 
ound,  like  his  own  wheel,  to  foster  thee 
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in  garb  and  roof  and  food.     Where  haat 
thou  been?" 

"  To  Chirbnry." 

*'  I  warrant  me  !  Thou  hast  been  to  the 
Hermit  Priest,  I  trow,  quitting  thy  home 
duties  as  heretofore  for  some  mummeries  of 
his  craft  that  bring  neither  coin  nor  com  to 
my  crushing." 

'"  I  have  not  disobeyed  you,  father,  nei- 
ther has  the  priest :  once  a  seven-night  was 
your  permission." 

''  Aye,  such  permission  as  the  horse-leech 
exacts  from  the  fatling — it  was  enough,  it 
seems.  Give  a  priest  the  inch  he  asks  and 
hell  pull  in  the  eU.  Mrst,  it  was  to  teach 
thee  letters,  then  the  Saint-books,  then  mass- 
chaunts  and  psalmodies :  now  he  has  fitted 
thee  for  his  own  service,  unfitted  thee  for 
mine.  Thou  wilt  at  last  to  the  convent, 
leaving  me  baimless  at  my  own  settle  to  the 
sough  of  the  December  wind." 

"  Never,  &ther,  never  1 " 

''  Thou  sayest  so  now  but  the  mark  of 
the  priesthood  on  thy  heart  will  be  as  the 
letters  I  carve  on  the  growing  oak— wider 
and  deeper  as  thy  age  and  strength  increase. 
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(U  dost  not  know  them,  girl ;  they  will 
a  and  inspirit  thee,  tell  thee  lies  which 
1  wilt  believe  Divine  truths,  teach  thee 
AieeB  thou  wilt  think  holy  till  thy  senses 
perverted,  thy  affections  burnt  into  ashes 
iiy  very  father  considered  a  foe  to  thy 
i." 

I  have  never  found  it  so,  father." 
No;  thou  art  too  young;  thou  hast 
oely  thy  foot  in  the  road.  Thou  wilt 
er  find  it  so  till  it  be  too  late  to  change, 
late  to  live — till  thou  art  as  one  of  them- 
es, bound  in  the  very  cords  of  thy  mind 
glorying  in  being  so.  I  am  in  body 
Norman's  slave,  but  I  can  curse  him, 
,  I  can  curse  him :  thou  wilt  bless  thy 
dom — thorough  slave  is  he  that  is  once 
priesthood's  own.  I  see  thy  end,  girl, 
ept  for  such  as  thee,  except  for  men  like 
i  that  fear  words,  that  tremble  in  the 
[d  and  the  darkness,  they  should  be 
«d  like  stubble  of  straw  from  the  earth, 
at  has  the  priest-  of  Chirbury  to  do  with 
or  mine  ?  Did  he  beget  thee  ?  Has  he 
ed  thee?  Dost  thou  eat  of  his  bread? 
ttiou  clothed  from  his  fleece  that  he 
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enters  my  door  to  shape  thee,  as  if  thou 
wert  his  own,  into  a  likeness  that  my  soul 
abhors?" 

Vera  was  silent ;  she  had  learnt  to  endure 
such  fierce  ebullitions. 

"  He  tea<;)ie8  thee  higher,  doth  he  ?"  re* 
somed  the  miller.  "  He  teaches  thee  to  do 
by  grace  what  thou  oughtest  to  do  by  na- 
ture :  why  dost  thou  not  answer  me  ?" 

"  I  should  but  increase  your  displeasure." 

''Why  dost  thou  incur  it  at  all,  girl? 
Why  dost  thou  bring  into  my  house  a  spy, 
one  of  a  hundred  thousand  eyes,  one  of  a 
himdred  thousand  hands,  one  that  reads  me 
through,  that  gathers  volumes  fix)m  a  word, 
that  tuma  my  very  child  into  watch  and 
ward  upon  me,  that  searches  out  secrets — 
Saxon  secrets — for  the  which  he  would  cut 
the  very  heart  out  of  such  a  rimple  innocent 
as  thou  art." 

"  Saxon  secrets ! "  murmured  Vera. 

"  Aye,  Saxon  secrets  ! "  growled  the 
miUer. 

"  I  know  of  none,  father." 

"  Thou  hast  been  to  confession  this  mom, 
daughter.       What   hast  thou  to  confess? 
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What  doBt  thou  know  of  what  thou  hast 
confessed?  Dost  think  the  cowled  priest- 
hood care  to  learn  the  nursery  faults  and 
puny  peccadillos  of  such  babies  as  thou  art  P 
Dost  think  they  heed  a  whole  year-book  of 
thy  childish  sins  ?  Will  thy  sj^ort  comings 
from  Ladymas  to  Tule  detain  them  an  hour 
in  their  Hstening-chair?  Do  they  summon 
thee  for  thyself?  Dost  dream  the  subtle 
head  that  hears  thee  in  the  crypt  would 
waste  his  time  in  weighing  thy  womanly 
vanities  ?  No ;  but  throngh  thee  they  read, 
they  see,  they  guess,  they  trace,  they  infer, 
they  master  knowledge,  they  unlock  myste- 
ries. Girl!  thou  little  knowest  what  thou 
dost  confess  to  a  wise  understanding  priest ! " 
and  the  miller's  brow  assumed  a  troubled 
expression. 

"  I  have  not  a  secret  in  the  world, 
father,"  observed  Vera ;  "  and  had  I,  Father 
Ul&id  is  the  last  man  that  would  care  to 
know  it." 

"  That  is  what  I  say,  girl.  What  secrets 
hast  thou  to  confess  ?  Wherefore  should  his 
Order  care  for  such  confessions  as  thine,  but 
that  &om  such  they  learn  richer  knowledge 
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than  concerns  thee  or  all  thy  sex*-know- 
ledge  that  enables  them  to  grip  the  life- 
strings  of  many  a  family,  many  a  home, 
many  a  stalwart  Norman  peer  and  Saxon 
thane.  Woman!  woman  without  thy  sex 
there  would  be  no  priesthood — ^by  them,  ye 
—by  you,  they  reign  and  rule/' 

"  Priest  TJlfrid  means  nothing  but  what 
is  good  and  kindly  to  all  of  us,  father.  Am 
I  a  worse  daughter  for  his  instructions  ?" 

"Thou  art,  thou  art,''  interrupted  the 
miller.  "  Wert  thou  ten  times  worse  to 
please  me,  I  should  like  thee  more  than  if 
thou  wert  ten  times  better  to  please  him. 
Kindly  to  me !  with  a  purpose,  with  a  pur- 
pose! It  were  wise  for  him  he  never  meddle 
with  me,  girl.  Give  him  the  miller's  warning, 
mischief  else  will  come  of  it.  I'll  brook  no 
master  but  the  iron  lance  of  Monthault  in 
my  house.  Ill  bend  me  to  March  law  and 
the  Baron's  truncheon,  for  why  ?  The  Saxon's 
battle  is  fought  and  lost :  but  none  of  these 
shavelings,  that  £ast  and  starve  and  sleep  in 
sack-doth  of  hair  and  win  me  lands  and 
build  me  churches  on  their  knees,  shall 
darken  my  walls  or  come  between  me  and 
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my  own  flesh.  I  arreed  thee  that,  girl— do 
thou  rememher  it." 

A  thin  flash  passed  OTer  Vera's  face. 

"  Nevertheless,"  said  she,  "  I  must  deliver 
Father  Ulfrid'e  message." 

"  What  message  could  the  priest  have  for 
me?"  asked  the  miller,  turning  to  re-enter 
the  mill. 

"  One  of  kindness,  as  I  said,  father.  He 
desired  you  to  know  that  the  war-bow  of 
Snowdon  passed  last  night  from  Hereford  to 
the  Bed  Castle,  and  that  in  seven  days  at  most 
the  leaguer  of  the  Welshmen  will  be  round 
the  Castle  of  Monthault.  He  bids  yon  not 
doubt  of  this  intelligence  but  use  it  for  your 
best  security." 

The  miller's  steps  were  at  once  arrested. 

"  And  the  Priest  told  thee  this  ?" 

"  He  hastened  me  homeward  without 
stint,  in  strict  charge  to  communicate  the 
information  immediately." 

One  of  the  dogs  here  raised  his  head, 
snuffing  the  air  uneasily. 

"  He  added  too,  that  foul  tidings  had  ar- 
rived from  the  South  and  that  the  Salop 
burghers  were  storing  goods  and  chattels 


RAYMOND  DE  MONTH AULT.  218 

hst  as  they  could  in  in-wall  cogtody.     'Tis 
sure  to  be  true,  father,  the  Priest  said  so." 

The  miller  looked  at  his  daughter  as  if 
the  last  sentence  were  the  cue  of  her  whole 
diaracter. 

"  Likely  enough,"  said  he  at  last.  ''  The 
Tery  rooks  caw  news  to  them,  let  alone  that 
they  have  everywhere  those  that,  like  thee, 
helieve  and  serve  them.  But  get  thee  in,  I 
w31  handle  this  gear  myself,  'tis  more  to 
mj  kind  than  preaching  to  thee  of  church- 
craft.  ' 

Vera  glided  away  into  the  interior  of  the 
miller's  house. 

"  Down,  Snorl,"  said  the  miller,  as  the  dog 
.taming  his  nose  to  the  wind  uttered  a  sharp 
suppressed  growl. 

But  the  dog  would  not  "down."  His 
mate  springing  up  joined  him  in  a  loud  pro- 
longed alarm. 

"What  ails  the  dogs,"  said  the  miller, 
pitching  one  of  them  from  him  till  he  rolled 
over  and  over  on  the  sward.  "  In,  Adpa, 
bring  me  my  yew  and  shafts.  This  news 
must  to  the  Baron's  ear.  Thou, 
look  well  to  the  mill." 
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Herrick  pTesented  himself  at  the  door. 

"  Better  you  look  to  the  dc^  first,"  an- 
swered the  man.  "On  my  life  they  have 
scented  something  not  wholesome  for  thy 
mill  in  the  wood  yonder." 

One  of  the  bnttes  clearing  the  hedge  at  a 
bound  dashed  into  the  coppice  that  fringed 
the  margin  of  the  forest.  The  other  was  not 
a  yard  behind. 

The  miller  snatched  his  bow  and  quiver, 
and  followed  by  his  man  Herrick  and  Adpa 
plunged  into  the  gap  where  the  dogs  had 
disappeared. 

The  progress  of  the  chase  was  distin- 
guishable by  the  casual  glimpse  of  the  dun, 
rushing  bodies  of  the  dogs,  their  deep  bay- . 
ing,  the  sudden  starts  of  birds  firom  their 
cover,  the  cheers  dying  away,  then  ag^,  as 
if  returning  in  a  circuit,  bursting  hard  at 
hand  from  the  brawny  miller  in  his  uncouth 
Saxon.  On  and  on  he  tore  his  way  through 
slush,  bog,  bramble,  briery-wilderness, — 
through  the  rippling  brook,  the  green  qoag- 
mire,  the  brown  soak  of  the  snipe  and  the 
woodcock.  Still  before  him  were  the  bound- 
ing  forms  of  Snorl  and  Wolda,  their  tails 
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rigid,  their  backs  bristling,  their  heads  well 
up,  as  if  the  quarry  though  as  yet  invisible 
to  the  miUer,  was  fuU  in  their  view.  Pre- 
sently  they  struck  the  line  of  the  rivulet, 
the  baying  rang  down  the  dingle,  then  sud- 
denly succeeded  a  sharp  yeU  of  pain. 

"There  goes  one  of  my  dogs,"  said  the 
miller,  redoubling  his  pace.  In  another 
hundred  yards  stretched  on  a  small  clearing 
of  forest  grass,  the  blood  welling  from  a 
gaping  wound  in  the  chest,  he  stumbled  on 
Wolda.  The  creature  made  an  attempt  to 
stagger  upon  its  legs — ^failed — ^the  blood 
jetted  out  in  a  fresh  torrent,  the  head  drop- 
ped on  the  sward.  The  stiffening  limbs 
and  filmy  eye  told  the  miller  his  savage  but 
&ithM  follower  s  career  was  for  ever  run  out. 

"  Halt  thou  here,"  said  he  to  his  son,  who 
had  just  reached  the  spot.  "  This  is  the 
gash  of  a  mountain  javelin ;  thou  art  but 
soft  and  unarmed  to  front  its  whirL  One 
loss  is  sufficient  for  the  day." 

And  the  miller  bounding  over  the  brook, 
his  bow  bent  and  his  arrow  on  the  string, 
resamed  the  thick  impervious  chase.     The 
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iroken  boughs  of  the  underwood  or  the  casual 
lisordered  trail  of  some  powerful  body 
hrough  the  intertwisted  parasites  of  the 
»ath  formed  for  a  time  his  only  guidance. 
I?his,  however,  did  not  continue  long ;  his 
heer  was  soon  responded  to  by  the  renewed 
laying  of  the  survivor  Snorl. 

"  Have  thy  staflf  ready,"  cried  the  miller 
o  Herrick,  "  and  look  weU  to  thy  hide— 
hou  art  a  brave  mark  for  a  flying  lance." 

The  challenging  of  the  dog  on  hearing 
he  halloas  and  shouts  of  its  master  increased 
ti  vehemency.  It  seemed  within  a  few 
-ards ;  the  dense  foliage,  however,  obstructed 
he  vision  and  the  echoes  ringing  on  every 
ide  perplexed  the  miller's  judgment.  He 
lashed  onward  partly  at  venture,  the  perfl- 
ation trickling  down  his  forehead  from  the 
everity  of  his  exertions. 

He  was  instantly  brought  up  by  coming 
t  once  on  the  object  of  pursuit. 

Kneeling  on  his  left  knee,  with  his  javelin 
leld  athwart  in  both  hands — ^the  point  stiU 
mguidly  dripping  with  Wolda's  life-blood, 
ras  a  figore  which  tiie  miller's  instinct  im- 
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mediately  recognized  as  one  of  his  natural 
enemies  of  the  Hills.  Snorl  was  hounding 
in  a  succession  of  furious  leaps  around  him — 
now  assaulting,  now  retreating,  now  couch- 
ing as  if  to  spring  at  his  throat,  then  as  in- 
stantaneously wheeling  to  the  rear.  But 
everywhere  the  Welshman  turned  with  him, 
his  javelin  stiU  held  transverse  at  half-ann 
distance  hefore  his  hreast,  and  his  hlack  vivid 
eye  fixed  on  the  glowing  ferret-coloured  orbs 
of  his  assailant. 

But  directly  Snorl  perceived  his  master, 
he  uttered  a  fierce  growl,  unmasked  his  for- 
midable battery  of  fangs,  and  curling  up  his 
Kps  sprang  at  the  Welshman's  open  and 
exposed  neck.  It  was  an  unfortunate  pre- 
cipitancy for  the  beast.  Whilst  yet  in  the 
air  the  Welshman  caught  him  ¥rith  the  staff 
of  his  javeUn  across  the  chest,  turned  him 
clean  over  on  the  sod,  and,  before  he  could 
regain  his  feet,  drove  the  steel  a  foot  deep 
between  his  ribs. 

He  heard  the  miller's  arrow  hiss  within 
an  inch  of  his  ear,  and  perceived  that  Herrick, 
with  his  huge  quarter-staff,  was  throwing 
himself  between  him  and  the  matted  dell. 

VOL.  I.  L 
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fit  of  the  forest  was  free  timber ;  the 

not  likely  to  miss  a  second  shot,  was 

g  another  arrow  fitun  his  quiver.    For 

tment  the  Welshman  paused :  he  mea- 

he  distance  but  the  miller  was  beyond 

-pitch. 

rick  heard  the  warning  shout  of  his 

but  the  rapidity  of  the  action  per- 
hitn  no  escape.  He  caught  a  glimpse 
ething  cutting  the  air  in  front,  felt  a 
ig  and  rending  of  his  body,  a  dark 
ling  of  the  brain,  and  as  he  fell  a  cry 
mce  seemed  to  pierce  his  fading  senses. 
)rm  of  the  "Welshman  vaulting  over 
ad  tearing  the  lance  from  ita  human 
ppeared  to  him  through  the  glazing 
ihere  like  a  dim  vision  plunging  once 
Dto  the  endless  foliage  of  the  forest, 
the  miller,  though  he  had  witnessed 
1  to  discourse  ordinary  men  frx>m  the 
'  pursuit  of  so  dangerous  and  expe- 
L  an  antagonist,  was  made  of  materials 

be  daunted  by  the  worst  reverses, 
em,  inflexible  nature  warmed  to  such 
IS  this.  Scarcely,  therefore,  had  the 
man  stooped  to  recover  the  we^ran 
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buried    in    Herrick's    shoulder   before    the 
miUer's  jerkin  shot  through  the  same  orifice. 
The  mountaineer,  rid  of  his  troublesome  at- 
tendants of  the  canine  order  and  accustomed 
to  evade  the  quickest  missile  ever  winged 
from  Saxon  yew,  would  probably  have  added 
the  miller  to  the  list  of  his  victims,  had  not 
Fate  at  this  juncture  interposed.     Easily  he 
threaded  his  devious  way,  his  motions  light 
as  an  antelope's,  his  half-averted  face  watch- 
ing the  progress  of  his  bulky  pursuer,  who, 
whenever  he  aimed,  found  a  score  of  trees 
intercepting  his  mark,  whilst  the  perilous 
javelin  cautioned  him  how  fatal  the  com- 
mission of  an  error  mifi^ht  be  against  one  so 
^  of  foot  ».d  *ol^  of  jn  ita  p«. 
sessor.     Thus  minute  after  minute  the  chase 
continued,  gradually  nearing  the  forest-ride 
between  Monthault  and  the  Bishop's  Keep, 
beyond  which  the  woods  became  proportion- 
ately so  much  more  dose  and  entangled  that 
the  Saxon  would  scarcely  dare  attempt  their 
insidious  recesses.     A  long  band  of  Hght  at 
last  intimated  the  road  winding  like  a  velvet 
riband,  over  the  undulations   and  through 
the  bending  archways  of  the  forest.     The 
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ilshman,  to  whom  the  gei^raphy  seemed 
fectly  familiar,  selected  hie  point,  passed, 
in  qnicUy  wheeling  round,  to  the  miller's 
azonent,  re-entered  the  thickets  he  had  a 
ment  before  quitted.  Two  horsemen  at 
I  same  time  broke  into  the  cover  after  him ; 
•ring  forward,  the  miller  dificemed  some- 
ng  crimson  fluttering  in  the  breeze — ^he 
BW  the  crest  of  Jar!  Breton. 
Tarl  and  his  troopers  were  returning  from 
!ir  embassy  to  the  Bishop's  Keep. 
But  the  mountaineer  did  not  despair.  In- 
asing  his  speed  till  his  feet  seemed  not  to 
ve  any  impress  on  the  grass,  taking  ad- 
itage  of  every  knoll  and  bush,  his  javelin 
spared  for  action,  his  lefl  hand  resting  on 
I  knife,  he  made  towards  the  miller.  And 
3  miller  timed  his  opportunity.  TfatisiTig  his 
ir  to  its  fiill  arc,  whilst  the  Welshman  was 
t  some  sixty  yards  off,  he  let  fly  a  goodly 
ftft,  then,  wiser  tiian  before,  instantly  applied 
lecond  to  the  string.  And  well  he  did  so, 
'  withont  checking  his  course  or  attempt- 
j  to  elude  the  missile,  which,  truly  sent, 
ne  full  at  bis  breast,  a  slight  motion  of  his 
relin  met  and  diverted  it  &r  away  from  its 
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object ;  not  so  the  second ;  tou6hed,  as  the 
first,  by  the  same  hawk-eyed  movement,  it 
glanced  from  the  polished  shaft  deep  into  the 
right  arm  of  the  Welshman.  The  pang 
paralyzed  the  sinews :  the  javelin  dropped 
from  the  nnnerved  hand.  But  still  the 
Yenetine  advanced :  his  keen  knife  and  his 
left  hand  were  still  his  own.  And  the  two 
opponents  have  met,  have  closed ;  the  arrow 
in  the  Welshman's  wonnd  snaps  up  to  its 
barb;  the  miller  twines  his  muscular  arms 
round  him  and  both  descend  with  a  shock 
to  the  ground. 

"  Hold  thy  grip,  miller,"  said  Jarl  Bronz, 
leaning  over  them  from  his  war-horse, 
"or  m  pin  the  twain  of  ye  to  the  sod. 
Thou,  Sholtar,  secure  this  fellow's  knife. 
Pass  thy  baldric  rou^d  him.  Keep  him  fast, 
nufler,  till  Sholtar  dismounts." 

But  the  miller  had  heard  the  chink  of 
gold,  and  before  he  rose  from  the  prostrate 
Welshman,  he  had  torn  his  pouch  from  the 
girdle  and  thrust  it  beneath  his  own  doublet. 

The  Venedotian  8  glance,  for  this  act  of 
thoughtfulness,  did  not  disturb  the  serfs 
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[ipassire  tranquillity.  He  took  up  his  bow, 
blazed  the  string  and  pitching  the  quiver 
»ck,  observed,  "I  had  two  more  shafts 
sady  for  thee,  friend." 

"  Why,  miller,"  interposed  the  soldier, 
holtar,  "had  thy  last,  lite  thy  first,  qui- 
3red  in  timber  within  lance-throw  of  my 
iddle,  thy  other  two  might  have  slept 
eacefnlly  on  a  dead  man's  back.  Neverthe- 
!S3  thou  hast  caught  him  in  the  red-hand. 
t  is  no  buck's  blood,  I  trow,  that  dims  his 
ivelin  yonder." 

"  Had  ye  left  us  alone  a  brief  turn  longer," 
ud  the  Welshman,  "  the  flesh-crows  should 
ave  picked  a  Manington  carcase  to-morrow. 
"Hiy  man  and  thy  hounds  will  never  trail  a 
andal  of  the  TTilla  again." 

"  What,  has  he  sl^  derrick  ?"  exclaimed 
be  Breton. 

Briefly,  in  Saxon  terms,  which  in  these 
ays  would  appear  to  possess  no  afBnity  in 
ound  or  construction  with  English,  the 
idler  narrated  the  catastrophes  of  Eerrick 
nd  his  dogs. 

"  Thou  art  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  Dyke 
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to  hunt  down  Saxon  game  in  this  fashion/' 
quoth  Jarl.  "What  brings  thee  east  of 
Severn?" 

"What  brought  thee  from  Bretagne  to 
fenter  thy  lance  under  the  kite-tail  of  Mon- 
thault?"  retorted  the  Welshman. 

"  What  dost  thou  mean,  knave  ?  Bun  me 
a  noose  up  for  this  questioner,  Sholtar. 
Dost  thou  dally  with  me,  Welshman  ?" 

"  K I  spoke  you  softly  as  the  wind  of  the 
Summer  Island  does  the  tresses  of  the  sing* 
ing  mermaid,"  said  the  Yenedotian,  indulg- 
ing the  metaphorical  strain  of  his  people, 
"  what  other  grace  than  the  twisted  cord  and 
the  oak-bough  gallows  would  ye  accord  me  ? 
That  which  brought  thee  from  Bretagne  to 
serve  beneath  the  Norman  war-cry  against 
the  elder  sons  of  thy  race,  brought  me  from 
Beheubarth  to  serve  my  own  purposes  be- 
neath a  Yenetine,  or  for  that,  a  Norman 
loid." 

"  What  purpose  so  far  North  canst  thou 
of  Dyved  have  ?"  asked  Jarl. 

The  captive  fixed  his  gaze  on  the  sombre 
towers  of  Monthault;  rising  as  ever,  pon- 
derous, menacing,  depressing  the   very  at- 
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moBphere  with  their  silent,  watchful,  cruel 
^loom. 

"  The  anvil  of  the  Norman  lies  hard  on 
;he  beating  heart  of  my  countrymen,"  said 
lie,  "  but  its  throbs  are  not  ceased,  the  steel 
.s  not  wrenched  &om  their  hands,  nor  is  the 
ipirit  of  their  fathers  departed  from  the  music 
if  their  land.  Breton,  none  lire  like  the 
lead.  I  was  a  boy  of  Deheubarth,  I  bore  the 
liarp  of  a  Gwentland  bard.  I  carried  the 
Pire-torch  of  the  Mind  from  chief  to  chief ;  a 
9ame  and  a  light  in  the  lace  of  the  sun,  was 
the  Awen  that  swept  from  the  soul  of  my 
Master.  The  swords  of  the  Hills  rang  far 
iff  to  his  steps ;  not  a  warrior  of  the  Ancient 
People  but  sighed  at  his  voice  for  the  battle 
md  glory  of  death ;  at  the  roll  of  his  melody 
the  darkness  vanished  frum  the  grave  and 
iearfulness  itom  the  souls  of  men.  Who 
was  a  coward,  when  the  peal  of  his  challenge, 
ike  the  morning  breeze,  spread  on  the  hills  P 
Who  slept  when  the  alarm  of  his  clarion 
learkened  to  war  ?  Who  of  his  pupils,  of 
;he  Children  of  Height,  loved  him  so  dearly, 
)r  grew  to  his  side  as  the  misletoe  to  the 
)ak,  like  Cador  Hardd  the  Venetine  ? 
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The  horse  of  the  Breton  recoiled,  the 
couiiteiiaiice  of  the  Breton  sank.  The  Bre- 
ton himself  loomed  as  the  living  imperso- 
nation of  the  dreadful  bnlwark  of  Monthanlt. 

"  Draw  me  out  this  barb,"  said  the  Welsh- 
man to  Sholtar. 

"  Thou  art  delicate  to  ask  a  fiivour,"  re- 
plied Sholtar,  applying  his  teeth  with  uncon- 
scious chivalry  to  the  wound. 

Jarl  Bronz  was  silent  as  the  vast  air. 

"  If  the  Korman  head  did  not  lead  thy 
Saxon  beastliness,"  muttered  the  Welshman, 
''  we  would  consume  thee  as  the  fire  does  the 
rotten  woodwork." 

"  Listen,"  continued  he ;  and  the  horse  of 
Jarl  Bronz  again  approached.  "  I  was  a 
boy  then,  but  the  heart  of  my  land  ignited 
under  the  flashing  of  the  Poet'b  sky.  Kill 
me,  Breton,  and  IH  curse  thee  or  bless  thee 
as  thine  actions  to  me  have  been  evil  or 
good :  but  speak  not  to  me  that  have  sucked 
the  breasts  of  Eternity,  of  the  terrors  of 
Time." 

The  miller  threw  the  cord  over  the  neck 
of  the  Welshman ;  bnt  the  miller  this  day 

L  3 


g* 


i^-m  .h'.H 


*-.     ar"- 


*  ii        . 


»^is  'i-^'" 


r 


?H^--J:;4--^,  :' 
-*'C^-  -1-;  -'■ '' 


f!         ,  '  t  ' 

„'  -  .  'J  :'  >      r   ■ 
•  it  .1   I,  •  -  ' 


il 


!.-"i 


<*■•'■.!■■ 


■«\ 


■•"4        •       I 


jf'»  r 


f'm  t    • 


■5.  -,:.    V 


;«>  ••;- 


it 


326  RAYMOND  DE  HOHTHADLT. 

was  out  of  &Tour  with  destiny ;  Jarl  Bronz 
with  an  extension  of  his  gauntlet  caused 
him  to  reel  back. 

The  blood  poured  from  the  open  wound 
of  the  captive,  Sholtar  bound  it  up,  but  the 
sufferer  heeded  it  not. 

"  Years  ago,"  said  he,  "  when  the  skulking 
Saxon  had  burrowed  in  the  earth  from  the 
frown  of  the  Frank,  when  the  only  freedom 
existed  in  the  domain  of  Cador  the  Vene- 
tine,  when  the  Wrekin  pile  beheld  no  west- 
ward, no  eastward  liberty  but  the  usages  of 
the  First  People,  my  Master  of  the  harp 
sang  to  Cador  the  Yeuetine.  Where  is  his 
teaching,  where  is  his  listening  now  P" 

The  horse  of  Jarl  Bronz  again  started. 

The  eye  of  the  Welshman  collected  centres 
of  fire.  Hid  face,  already  pale  from  loss  o( 
blood,  turned  like  that  of  a  corpse  towards 
the  miller. 

"  Slave  and  blood  of  a  slave,  cur  of  the 
Norman's  kennel !  dost  thou  remember  when 
with  the  thirst  of  the  marten-cat  thou  didst 
m^e  one  of  the  gang  that  murdered  Cador 
the  Yenetdne,  on  his  laidal  hearth  P" 
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The  miller's  nature  was  insensible,  but 
at  these  words  a  revolution  in  all  his  veins 

occurred ;  the  past  rose  at  his  feet. 

"  Thou,"  reiterated  the  Venetine.  "  Thy 
partizan  smote  my  master's  life  that  night 
—the  light  of  the  Cymru,  the  begetter  of 
honour.  And  I — ^I  was  the  boy  of  the  Gwent- 
land  bard.  I  remember  thy  face,  miller, — 
God  never  forgets,  why  should  man  ?" 

Heavy,  dull,  leaden,  was  the  only  visible 
part  of  Jarl  Bronz's  countenance.  Like  the 
remote  mutterings  of  thunder  were  his  words 
—the  words  proceeding  from  that  martial 
form  which  nothing  less  than  lightning  coidd 
dissolve — that  form  of  Hercidean  grace  and 
impenetrability — ^thunder,  yet  how  soft,  how 
profound,  how  relevant  of  another  sphere. 

Under  him,  in  the  act  of  loosening  his 
tresses,  his  soul  prepared  for  death,  leaning 
in  exhausted  attitude  against  the  tree,  stood 
the  Welshman. 

"  Thou — ^thou  wert  a  friend  of  that  sorry 
fool,  Cador  the  Yenetine,"  said  Jarl. 

Jarl's  contempt  for  the  Powys  chief,  the 
victim  of  Baymond  de  MonthauH,  was  at 
all  times  superb  and  excessive,  but  mingled 
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rith  it  waa  a  sentiment  of  inexplicable 
uriosity. 

"  Friend !"  said  the  Welshman,  "  he  never 
poke  to  me,  Breton,  never  delivered  me  a 
fori  of  kindness  or  cheering.  Why  should 
le?  I  was  a  boy,  he  was  a  chief  of  Vene- 
.otift.  Cut  I  heard  hia  goul's-voice  in  his 
<wn  hall,  I  saw  the  gifts  of  his  hand,  I 
oingled  in  the  chosen  of  his  clan — they 
rere  free  aa  the  Ceredigion  waves.  And 
LOW,  now,  who  reigns  there  now  P  Raymond 
he  Norman,  that  rules  by  the  blow  and  the 
tripe — by  the  coward  and  the  slave — ^by  the 
iddering  Saion  and  the  hireling  Breton — 
ty  such  aa  thee  and  this  menial  of  the  mill." 

Pale  waa  the  fiice  of  the  Welshman — 
lown  still  from  his  arm  trickled  the  crimson 
tream ;  paler  still  was  the  chin  of  Jarl  the 
Breton. 

"  Thy  name,"  said  the  Breton. 

"  What  avails  my  name?"  said  he,  "  I 
rould  have  slaughtered  the  miller's  house 
rat  for  two  things." 

"  My  dogs?"  asked  the  miller. 

There  was  an  expression  of  bitter  con- 
empt  in  the  Welshman's  reply. 
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"  Dogs ! "  said  he.  "  But  for  thy  daugh- 
ter  I  would,  an  hour  before  from  the  wood, 
have  slaughtered  thee  and  thy  son.  Thank 
thou  the  Chirbury  Hermit  for  that  deli- 
verance." 

Paler  still  became  the  captive's  cheeks. 

''  And  thou  earnest  from  Deheubarth  to 
reyenge  a  boy's  quarrel  on  the  Harrington 
miller/'  interrogated  the  Breton. 

"  The  wound  may  be  scarred  yet  never 
healed,"  replied  the  prisoner.  ''  I  struck 
one  blow  for  my  master,  two  for  Cador  the 
Venetme." 

The  bandage  gave  way,  and  bowing  his 
head  on  his  breast,  the  Welshman  shelved 
down  to  the  ground. 

"  Miller,"  said  Jarl,  *'  thy  man  must  ac- 
cept his  chance.  Snowdon  is  out ;  Sholt^ur, 
look  to  the  miller." 

And  Sholtar,  with  as  much  indi£ference  as 
if  the  command  had  been  meant  for  the 
Venedotian,  hooked  the  miller  to  his  saddle 
by  his  lance-crook  or  rest. 

The  other  soldier  re-bound  the  Welshman's 
Issnre.      Jarl  placed  the  inanimate  burden 
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on  his  saddle-bow.  A  gesture  despatched 
Sholtaj*  and  the  miller  to  the  front. 

Thus  the  cortege  proceeded  through  the 
intricate  sweeping  of  the  mnhrage  above 
and  the  hummocks  beneath,  to  the  ascent  of 
Monthaolt  Castle. 

Some  miles  behind  rode  Grantron  de  Pan- 
cevot  and  his  escort. 

On  the  summit  of  Monthault  the  Baron 
Borveyed  the  whole  periphery  of  land. 

Peers  de  Monthault,  labouring  under  his 
father's  command  and  the  more  feariiil 
terror  of  the  Chm^h,  was  crossing  the  Severn 
westward  for  Caereinion,  at  Aberrhiew. 

Let  us  attend  him. 
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CHAFFEE  Vn. 


THE      AMBUSCADE. 


The  noon  was  hot,  brilliant,  humming  with 
the  low  lazy  murmur  of  the  forest.  The 
Seyem  pools,  unruffled  by  a  single  wrinkle, 
Mected  each  sprig  and  leaf,  aknost  each 
fibre,  of  the  pendulent  branches  between 
them  and  the  sun-glowing  sky;  deep  in 
their  sheltered  recesses  floated  the  stirless 
fins  of  many  a  goodly  sahnon,  whose  gills 
feintiy  opening,  fiuntly  dosing,  betrayed 
the  lassitude  of  heat  pervading  even  the 
aquatic  tribes.  Over  the  horizon  spread  a 
thin  gaseous  exhalation — the  unfailing  evi* 
dence  of  caloric  action  on  the  surface  of  the 
earth.  The  music  of  the  birds,  with  the 
exception  of  a  rare  cry  from  the  woodpecker, 
had  succumbed  to  a  sultry  silence.      All 
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things  reposed,  all  things  reflected  the  still 
ardency  of  the  heavens,  yet  nothing  was 
arid,  nothing  brown,  nothing  withered, 
dusty,  scorched.  Prom  the  rich  vast  ver- 
dure of  the  woods  the  eye  drank  in  a  calm 
imiversal  freshness.  The  scene  and  its  sen- 
sations were  thoroughly  insular,  not  conti- 
nental— thoroughly  of  the  Severn,  not  of  the 
Loire  or  Garonne. 

On  the  margin  of  the  petty  stream,  the 
Bhiew — the  shaley  Rhiew — not  far  from  its 
debouchment  into  the  Severn,  where  clear- 
ings of  finer  grass  indicated  something  of  an 
estabUshed  pasturage,  rose  a  rustic  bmlding, 
composed  entirely  of  unbarked  timber,  the 
purpose  of  which  might  partly  be  conjectured 
frxjm  a  mimic  belfry,  with  which  the  stmi- 
mit  was  capped  and  rudely  ornamented. 
The  interior  exhibited  a  bench,  a  couch 
covered  with  furs  of  various  species  of  syl- 
van denizens,  and,  most  conspicuously,  an 
enormous  crucifix,  painted  and  partially 
veiled.  This  was  supported  by  an  oblong 
mass  of  stone,  on  the  front  of  which  was 
irregularly  incised  or  cut,  "  Cantate  pro 
Eliduri   de   Dinas  Bran   anima."      Around 
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this  wooden  shrine  grazed  a  few  kine,  a  few 
deer,  and  a  numerous  flock  of  diminutive 
sheep,  whose  erratic  propensities  were  effect- 
ually suppressed  by  tethers  of  withy  or  birch 
on  the  hinder  legs.  A  log-paling,  not  in  the 
best  repair,  formed  an  enclosure  of  some 
acres  in  extent  between  this  paddock  and 
the  forest — of  this  the  Ehiew  constituted 
one  boundary.  Here  some  trees  had  grown 
into  a  natural  bower,  beneath  the  shade  of 
which  two  persons  were  uniting  conversa- 
tion with  carousing.  Belies  of  gastronomic 
performances,  of  no  mean  order,  chequered 
the  sward  ;  a  flagon  of  sadly  dinted  silver 
studded  the  knee  of  one  who,  from  his  easy 
bearing  and  costume,  might  be  concluded 
the  proprietor  of  this  ambiguous  domain. 

This  rustic  lodge  was  a  chantry  or  chant- 
ing chapel  for  the  soul  of  Elidyr  ab  Owain, 
the  lord  of  Dinas  firan  in  Dee  Yale.  He 
who  wields  the  flagon  is  the  chanting  priest 
of  the  same.  In  right  of  his  functions  he 
possesses  sundry  privileges,  the  extent  and 
worth  of  which  depend  in  great  measure  on 
his  capability  of  enforcing  them.  His  two 
attendants  are  not  at  this  moment  visible: 
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he  has  dispatched  them  as  videttes  to  the 
Severn  demarcation. 

His  companion  is  bo  ma£9ed  up  in  his 
belted  gown,  that  a  faU  of  many  tresses  of 
thick  auburn  hair  is  the  most  distinguish- 
able feature  about  him.  He  is,  however,  no 
ecclesiastic,  for  the  hilt  of  his  sword  is  per- 
mitted to  attract  the  observation  of  his 
entertainer. 

"  Drink,  brother,"  said  the  latter,  passing 
the  flagon  with  a  gesture  of  hospitality ; 
"  there  is  a  time  for  all  things,  a  time  t« 
abstain,  a  time  to  indulge,  a  time  to  fast,  a 
time  to  digest,  a  time  for  men  to  be  hermits, 
a  time  for  hermits  to  be  men — which  is  now. 
Fear  not,  nor  yet  despise  its  potency." 

"  And  how  long,  hermit,  hast  thou  chanted 
masses  for  EUdyr  ab  Owain  in  this  oaken 
fane  ?" 

"  Three  years,  friend,  three  weary  years  ; 
spring  and  winter,  summer  and  automn." 

"  And  how  long  thinkest  thou  to  continue 
thine  orisons  ?" 

"  Till  it  please  St.  Beimo  to  relieve  me  by 
the  loosing  of  that  most  pious  Chieftain's 
Boul  from  the  penal  pains." 
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"  And  when  may  that  be  ?" 

"  When  St.  Beuno  and  I  please—content 
thee." 

"  Nay,  but  this  Elidyr  ab  Owain  was  re- 
ported an  arrant  traitor  in  his  time,  a  false 
knave;  a  hundred  years,  methink  now,  of 
purgatorial  cleansing " 

"  Blaspheme  not,  stranger ;  canta  pro 
anima,  aut  bibe  pro  anima,  but  say  thou 
nothing  against  the  dead." 

"Dead?" 

"  These  three  years  dead,  buried,  prayed, 
and  chanted  for  by  me,  his  unworthy  cousin, 
Idris  ab  Owain,  for  the  which  I  hold  imder 
St.  Beuno  the  rood  and  roods  of  Aberrhiew. 
Canta  aut  bibe — ask  me  no  ftirther  questions 
thereon,  but  drink,  'tis  better  for  thy  peace." 

The  stranger  gradually  elevated  the  vessel 
to  the  level  of  his  lips. 

"  Where  may  the  merchant  be  foimd  that 
itinerates  the  Powys  wood  with  such  vintage 
as  this,"  said  he,  after  a  satisfactory  essay. 
"  His  credence  in  the  honour  of  his  pur- 
chasers must  needs  procure  him  boundless 
cugtom." 


236  RATHOND  DE  MONTHAULT. 

"  On  the  contrary,  this  article  is  ever  paid 
for  in  ready  coin." 

"  Aye,  that's  wholesome  barter ;  but  how 

80?" 

"  Coin  of  exchange :  coin  that  passes 
everywhere  current  on  the  Borders :  hard, 
ringing  coin,  only  he  that  pays  has  the  ad- 
vantage of  him  that  receives." 

"  Blows?" 

"  E'en  so,  friend.  I  chant,  but  the  Nor- 
man loves  not  Welsh  chanting,  it  jars  on 
his  metal.  So  I  have  acquired,  &om  sore 
necessity,  sundry  manual  privileges  which, 
in  sooth,  gratify  him  little  better.  Had^ 
thou  fought — always  remember,  pro  Elyduri 
anima — as  I  have  done  for  that  purple 
liquor,  thy  throat  would  welcome  it  with 
double  gusto.  Tis  pleasant  to  eat  the 
forest  venison  which  thine  own  hound  has 
chased,  thine  own  knife  quartered.  Tis 
pleasant,  when  life  and  limb  have  been  em- 
perilled  in  lusty  grapple  with  a  Saion  or 
Marcher,  to  quit  thee  down  with  a  whole 
skin,  a  baron's  ransom  in  thy  pouch.  But 
neither  Tenison  nor  ransom  come  so  home  to 
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pocket  or  palate  as  the  red  wine  of  the  South 
tapped,  at  the  sword's  point,  from  the  cellars 
of  fifct  Auglart  of  Chester." 

"  That's  the  Palatine's  mercator." 

"  Lombard,  mercator,  pursuivant,  envoy." 

"  But  he  trafi&cs  not  in  these  parts, 
hennit." 

"*  Hermits  are  pilgrims,  mighty  wanderers. 
I  met  that  said  Auglart  once,  but  once — the 
cooper  hath  not  yet  replaced  the  hoops  I 
loosed  for  bail." 

"Thou  say'st  truly,  bald  hermit.  The 
Snowdon  eagle  finds  little  to  harry  where 
the  Tegengle  hawks  have  swooped  before. 
Here's  to  thee,  man  of  the  Church.  These 
aie  the  latter  days  foretold  of  old  when  the 
sable  Ethiopian  becomes  white,  and  the 
ravening  leopard  a  milky  lamb." 

The  stranger  immersed  his  face  in  the 
flagon,  and,  absorbed  in  doing  justice  to  the 
beverage,  observed  or  heeded  not  the  sus- 
pidoos  glance  of  his  companion. 

"Thou  dost  providently,"  resumed  he 
after  an  approbatory  interjection,  "  to  modify 
the  native  vigour  of  this  heathenish  juice 
with  the  element,  the  curse  whereon  was  re- 
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I  in  the  baptismal  Jordan.  Moreover, 
ictest  as  a  sage  physician  in  reserving 
the  inner  man  has  wherewithal,  besides 
oor,  nude,  ungarrisoned  stomach,  to 
it  its  fervency.  Thou  art  a  leech  of 
est  art,  hermit.  Are  thy  forays  only 
ine?  How  camest  thou  to  don  the 
uid  domesticate  mountain  herds  in  this 
)f  St.  Beuno?  Art  native  to  it?" 
on  of  Zeruiah,"  replied  the  hermit, 
I  that  bearest  the  war-bow  of  Snowdon, 
irt  wont  to  travel  with  a  hehn  of  steel 
y  roof,  cuirass  of  Italy  for  thy  bed,  and 
uadruped  that  neighs  to  the  sound  of 
rmnpet  for  thy  trust  and  refuge,  yet 
rt;  hither  in  the  cloak-garb  of  the  pacific 
I  ask  thee  no  qu^ions.  Thou 
test,  so  please  thee,  be  Sathanas  himself 
e  armour  of  that  holy  champion,  Mac- 
s  of  Jewry;  thoumightestbeMahound 
ml  prophet,  in  the  magic  shirt  pilfered 
the  tomb  of  the  grandson  of  Jesse. 
b  care  I  ?  Devise  me  no  examinations, 
I  not  my  sheep,  fright  not  my  fawns, 
nipt  not  my  chantings,  and  thou  shalt 
of  my  wine  and  lay  on  my  bed  long  as 
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barrels  run  or  the  fern  grows  on  the  bonkins 
side.    But  if  thou  wilt  be  inquisitive " 

"  Not  I,  hermit,"  answered  the  stranger. 
"  Only  every  man  has  one  history,  every 
hermit  two.  I  have  known,  for  instance,  a 
man  of  weeds,  somewhat  resembling  thee  in 
bee  and  stature,  not  to  say  sanctity.*' 

The  recumbent  listener  raised  himself  on 
one  arm. 

"Brave  wine  he  sported  too;  much  was 
he  given  to  pious  exercises  whereby  his  body 
prospered  marvellously, — so  marvellously, 
that  under  the  trappings  of  his  order,  what 
with  his  shorn  crown,  his  hair-cloth  vest- 
ments, his  bell  and  psalmody,  few  would 
suspect  there  lay  concealed  as  proven  a " 

"  A  what  ?"  said  the  hermit,  tardily. 

*'WeIl, — ^strong  names  are  best  unsaid* 
One  mom  this  hermit  of  mine  garrisoned  a 
certain  castle  in  Yenedotia.  He  was  inside, 
—Ms  prince  was  outside/* 

'*  Oh,  his  prince !  **  echoed  the  hermit, 
springing  to  his  feet. 

''His  prince,**  reiterated  the  stranger, 
removing  not  his  eye  from  the  anchorite's 
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e.  That  eve  places  had  changed, — the 
nee  was  inside,  the  hermit  out." 
■'  And  was  that  all  ?" 
'  The  interval  was  something, — fighting, 
nual  privilege,  as  thou  wouldst  term  it, 
liuBt  his  own  prince.  Treason,  rank 
ason." 

'Who  called  it  so?" 

"  Why,  the  prince,  the  hermit,  the  world, 
!  law, — treason  which  shortens  a  man  hy 
!  head." 

rhe  hermit  moved  his  with  a  slow,  re- 
aring, spasmodic  energy. 
"  Now,  my  friend  fought  desperately  to 
ain  his  head." 
"  And  he  succeeded  ?  " 
"For  that  time, — ^but  to  escape  once,  is 
t  to  escape  altt^ther." 
"But    this  hermit,  —  this  castle, —  this 
ncC) — who  were  they?" 
"Oh,  who  were  they?    This  prince  was 
i  Prince  of  Snowdon, — ^this  castle  was  the 
stle    of   Dinas    Bran, — this    hermit — he 
•w  his  wine  from  the  cellars  of  Auglart  of 
ester." 
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The  chanting  priest  made  no  other  reply 
than  by  taking  a  Danish  draught  from  the 
flagon ;  his  eyes  peered  above  the  rim  whilst 
he  exclaimed : 

''  And  thon  say'st  this  man  of  pious  exer- 
cises escaped  once, — ^but  to  escape  once " 

The  stranger  nodded,  rose,  drew  his  sword, 
and  finished  the  sentence  : 

"  Is  not  to  escape  altogether." 

"Thou  art  a  truthless  comrade,  Beynallt 
Bhudd,  with  thy  feigned  voice  and  grey 
serge,  to  have  sought  out  the  secret  of  thy 
frere,"  cried  the  hermit.  "Moreover,  thou 
art  a  conspiring  recreant  to  drink  my  wine 
and  decry  my  treason.  But,  have  at  thee 
with  the  sword  of  St.  Beuno,  the  Blessed  uncle 
of  St.  Winifred !  Saving  and  excepting  the 
article  of  diet  for  the  which  the  climate  and 
the  constitution  are  a£  it  were  natural  dis- 
paisations, — saving  also  a  saUie  or  two  with 
thee  into  the  Norman  holdings — I  did  verily 
intend  to  lead  a  St.  Anthony's  life — I  did 
verily  intend  it.  Now  will  I  revenge  the 
loss  of  my  future  sanctity  on  thy  iron  carcase, 
maugre  the  rich  elixir  within  thee." 

And  with  incredible  expedition,  the  chant- 
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ing  frere,  divestrng  himBelf  of  his  official 
attire,  displayed  beneath  it  a  veiy  fair  set  of 
martial  equipments  on  his  holy  body. 

"  Thou  wilt  never  rid  thee,  I  fear,  of  thy 
ancient  tricks,  EUdyr  ah  OwBJn,"  coolly  re- 
marked the  person  addressed  as  Beynallt 
Bhudd.  "  Here  hast  thou  played  the  dead 
man,  and  sang  masses  for  thine  own  soul 
since  thy  attainder ;  aad  doubtless  when  thy 
'De  Proiundis'  shook  thy  chantry  yonder, 
thou  didst  constantly  persiiade  thyself  none 
but  the  hermit  of  St.  Beuno  divined  what 
had  become  of  the  traitor  of  Dinas  Bran." 

The  Hermit's  eyas  twinkled  wickedly. 

"  Thou  art  a  sacrilegious  dog,"  continued 
Beynallt,  "  to  tamper  thus  with  mysteries ; 
but  don  thy  black  habiliments  again,  or,  ere 
I  can  help  it,  thou  wilt  bring  about  thine 
bead,  such  a  troop  of  the  Snowdon  lanoes  as 
will  not  leave  two  limbs  of  thy  body  in  union 
in  the  grave." 

The  Hermit  cast  a  glance  of  investigation 
into  the  quiescent  woods.  To  the  caxeless 
eye  nought  but  verdure,  miles  deep,  was 
visible, — ^here,  flushed  with  transient  spl^i- 
dour,  there   one  intensity  of  strong  iaei- 
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haostible  foliage.  But  the  frere's  eye  was 
not  a  careless  one.  In  those  deep  vistas  of 
intenninable  shade  he  saw  a  concealed  life. 

"By  the  will  of  God,**  said  he,  resuming 
his  abandoned  garments,  '^  I  had  minded  to 
teach  thee  the  wisdom  of  confining  thy  at- 
tention to  thy  own  concerns ;  but  thou  hast 
overreached  me,  Beynallt.  None  can  fight 
more  than  his  match.  Two,  or  in  a  strong 
cause,  three,  I  might  endure,  but  a  band  of 
such  green  grasshoppers  as  are  yonder  en- 
sconced,— not  Tristram  himself  would  tilt 
against.     So  what  wouldst  thou  ?  " 

"What  would  I?'*  replied  Eeynallt, 
smiling  at  his  entertainers  embarrassed  resig- 
nation. ''Thou  hast  served  under  me  in 
many  a  bold  maraud,  but  never  in  thy  true 
character  of  Elidyr  ab  Owain.  Never,  unless 
Snowdon  had  unmasked  thee,  should  I  have 
guessed  thee  other  than  the  Chanting  Friar 
of  Aberrhiew.  Thinkest  thou  I  could  bear 
a  comrade  like  thee  unwelcome  tidings? 
I  bring  thee,  man,  a  right  gracious  message 
from  the  Venetine, — option  of  retrieving 
castle  and  lands.  Far  be  it,  nevertheless, 
from  me  to  bring  on  my  soul  the  loss  of  that 

M  2 


244  EATMOND  DB  MONTHAULT. 

future  aanctity  which  thou  art  doubtless  de- 
termined to  atchjeve." 

The  Hermit's  application  to  the  fl^on  con- 
veyed his  sense  of  the  alternative. 

"  Well  then,  there  is  remission  for  thy 
treason,  if  thou  wilt  but  strike  one  good 
stroke  in  acknowledgment  of  such  grace  re- 
ceived," 

"  By  St.  Dewi !  art  in  earnest  ?  "  asked 
ElidjTT)  an  expansive  joy  Ulumining  his  fea- 
tures,— "  my  castle  and  lauds  P  " 

"  Or  if  tiiou  preferrest  the  service  of  St. 
Beuno  and  his  patrimony " 

"  The  fiend  fly  off  with  St.  Benno  and  bis 
patrimony  to  boot,"  burst  out  the  reverend 
friar, — "though  I  am  a  Paynim  to  say  so,  for 
the  Saint  has  been  to  me  a  true  protector  in 
trouble  ;  but  I  advise  thee,  I  am  heart-wearied 
of  beads  and  paternosters,  of  credos  and  aves, 
of  set^  and  sackcloth,  of  sheep,  and  such  like 
creatures  of  grace.  I  cannot  tell  thee  how 
wondrooaly  easy  this  grace  goes  down  before 
nature, — ^it  never  stood  by  me  ten  minutes 
valiantly  against  yonder  flagon.  My  fault, 
mea  culpa,  mea  maaima  culpa,"  cried  the 
amphibious    Welshman,    dropping    on    his 
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knees  with  a  sudden  impulse.     "Holy  St. 
Beuno!   the  Saints  in  Heaven  shall  never 
have  to  say  to  thee,  *  Lo,  brother,  thou  wert 
a  shield  and  a  temple  to  a  thankless  Cymro. 
He  lias  returned  to  his  castle  and  clan, — 
who  but  thou,  brother,  inspired  the  mind  of 
Snowdon  to  grant  him  amnesty, — ^behold ! 
where  is  his  memory  of  thee?*     No,  thy 
freres  in  bliss  shall  never  say  that  to  thee  of 
Elidyr  ab  Owain.     They  may  say,  'Elidyr 
was  a  traitor,  a  fool,  a  Mse  priest,  a  sessylt 
at  the  wine-cup,*  but  never,  *  Elidyr  was 
thankless,  and  graceless  to  thee  his  Patron.' 
Blessed  unde  of  St.  Winifred,  I  vow  to  thee, 
80  live  I  and  prosper,  when  once  I  tread  my 
own  soil  again  on  Dinas  Bran,  neither  touch 
nor  taste  of  wine  shall  moisten  my  lips  till  I 
have  endowed  a  praying  church  with  land- 
right  and  water-right  to  thy  sacred  memory. 
Aid  me  herein,  Maria  Furissima.     Aid  me, 
St.  Dewi,  and  St.  Mark,  and  all  frere-saints 
in  glory.     Yes,  doubtless,  it  was  thou  that 
movedst  the  will  of  Snowdon  herein, — ^and 
on  the  £uth  of  a  son  of  the  First  People,  thou 
shalt  have  thy  church." 
This  ebullition  of  devotional  feeling  was 
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viewed  with  respect  by  Eeynallt  Rhudd.  It 
was  the  outburst  of  an  impulsiTe  nature 
which  went  at  once  to  the  sacrificial  point — 
the  form  of  its  development  did  not  therefore 
much  trouble  this  single-judging  spectator. 

"Sancte  Elidure,"  said  he,  after  a  hrief, 
deferential  pause,  "  is  this  thy  oblation  as  a 
priest  ?  'Tis  well  thought  on ;  some  debt 
thou  surely  dost  owe  to  the  powers  supernal, 
for  Monthault  the  Marcher  as  well  as  the 
Snowdon  prince,  to  say  nought  of  Anglart  of 
Chester,  have  balances  enough  against  thee 
this  side  the  Welkin.  I  trust,  however,  thy 
gratitude  will  not  be  limited  to  the  saints. 
I  have  known  a  fiiend  at  court  as  valuable 
in  carnal  emei^ncies  as  a  friend  in  heaven." 

"  True  returner  will  I  be  to  both,  only  the 
saints  first.  Ah !  none  but  such  as  I  know 
the  services  which  the  gracious  saints — ^be 
they  angels,  be  theyniMi — be  they  here  only, 
be  they  everywhere — render  their  devotees. 
No  door  to  my  chantry,  no  claostral  to  my 
chamber,  nor  lock,  nor  bar,  nor  dog  to  my 
fold,  have  I  not  slumbered  safely  as  a  bird 
on  the  bough,  these  three  years  bygone? 
Who  hath  broken  my  fold  or  shaken  my 
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shoulder  in  sleep  P  Until  the  fiery  doom-day 
none  will  ever  know  his  obligations  to  the 
calendar  saints,  Beynallt  Bhndd." 

''Be  it  so :  donbtless  I  am  myself  deep 
in  receipt  of  benefactions  from  that  qnarter, 
of  the  nnmber  of  which  I  shall  hereafter 
be  made  conscious.  Bnt  hast  thou  no 
curiosity  with  regard  to  the  service  exacted 
from  thee,  for  this  boon  of  Snowdon  mercy  ?" 

**  "lis  done,  specify  it :  a  pious  deed,  say- 
est  thou  ?" 

"Would'st  call  unshelling  the  Norman 
from  Monthault  yonder,  or  shivering  his 
helmet  with  a  Conway  partisan,  a  blessing 
ecclesiastical,  thou  peaceful  Benedictine  ?" 

"  Thou  singest  of  spring  and  fairy  flowers," 
edioed  the  military  recluse,  '^  I  would  have 
grasped  hands  with  thee  in  this  work,  had 
the  Chester  cord,  not  the  Dinas  Peak,  been 
the  end  of  our  march.  This  Norman,  this 
Norman !  woidd  his  lives  were  as  many  as 
the  crimes  capital  he  has  committed.  We 
could  rack  him  from  Shrove-tide  to  Palm- 
tide  :  but  hark  V*  And  the  Hermit  laid  his 
ear  to  the  ground. 

Leaping  from  shelf  to  shelf  in  the  bed  of 
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the  EJiiew,  or  plunging  through  its  shallow 
basins,  the  sub-cantor  of  the  Eremite  soon 
made  his  appearance.  He  laid  his  hand  on 
an  horizontal  branch  and  vaulted  on  the 
dry  ground.  His  vestments  were  a  mass  of 
hair,  and  as  the  stream  trickled  off,  he 
afforded  no  unapt  representation  of  a  biped 
beaver  or  otter. 

"News,  son,"  asked  the  Hermit,  raising 
his  person  from  its  prostrate  attitude,  "  what 
hast  thou  seen  ?" 

"I  have  seen  Peers  de  Monthault,  and 
sixty  horsemen  of  Monthault,  crossing  the 
Severn   hitherway   at   Howel    Ford." 

Up  sprung  Eeynallt  Rhudd. 

"Stay,"  said  the  Hermit,  "they  can  be 
iwund  nowhere  else  than  for  the  hall  of 
:!aereinion ;  the  peace  of  the  Church  is  be- 
ween  them." 

"  Hah !"  responded  Eeynallt,  "  this  mom 
t  was  so,  but  the  hour  is  past  and  the  chain 
s  snapt.  I  met  Ap  Cadvan  with  the  Abbot  of 
^ynimer,  in  the  Manavon  vale.  I  met  them, 
oau,  with  the  war-bow  of  Snowdon  nmning 
►y  my  side.  The  Abbot  blessed  the  bow. 
i.p  Cadvan  and  his  escort,  with  my  Snowdon 
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le  not  three  hundred  yards  above 
orest  biding.  Up,  EUdyr  ab  Owain, 
:  thy  castle ;  thou  hast  luck  to  the 

thy  saints.  They  must  pass  through 
t  of  us." 

gle  motion  swept  into  the  stream 
ttdication  of  the  recent  festivity, 
er  flagon  vanished  somewhere  as  if 
kcle.  The  camel-haired  attendant 
icross  the  paddock.  In  a  few  mi- 
s  sonorous  voice  pealing  the  Mise- 

for  the  hypothetical  deceased  was 

not  unmelodionsly  with  the  Uquid 
ion  of  the  stream.  Beynallt  Rhudd 
Hermit  had  disappeared. 

in  the  contraction  of  the  valley, 
I  with  stirless  glittering  trees.  Nature 
ems  to  reign  in  isolated  dominion, 
erference,  the  intrusion  of  man  would 
[uppceed  to  extend  beyond  the  angle 
unds  the  smooth  oasis  of  the  her- 
The  lofty  woods  beyond  assert  a 
lajesty,  a  kingdom  of  their  own,  per- 
y  a  pecuJdar  light,  a  peculiar  tempe- 
-they  have  laws  and  eympathies  of 
WQ — ^their  own  tones  and  language. 
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Here  even  in  the  fierce  meridian  absorption 
the  dew-drops  in  crystal  globules  trembli 
in  their  emerald  cups,  or  roll  in  a  stream  o 
diamonds  down  the  strings  of  the  hlxu 
g;igantic  grass.  Here  flowers  unknown  tx 
the  plains,  herbs  unregi8t«red  and  unnamed. 
grow  in  fantastic  disorder,  some  in  wild  ex- 
clusive parterres,  others  drooping  in  thou- 
sand-coloured festoons  from  tree  to  tree. 
Here  Echo  prolongs  and  varies  from  alley  to 
alley  her  faintest  notes,  leaping  on  airy  tiptoe 
from  near  to  far,  from  far  to  near,  till  in  the 
extreme  distance  she  wearies  herself  into  the 
mtirmnrs  of  impenetrable  recesses.  Here 
there  is  perpetual  evening ;  here  the  glare 
that,  like  a  fringe  of  fire,  runs  round  the 
forest  margin,  subsides  into  the  hues  of  the 
circumambient  elements — shade,  but  shade 
pregnant  with  light — rather,  indeed,  light 
retired  than  shade.  Here  the  fountain,  the 
child  of  the  oak,  gushes  from  its  roots,  or,  as 
a  mirror — clear,  limpid,  unrippling — reflects 
from  its  passive  sur&ce  the  expanded  um- 
brage above.  Here  the  sight  shoots  down 
mile  after  mile  of  mighty  avenues — ^the  very 
noonday  closing  its  eyes  in  the  long-drawn 
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their  arches.  Such  a.  territory  might 
^est  other  inhabitants  than  man — it 
at  be  that  it  should  not  be  peopled — 
r,  perchance,   jet  not  the   less   te-   . 

occupied,   possessed  by  its  ^pro- 
iegregations.      It  was   so — but   no 
>y  nymph,  or  fay,  or  diyad. 
1  round  the  gnarled  roots,  prostrate 
;  the  luxuriant  parasites,  stretched, 

a  limb  exposed,  on  the  broad  leat- 

bou^,  couchant  behind  the  chance 
:h  selecting  his  own  position,  yet  all 
Dsed  as  to  act  simoltaneously,  lav 
9,  almost  breathless,  the  ambuscade 
'^enedotian.  And  nothing  in  war  so 
>  qualifications  of  the  true  soldier  as 
}U8cade.  The  acute  comprehension, 
ute  obedience,  the  vigilant  attention, 
-timed  combination  must  be  united 
ire  success.  The  impatience,  the 
ness,  the  temerity  of  one  individual 
nises  and  mins  the  beet  design,  the 

scheme.     And  in  the  interval,  be- 
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tion.  Barelj,  therefore,  are  ambuscades  on 
a  lai^  scale  attempted — it  is  not  every 
commander  that  possesses,  like  the  Cartha- 
ginian, the  materials  for  their  oi^anization. 
Bat  with  the  Venedotian  thej  constituted, 
if  not  the  most  frequent,  the  most  perilous, 
of  his  stratagetics.  FamiUanzed  with  a 
country  abounding  in  ravines  and  &stnesses, 
he  permitted  Nature  to  instruct  and  inure 
him  in  the  species  of  warfiue  best  adapted 
for  iiimself  and  his  land.  A  huntsman, 
therefore  exercised  in  the  virtues  of  hardi- 
hood  and  8^;acity,  daily  taught  that  precipi- 
tancy was  the  destruction  of  sport,  he 
introduced  these  habits  with  ease  into  a 
sterner  game.  He  oould  watch — he  oould 
wait — ^he  could  retain  the  self-same  posture, 
dumb  and  ai^os-eyed,  for  hours,  till  the 
instant  to  strike  the  blow  arrived.  Wrapped 
in  rushes  or  weeds,  if  the  soil  were  of  the 
same  hue,  or,  like  the  birds,  assimilated  to 
the  predominant  colour  of  the  spot,  his 
gleaming  blade  plunged  in  the  earth,  his 
very  eye-balls  denied  their  radiancy,  the 
clansman  of  Caereinion  thus,  on  this  occasion, 
bided  the  coming  sound  of  the  Normans' 
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advance.  Further  on,  where  the  glen  be- 
came a  gorge,  a  copse  of  impregnable  briers 
and  thorns  had  shot  up  with  nu^cal  ra- 
pidity, behind  which,  each  by  the  side  of  his 
long  steel-headed  spear,  was  concealed  the 
Snowdon  cohors  of  Beynallt  Bhudd.  These 
men,  a  portion  of  the  elite  of  the  Welsh 
forces,  claiming,  by  hereditary  privilege,  the 
post  of  honour  in  every  engagement,  lay 
with  their  breasts  flat  on  the  ground,  their 
left  hands  on  the  shaft  of  their  weapon,  their 
attention  fixed  on  one  spot,  where  three  or 
fonr  oaks,  amalgamated  into  one  huge  trunk, 
presented  in  their  flank  a  deep  niche  or  ex- 
cavation. Here  stood  Beynallt  and  the  Lord 
of  Gaereinion — ^the  former  grasping  his  jave- 
lin, the  latter  the  hilt  of  his  sheathed  sword. 
At  their  feet,  entirely  screened  by  the  bulg- 
ing of  the  roots,  the  pseudo  Priest  of  Aber- 
rhiew  had  extended  his  robust  figure,  but  in 
tiie  last  ten  minutes  the  demon  of  war  had 
effected  a  strange  revolution  in  that  reck- 
less visage.  From  brow  and  lip  and  con- 
centrated glance  lunged  out  as  if  to  en- 
coonter  the  Norman  in  the  midway  air, 
passion,  hatred,  vindictiveness — ^mingled  with 
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irhich  glowed  and  panted  the  relentless  joy 
hat  animates  a  destructive  nature  on  the 
ve  of  encounter  with  its  prey  or  foe. 
There  was  death  in  the  tardy  smile  which 
rept  over  the  Chieftain's  features  as  hia 
ar  caught  the  first  &int  clank  of  the  distant 
rms.  In  that  heart  there  was  no  palpita- 
ioD,  in  the  tightening  of  those  limbs  no  im- 
latience,  no  restlessneBS,  nothing  bat  an  in- 
[omitable,  yet  savi^  and  ferocious,  courage. 

Another  distant  metallic  ring — another 
espouse  in  every  fibre  in  that  intense  am- 
luscade.  And  every  moment  now  assumes 
n  intolerable  duration;  every  eye  expects 
he  out-drawn  flash  of  Caereinion'e  sword,  yet 
very  veteran  knows  the  slightest  heedless- 
less  is  loss,  betrayal,  defeat ;  therefore  each 
B  more  guarded,  more  deeply  silent,  more 
temly  observant;  only  the  fingers  are 
losing  round  and  gripping  each  instrument 
if  shiughter  with  increasing  strength  and 
enadty. 

Who  can  mistake  the  tramp  of  that  heavy 
lavaliy,  though  it  approaches  over  soft, 
grassy,  yielding  sward?  Who  cannot  re- 
lognize  that  martial  sound  of  measured  steps. 
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of  ponderous  echoes,  of  iron  accoutrements  ? 
Who  cannot,  by  intuition — ^by  instinct,  un- 
derstand 'that  the  men  from  whom  proceed 
that  r^ularity  of  motion,  that  solidity  of 
march,  are  not  to  be  meddled  with  except 
with  one  determination — one  result  ?  They 
cany  the  grave  with  them ;  in  it,  if  attacked, 
descend  the  bodies  of  their  assailants  or 
their  own — ^perhaps,  of  both. 

And  the  sound  now  becomes  a  steady,  un- 
interrupted cavalcade.  The  forest  light 
yonder,  thickens,  glistens,  radiates  with  the 
reflection  of  steel.  Slowly  round  the  angle 
walks  the  destrier,  or  war-horse,  of  Peers  de 
Monthault,  his  neck  uneasily  tossed,  his 
nostrils  snorting,  his  round,  frill-orbed  eye 
emitting  a  green  blaze  of  fire,  yet  so  ad- 
niirably  trained  that  though  it  smells  and 
sees  the  ambush — ^though  its  nerves  are  on 
the  stretch  to  hear  the  charge  or  feel  the 
spur,  it  only  treads  with  stricter  time,  with 
stronger  and  prouder  pace.  But  the  burn- 
ing doud  rolls  out  more  and  more  startlingly, 
and  even  the  sluggish,  moody  Peers,  im- 
mersed as  he  is  in  a  sulky  reverie,  cannot 
bnt  be  conscious  that  the  noble  creature  is 
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jcting  his  powers  for  some  sudden  Bpring. 
is  too  good  a  soldier  not  to  recognize  the 
lion,  beneath  him,  of  the  wholfe  system, 
draws  the  reins  up,  and  fenters  bis  spear. 
Lud,  three  by  three,  behind  foUow  the 
lUers  of  Monthault,  each  steed  keeping 
e  with  Sir  Peers',  each  horseman  as  mute 

military  as  the  leader  himself — a  pro- 
ion  of  unagitated  plumes,  pointed  lances, 
assible,  mail-chested  riders. 
Lnd  the  van  of  the  column  has  long  past 
head  of  the  ambuscade,  yet  not  a  man 
stirred,  not  a  twig  has  moved ;  three  by 
je  they  still  advance,  and  that  amalga- 
«d  oak  is  now  within  a  lance  or  two  of 
Peers. 
Lnd  then  the  earth  seems  to  start  into 

and  the  oaks  to  change  into  leaping 
OS,  and  the  long  herbage  to  flash  into  a 
iisand  eyes,  and  with  crested  neck  and 
speed  of  a  thunderbolt,  the  destrier  takes 
ng  full  bound  into  a  surging  sea  of  spears. 
1  the  Korman  reels  in  his  saddle;  his 
»  is  shivered  in  twain,  lines  of  sparks  run 
ig  his  corslet,  marking  the  collisions  with 
Snowdon  spears  he  and  his  steed  staler 
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but  the  gallant  animal,  without  di^- 
panse,  as  a  racer  in  career,  dashes 
through  and  through — a  few  more 
plintered  by  that  iron  velocity,  that 
J  impulse, — a  javelin  biting  his  helm 
•rains  momentarily  swim  round  in  a 
of  confusion — and  Sir  Peers  himself 
«d  the  ambuscade.  The  shouts  of 
Wallia,  Wyllt  WaUia,"  are  retreat- 
free  avenues  of  the  forest  are  before 
lut  where  are  his  troop? 
^e  Norman,  reining  up,  turned  the 
his  steed — not  a  man  had  succeeded 
ring  him.  There  was  a  duU,  grind- 
d,  as  of  a  deadly  melee,  a  score  or  so 
i  gallopping  madly  for  a  time,  then 
;  here  and  there  in  the  woody 
-no  cry,  no  change,  no  reverberation 
—only  that  close  stifling  crash  of 
losed  to  men  in  mortal  fight.  Bat 
inued,  and  with  the  knightliness  of 
the  Norman  drove  his  rowel  into  his 
1  side,  to  the  rescue  or  his  own  death. 


ill 
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CHAPTER  Vin 


THE   DETECTION. 


The  spectacle  of  a  soldier  in  full  flight  for  his 
life  was  afforded  the  sub-chanter  of  Aberrhiew, 
by  Bavolco  the  Picard.  The  sub-chanter, 
like  his  superior,  had  more  pursuits  than  pro- 
fessions. When  disengaged  from  his  chapel — 
which  like  other  religious  cells  dotted  over 
the  kingdom  was  itself  disengaged  from  the 
inconvenient  visitation  or  superintendence 
of  bishop  or  abbot,  of  monastery  or  cathe- 
dral— he  occupied  his  leisure  by  completing 
his  education  in  athletic  or  depredatory  ac- 
complishments, the  connection  of  which  with 
the  Church  was  invisible  to  every  eye  but  his 
own.  The  multiplicity  of  these  independent 
cells,  where  one  capricious  individual  with  a 
few  congenial  associates  organized  themselves 
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into  a  quasi-religious  confraternity,  amena- 
ble to  neither  scrutiny  or  discipline,  consti- 
tated  one  of  the  curses  of  the  nnreformed 
catholicity  of  the  era.  A  lusty  voice,  a 
fluent  delivery,  an  engaging  or  popular 
address,  backed  .hy  a  few  relics  and  miracles, 
the  authenticity  of  which  rested  mainly,  if 
not  entirely,  on  the  verbal  effrontery  of  the 
exponents,  were  sufficient  capital  to  start 
many  an  unscrupulous  adventurer  in  this 
career  of  devotional  speculation.  The  grant 
or  rentage  of  an  acre  of  land  was  soon  ob- 
tained— ^an  acquaintance  with  the  vicinity 
soon  effected — ^its  ignorance  or  tendencies 
soon  &thomed.  If  the  locality  had  never 
been  distinguished  by  any  supernatural  in- 
tereention,  the  temporary  tabernacle  erected, 
would  probably  take  the  form  of  a  permanent 
building.  Some  wondrous  fax5t  would  cer- 
tainly  occur — ^the  honour  of  the  neighbour- 
hood would  be  involved  in  its  maintenance — 
the  interest  of  the  priests  or  quasi-priests  in 
its  credibility.  The  possession  of  the  body 
of  an  ascetic  or  anchorite,  reputed  to  have 
died  in  the  odour  of  sanctity,  was  in  itself, 
what  in  these  days  we  should  denominate  an 
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f:-J.-j«5  pibticv  t&aS  the  apc'lacaii'jos  to  the 
nao  ©-^rt  and  eniie-ipia-  to  pvuooaiKv 
t  really  were  or  wwe  Dot  entitled  to  the 
md  iipecifi* — as  it  was  cooYiexueiitlT  termed 
f  aHfiratifm,  were  a  sc-aree  of  oMistant 
jltxHy  to  the  Central  Unity  of  the  then 
isftetidota.  The  mle  that  no  one  shonld 
cammized,  nntH  at  least  all  his  frailties 
n  hiiried  in  oblivion  and  his  Tirtoes  alone 
lalmed  in  tradition,  was  genei^y  ob- 
ed;  even  with  this  restriction,  the 
iber  increased  to  thousands,  and  had  not 
holy  Father — ^whether  on  calculation,  or 
self  defence,  or  from  principle,  we  will 
presame  to  decide — made  canonization 
xy  tediotu,  investigatory,  expensive  a£Gur, 
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these  numbers  would  have  become  I 
Afi  it  was,  the  system  origioated  fo 
of  Fap^  rescripts  without  end ;  and 
curions,  when  any  L^ate  "  pro  mori 
formandis,"  went  throngb  the  cotmti 
mwy  cells,  chantries,  leaden  seals  an< 
parchment  privil^s,  preferred  disapj 
to  being  con&onted  with  the  de 
volume  in  red  letters — ^the  register 
bona  fide  shrines  and  sanctuaries, 
erils  in  fact  of  the  Papacy,  were  no 
owing  to  its  doctrinal  corruptions,  t 
its  nnwieldly,  unmanageable  extent. 
new  order  was  in  reality  a  partial  r( 
tion,  but  the  purest  intentions  wert 
frustrated  by  machinations  within  a 
sheer  impossibility  of  thorough  and  e 
communication  without.  To  go  and 
itova  head-quarters  was  at  least  a 
journey,  even  under  the  most  fav 
circumstances  not  devoid  of  danger,  i 
contingencies,  replete  with  perils  o 
description — ^robbers,  lawless  mere 
ciril  contentions,  baronial  altercatioE 
absence  of  roads,  uckness,  captivity 
lence.    Where  the  circulation  betwi 


BATHOND  DE  MONTHACLT. 

Heal  proTince,  till  order  was  Batis&ctorily 
ored. 

lie  inferior  clergy  were  not  behind  hand  in 
ning  their  proper  portion  of  activity  and 
irprise.  "  I  journeyed," — qaoth  Sampson, 
;  Snbsacrist,  then  Abbot  of  the  iamons 
)ey  at  St.  Edmonds,  against  whose  mitre 
mond  de  Monthanlt  had  to  his  snbse- 
Bt  misfortune  flushed  his  juvenile  sword, — 
journeyed,"  quoth  Sampson,  allnding  to 
time  when  he  was  a  humble  Brother,  "  to 
ae  in  the  time  of  the  schism  between 
le  Alexander  and  Octavian.  I  passed 
>agh  Italy  at  that  time  when  all  clerics 
wted  with  letters  to  or  from  our  lord  the 
«  Alexander  were  arrested.  Some  were 
ircerated — some  were  hanged — some  had 
T  lips  and  noses  mutilated,  and  were  thus 
t  back  to  the  Pope  to  his  shame  and 
ress. 

I  gave  myself  out  to  be  a  Scotchman — I 
on  the  national  costume  of  a  Scotchman 
he  deportment  of  a  Scotchman — ^like  a 
tchman  I  handled  my  gaveloc  on  the 
ds  of  those  that  jeered  at  me,  and,  like  a 


RAYMOND  D£  MONTHAULT. 


267 


Scotchman,  I  threatened  and  thundered.  If 
any  met  and  questioned  me  as  to  who  I  was, 
I  answered  no  more  than  '  Bide,  ride  Borne 
— ^back,  hack  Canterhury/  This  I  did  to 
disguise  myself  and  emhassy  to  get  as  a  poor 
Scotchman  safer  to  Bome.  Well,  I  obtained 
the  letters  which  were  my  object  from  the 
Lord  Pope,  and  in  returning  I  was  compelled 
to  pass,  not  fan  from  the  city,  near  to  a 
certain  castle.  Behold!  the  Castellan  and 
his  officers  rushed  out.  They  seized  me. 
*  This  vagabond,'  cried  they,  '  who  pretends 
to  be  a  Scotchman,  is  either  a  spy  or  carries 
missiyes  from  the  pseudo-Pope  Alexander.' 
They  then  examined  my  ragged  clothes — ^my 
le^'ings — my  breeches — ^the  clouted  shoes 
which,  also  like  a  Scotchman,  instead  of 
wearing  out  of  town,  I  carried  on  my 
shoulders.  Meanwhile,  I  thrust  my  hand 
mto  my  wallet  and  drew  out  a  little  jug, 
which  I  Tised  for  drinking.  In  that  jug  were 
the  letters,  which  they  thus  missed;  so  by 
the  help  of  the  Lord  and  St.  Edmund  I 
e8cs^)ed.  Nevertheless,  they  robbed  me  of 
every  farthing  of  my  money ;  so  it  behoved 
me  to  beg  my  way  from  door  to  door  across 
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he  continent  until  I  came  into  England." 
?he  vicissitudes  and  colouring  of  the  period 
bus  nm  down  from  the  Princes  to  the 
)west  grades  of  the  mediseval  Church.  The 
'olity  of  Rome  also,  by  which  she  either 
ermits  or  does  not  resist  any  development 
f  spiritual  life,  however  eccentric,  fanatical, 
nprecedented,  provided  it  recognise  her 
andamental  exactions  of  Unity  and  Obe- 
ience,  was  calculated  to  encourage  this 
afinite  variety  of  tints  and  characters  in 
ler  elastic  but  complicated  fabric.  Her 
trings  were  of  every  strain — every  stain — 
very  strength  and  degree  of  consistency; 
ome  of  them  most  refined  and  delicate, 
thers  of  unmitigated  coarseness  and  vulgar 
daptability.  Professing  to  pervade,  she 
elected  her  instruments  from  all  rants. 
Ind  very  strange  delegates  thus  found  their 
/ay  into  her  multifarious  departments ;  some, 
ike  the  chief  of  Dinas  Bran  and  his  assist- 
nts,  never  even  requested  permission  to  don 
ler  livery  or  asked  authority  to  assnme  her 
lame  and  exercise  her  functions.  Tet  these, 
or  obvious  reasons,  were  the  very  persons 
hat  stickled  most  for  her  sanctity — her  in- 
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violabiKty ;  upon  it  the  safety  of  their  own 
necks  often  depended,  and  this  engendered 
a  species  of  rude,  ill-defined  gratitude  for  the 
privileges  which,  though  disgracefully  abused, 
had  stood  them,  at  least,  in  good  stead  in 
their  hour  of  need.  Meanwhile,  during 
these  singular  escapades,  the  only  part  of 
the  monk  would  be  his  cowl.  The  routine 
of  formal  ordinances,  easily  and  contentedly 
discharged,  were  his  substitute  for  moral 
obligations  and  personal  holiness;  from 
these,  the  natural  temperament  and  bias, 
dormant  but  not  changed,  would,  under  any 
strong  excitement — such  as  the  message  of 
Snowdon,  through  Eeynallt  Ehudd,  to 
Elydyr — hurst  out  into  their  old,  perhaps 
into  accelerated  energy.  The  Chanting- 
priest  himself  had  succumbed.  After  so 
long  singing  masses  for  his  putative  self  in 
Purgatory,  he  had  abjured  the  slough  which 
had  guaranteed  his  intangibility  by  secular 
hands.  He  was  once  more,  publicly — ^what 
covertly  he  had  never  ceased  to  be — ^the 
heady,  warlike,  intemperate  Cateran  of  the 
hilk. 
It  was  natural  his  vicarius  should  experi- 
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ich  impetus  had  it  been  discharged  at  its 
Bad.  The  artillery  of  stones,  by  modem 
uids,  is  a  very  contemptible  mode  of  bel- 
gerency ;  but  the  weight,  rapidity,  and 
■curacy  with  which  they  flew  in  a  con- 
nuous  volley  from  the  pliant  sinewy  arm  of 
le  monk  indicated  a  wild  but  formidable 
lience  of  lapidation.  Fleet  as  a  sta^  he 
;pt  pace  with  the  heavy-hamessed  yet 
vift  steed  of  the  Norman,  maintaining, 
ithout  remission  or  interruption,  a  succes- 
on  of  dischai^es,  the  least  of  which  would 
ive  disabled  to  his  mercy  an  unmailed  op- 
ment.  The  execrations  of  the  Norman, 
ader  this  novel  assault,  were  mingled  with 
16  rattling  of  his  cuirass,  the  parting  of  the 
ver  boulders  in  flakes  as  they  came  into  col- 
lion  with  his  arms,  the  rasping  glance  of 
iher  stones  of  harder  material,  the  yells 
id  challenges  of  the  hirsute  Orson  behind, 
he  crupper,  flanks,  and  hocks  of  the  animal 
)peared,  however,  to  be  the  principal  target, 
id  had  a  single  aim  taken  efl^ect  upon  this 
st  point,  the  fate  of  Ravolco  would  soon 
ive  been  sealed.  He  would  have  been 
ilplessly  and  inglorioosly  pelted,  without 
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the  power  of  repulsion,  to  death.  But  fortune, 
in  this  respect,  befriended  him.  Mauled, 
bruised,  and  partially  stupified,  he  raised  a 
shout  of  exultation  as  the  stream  of  the 
Severn  hove  in  sight ;  his  horse,  also,  terri- 
fied at  the  blows  and  clattering  that  echoed 
from  its  caparison,  gave  a  brief  glad  neigh. 
There  was  no  time  to  diverge  to  the  ford — 
so  right  ahead  on  to  the  margin,  from  the 
margin,  with  one  gallant  stride,  into  the 
sQent  pool  of  the  river,  the  horse  of  the 
Norman  plunged,  disappeared,  rose,  and 
struck  oat. 

*'  Is  this  the  booming  of  the  water,  or  its 
gargling  in  the  vacancies  of  the  armour? 
thought  Bavolco,  as  he  emerged  from  the 
flood.  He  was  quickly  undeceived.  The 
Welshman  had  taken  a  flying  leap  after  him 
from  the  bank,  and  with  a  shock  which 
partially  displaced  him  from  his  seat,  was 
mterlacing  his  brawny  arms  round  his 
throat.  By  a  desperate  exertion  the  Norman 
twisted  himself  round  and  faced  his  enemy. 

'^  I  am  a  Bed  man  of  Mowddy,"  growled 
the  latter>  glueing  his  lips  to  the  Norman's, 
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whilst  his  powerful  fingers  pressed  the  rings 
of  the  gorget ;  "  I  am  a  Bed  mail  of  Mowddy, 
that  kill  without  blood."  The  air  became 
dark,  fiery  scintillations  flashed  in  it  to  the 
protruding  eyes  of  Eavolco — ^tbe  terrible 
pressure  of  the  Red  man's  lips  and  hands  was 
suffocating  him;  but  with  a  last  effort  he 
drew  his  poignard  and  flung  himself  from 
his  saddle.  The  grip  of  the  Welshman  was 
not  shaken  off  by  the  double  iall,  but  it 
relaxed  and  the  faces  parted.  "With  a  pro- 
longed gasp  and  purple  veins,  the  Norman 
drove  his  weapon  up  to  the  hilt  in  the 
exposed  bosom  of  his  antagonist.  That  mo- 
ment had  saved  him.  With  a  chest  still 
heaving  and  a  brain  still  swinuning  in 
circles,  he  extracted  the  steel — a  broad  jet  of 
blood  shot  out  in  an  arch,  the  mouth  curled 
up,  the  hand  clutched  at  the  grass,  and  the 
sub-chanter,  the  Red  man  of  Mowddy,  expired 
without  a  sigh  or  convulsion. 

"  One  of  the  Red  men,  art  thou  ?  "  ex- 
claimed the  soldier,  after  a  long  pause  of 
breathing.  "  I  have  heard  of  thy  kind, 
— half  men,  half  fiends  of  the  wood,  they 


RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAOLT. 
led  and  nothing  but  disgrace  and  expo- 
!  remained,  began  at  once  to  droop. 
:h  spiritless  steps,  the  foam  spattered  on 
jtreamiog  flanks,  its  dejected  crest  seemed 
ympathize  with  the  gloomy  expectations 
ch  the  word  "  Baron  "  had  aroused  in  its 
iter's  mind. 

Sacre  1"  muttered  he,  as  the  alarm  of  the 
jnels  intimated  that  his  approach  and 
ht  had  been  descried  :  "  what  more  could 
>  ?  after  all  .'tis  the  chance  of  war.  Caer* 
on  to-day,  Monthault  to-morrow." 
I'evertheless,  it  was  with  a  heavy  heart 
messenger  of  ill  tidings,  the  survivor  of 
y,  heard  the  portcuUis  raised  for  his 
dssion. 

^e  din  of  preparation  resounded  through 
whole  extent  of  the  Castle.  Men  just 
ved,  just  dismounted,  droves  of  oxen  in 
act  of  being  consigned  to  the  abattoir, 
ips  of  fresh  dykemen  and  rievers,  young 
aged  peasants,  officers  and  officials, 
hines,  engines,  enormous  timbers,  piles 
ron  bars,  wains  of  green  grain,  supplies 
lour  in  countless  sacks  and  cists,  swine 
sheep  in  scores  hung  up  already  slangh- 
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tered,  filled  up  with  tormoil  and  uproar  t 
inferior  courts.  Yet  every  person  was  i 
pidly  finding  liis  place  and  work, — ord 
and  dispatch  pervaded  the  dense  mnltitnc 
There  was  no  thwarting,  no  interfering, : 
uncertainty,  all  was  instant  and  direct  tc 
common  porpose.  A  masier-mind  had  t 
whole  movement  well  in  hand.  Ravoh 
avoiding  observation  as  much  as  possible 
the  general  crush,  led  his  horse  to  the  stah 
then  proceeded  to  report  himself  to  the  lie 
tenant-on-goard,  in  order  to  be  immediate 
shewn  in  to  the  Marcher. 

The  officer,  in  a  short  time,  led  the  w 
Qp  a  staircase,  on  the  platform  crowni 
which  a  sentinel  was  pacing  his  monotono 
ward.  The  iron-cramped  door,  which  w 
the  object  of  his  vigilance,  revolved  upon 
pivots, — the  soldier  entered, — ^the  lieutena; 
with  a  silent  observation  of  Bavolco's  dirti 
harness,  returned  to  his  post. 

The  Baron  was  seated  in  a  richly  scu 
tared  oaken  chair.  Behind  him,  against  i 
waU,  leaned  Ouadere  and  the  Breton  capts 
—before  him  stood  the  Miller  of  MarringI 
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thou  art  come  Korthward  with  the 
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news  of  the  Teivy  fortress  to  Aberfraw  and 
Snowdon.  Now,  tell  me,  was  the  Norman 
skoghter  as  severe^as  common  bruit  reports  ?" 

"We  wearied  om^selves  in  connting  the 
dead.   Marcher.      There  were  more    spurs 
amongst  them  than  would  serve  Stephen  le 
Boy  for  all  the  knights  he  will  ever  dub/' 
And  the  spoil?" 

The  escort  that  guarded  it  to  Aber  was 
a  fourth  of  the  Yenetine  force.  It  was  the 
clearing  of  Dyred, — ^there  is  neither  pike  or 
coin  left  in  Pembroke  or  Holfordd.'* 

"We  have  heard  so/*  coolly  observed 
the  Marcher.  ''What  Feudatories  attend 
the  Princes  ?" 

The  prisoner  here  enxmierated  a  long  roll 
of  Mountain  and  Border  magnates. 

"Tour  Dragon's  tail  is  ever  the  longest 
part  of  him/'  remarked  De  Monthault,  *'  and 
what  attracted  thee  from  Aberfraw  to  the 
Marches  ?" 

"  I  was  dispatched  with  orders/'  promptly 
replied  the  Welshman,  "  to  Cadvan  of  Caer- 
einion." 

"And  then?'' 
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"  I  waa  sent  from  Caereirion  by  the  Abbot 
of  Cymmer,  to  Gantron  de  Pancevot,  the 
Warden  of  the  Bishop's  Keep." 

"  Wert  thou  on  thy  way  hither,  when  the 
Miller  ran  thee  down  ?" 

"  I  had  been  there,  I  had  seen  the  War- 
den." 

"  Thou  art  no  laggard  Ap  Jestyn ;  and 
whither  wert  thou  returning?" 

"  To  the  Abbot  of  Cymmer,  at  the  eon- 
vent  of  St.  Lygan." 

"  What !  on  errand  of  De  Pancevot'a  ?" 

"  Truly." 

"  Dost  know  its  purport  F' 

"  The  hound  knows  the  scent  he  hunts." 

"WeU?" 

But  the  Welshman  folded  his  arms.  The 
attitude  was  one  of  determined  reticence. 

De  Monthatdt  was  accustomed  to  recn- 
sonts,  so  also  was  Bastoigos,  who  instinctively 
began  to  tamper  with  his  tools  of  excrucia- 
tion. 

"  Hearken,  Bhydderch  ap  Jestyn,  thou 
hast  answered  reasonably  hitherto,  unlike 
thy  countr3Tnen  in  the  North  here,  whom  in 
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thy  position,  I  have  seen  senseless  as  the 
netted  boar,  shewing  their  tusks  when  they 
cumot  rive.** 

"  I  am  of  Dehenbarth,  not  Gwynedd/' 

"And  being  nnder  the  Church,  thou 
shonldst,  by  example,  have  learned  care  and 
poKcy  of  thyself;  a  runner  like  thee — ^war- 
bow  doubtless  at  times  between  Conway  and 
Towy — ^has  the  code  of  the  Marches  at  his 
finger's  ends.  It  little  concerns  me  what 
gossip  or  cartel  thou  wert  carrying  from  the 
Keep  yonder  to  the  hills/' 

The  expression  on  Shydderch's  face, 
airested  the  keen  perception  of  De  Mon- 
thaolt. 

"Why,  knave,  thou  wouldst  not  dare 
bandy  my  name  to  and  fro,  athwart  my  own 
demesne  ?  What  was  thy  message  ?*' 

The  Captive  observed  an  obstinate  silence. 

Bastorgus  betrayed  impatience.  He 
seized  a  small  metal  pot  frtll  of  pitch,  seeth- 
ing from  the  fire,  and  commenced  stirring  it 
with  a  brush.  He  then  felt  the  edge  of  a 
small  curtal  axe. 

Jarl  Bronz  whispered  a  few  words  into 
the  Baron's  ear. 
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jet  him  purchase  his  life  by  his  tongae 
Breton,"  replied  the  Marcher. 
lioa  seest  Bastoi^os  would  fain  operate 
\tee,  Ap  Jestyn.  Thy  right  hand  is 
t  to  Marcher  law  for  being  found  the 
I  side  of  the  Severn — ^thy  life  is  due  to 
allows  for  slaying  Herrick  of  Marring- 
But  thoa  hast  a  firiend  here,  in  Jarl 
in — thou  madest  a  gallant  rencontre 
f,  against  heavy  odds.  So  communi- 
Thou  shalt  even  compound  for  thy 
y  the  sacrifice  of  thy  hand  only.  Thoa 
Lot  the  first  by  some  fifty  or  so  that 
left  five  fingers  in  Bastorgus'  custody. 
b  sayest  thou  ?" 

rhou  wouldst  give  thine  own  right  hand, 
Baymond,  to  master  the  secret  I 
ss,  concerning  thee  as  it  does,  to  the 
quick  of  thy  castle  and  existence." 
rhen — a  word  for  every  joint  in  thy 
— will  I  rend  it  from  thee," 
id  Bastorgus  hud  his  hand  on  the  Cap- 
shoulder. 

)ost  thou  rranember  Posso  de  Fraxinis, 
ODirade,  putting  a  prisoner  to  the  wheel 
idlow  Castle — thou  wert  there.  Marcher, 
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when  the  Welshman  bit  his  own  tongue  off 
and  spat  it  in  De  Fraxinis*  face.  He  was 
my  brother. 

"  Thou  art  a  cool  villein/'  said  the  Marcher, 
with  a  slight  degree  of  satis&ction  at  the 
prisoner's  sang-froid  and  intrepidity. 

''  Thou  mayest  as  well  exact  my  neck,  as 
my  hand.  Marcher,"  continued  the  latter. 
''  The  first  soldier  of  thine  I  met  would  fell 
me  to  the  ground — ^what  javelin  could  I 
oppose  to  him  or  any  wilding  of  the  hills, 
with  a  tarred  stump  in  lieu  of  this,  with  the 
loss  of  which  thou  threatenest  me  ?  The 
intelligence  I  command  is  worth  to  thee 
more  than  the  hands  and  heads  of  all  the 
runners  in  Cambria." 

"Deliver  it  then,  Ap  Jestyn;  and  if  I 
judge  it  to  be  as  thou  assertest,  I  plight 
thee  a  Norman's  honour  for  thy  hand  and 
person." 

"  I  will  trust  no  '  ifs,'  Marcher.  Let 
Breton  Jarl  swear  the  oath  of  the  Hollow 
Shrine  upon  me  and  I  will  speak." 

"  Is  not  my  word  sufficieint  ?" 

"  No — ^the  oath  of  St.  David  is  the  oath 
of  my  land,  and  the  Breton  understands  the 
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mctities  of  my  people.  He  knows  they 
iiat  honour  the  Fane  by  the  Sea — and  they 
re  many,  below  and  above — will  avenge  it 
n  his  soul,  if  he  dishonour  the  Crosier  of 
tie  Great  Saint.  I  will  have  none  other 
ban  the  oath  of  Menyw." 

"  And  to  what  shall  he  swear?" 

"Let  him  swear  me  limb-free  and  life- 
ree,  without  chase  or  hindrance,  for  three 
ours  after  quitting  Monthault  walls." 

"  Swear  to  him  Jarl." 

"  And  to  set  me  without  gyve  or  girth, 
leyond  shot  of  bow  or  mangonel  ft^Dm 
lonthault  battlements,  ere  set  of  sun." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  the  Baron.  "  Swear  to 
lim  Jarl." 

Jarl  advanced,  and  cutting  the  thongs 
f  the  captive  took  one  of  his  hands  in  each 
f  his  own — ^he  then  crossed  them  ftt)m 
ight  to  lefb,  and  touching  his  forehead  with 
lis  moustached  lip,  said : — 

"  I,  Jarl  Bronz,  Miles  of  Raymond  Lord 
f  Monthault,  vow  thee,  Bhydderch  ap  Jes- 
yn  of  Deheubarth,  before  set  of  sun,  limb 
ree  and  life  free  out  of  Monthault  durance 
or  three  hours  forthward,  whithersoever  thou 
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wilt.  Limb  for  limb,  life  for  life  will  I  have 
from  him  that  maims  or  slays  thee — so  an- 
swer my  soul  herein  to  God  and  flie  Staff  of 
St.  Dewi." 

"  Thou  hast  not  over  much  time  to  spare, 
Marcher,"  said  the  Welshman  immediately, 
pitching  aside  the  grasp  of  Bastorgus  ; 
"  well  for  thee  this  miscreant  has  punched 
none  of  my  bones.  Eotpert  ap  Cadvan, 
Grantron  de  Pancevot — ^thy  two  neighbours 
— ^are  in  league  with  the  Abbot  of  Cymmer 
and  the  Snowdon  Prince,  to  amerce  thee  and 
thine  of  life  and  land." 

De  Monthaxdt  glared  without  moving  at 
the  speaker. 

"  They  have  bound  themselves  by  the 
Capsa  of  Strata  Marcella  to  leave  thee  nei- 
ther stone  nor  lime,  neither  weed  nor  com, 
neither  fern  nor  oak,  neither  earth  or  water. 
One  from  over  the  broad  seas,  with  the 
Temple  Cross  on  his  shoulder  and  the  Leaden 
Seals  in  his  keeping,  has  welded  them  toge- 
ther against  thy  very  name  and  being." 

"  (jantron  de  Pancevot — Eotpert  ap  Cad- 
van— ^in  league,"  reiterated  the  Norman, 
with  an  interval  between  each  name. 
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■  By  the  Staff  on  my  life  'tis  true,  Marcher. 

of  the  Temple  Cross,  irom  the  far  land, 
^re  God  was  seen  in  flesh,  has  brought 
m  to  Meredydd  of  Powys  powers  from 
ud  la  Beine  to  deal  with  thee  as  a  proven 
.tor.     The  partition  of  Monthault  domain 

been  given  unto  them  as  lapsed  and  es> 
ited  to  the  London  Crown — ^the  vestige 
;he  heel  of  thy  boot  is  not  left  thee." 
rhe  Baron  raised  his  gauntlet  to  his  fore- 
d,  as  if  to  tranquillize  the  agitation  of  his 
id. 

'  Ah !  no ;  thou  wouldst  not  invent," 
1  he,  whilst  a  fire  kindled  in  his  eyes. 
Istreated  to  La  Beine !     Transferred  to 

Pancevot!" 

'  Invent '."repeated  the  Welshman.  "Did 

;  De  Pancevot  deliver  me  the  carte  to  the 

ibot  of  Cymmer — his  signet  and  his  coins 

;h  it  ?     If  this  Saxon  serf  had  been  true 

thee  as  serf  should  be  to  his  Uege  lord, 

ne  own  eyes,  ere  now,  would  have  con- 

aed — perchance,    anticipated    my    state- 

nt." 

rhe  Miller  quailed  under  the  darkening 

wn  of  the  Marcher. 
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"  He  would  have  quitted  thy  presence, 
bearing  with  him  that  which,  if  at  once  sur- 
rendered to  thee,  had  spared  my  intelligence, 
but  equally  have  saved  thyself  from  death, 
thy  hold  from  demolition.  A  proper  theow 
thou  hast  in  yonder  thief !  " 

"  I  robbed  him  of  nothing — I  have  no- 
thing to  surrender,"  said  the  harsh  voice  of 
the  Miller. 

De  Monthaidt's  inquisitive  look  turned 
for  explanation  to  the  Welshman. 

"  The  Saxon  is  a  slave,  and  slaves  are 
liars,"  said  Ehydderch,  tersely.  "  Search 
him,  Breton." 

Jarl  soon  brought  to  light  the  pouch  torn 
by  the  Miller  from  the  girdle  of  the  Welsh- 
man in  the  forest. 

The  Baron  opened  it.  Within  were  De 
Pancevot's  signet-ring,  his  largesse  to  the 
Banner,  and  the  fatal  scroll,  containing  the 
Abbot's  epistle  and  his  reply  on  the  same 
parchment. 

We  have  intimated  that  the  Marcher  con- 
sidered literature  of  every  description  as  part 
of  priest-crafb.  His  attainments  were  much 
on  a  par  in  this  respect  with  the  Spanish 
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conqueror's  of  Pem.  With  an  inclination 
of  his  plumes,  therefore,  he  handed  the 
document  to  Jarl  Bronz. 

Before  Jarl  had  finished  its  perusal,  the 
usually  buff  complexion  of  De  Monthault 
had  gradually  paled  into  a  livid  greyishness. 
He  stretched  out  his  hand,  and,  receiving 
the  parchment  again,  looked  alternately  at 
ths  signet  and  its  impression.  He  then 
placed  the  former  on  the  latter. 

The  Miller  began  to  comprehend  his 
position. 

"  How  should  I  know  the  contents  of  the 
Welshman's  satchel,"  said  he.  "  Moreover, 
he  that  spears  the  boar  should  share  the 
carcase.  I  have  brought  ye  the  quarry — if 
all  his  feathers  are  not  on  him,  some  will  &y 
in  the  catching.  Parchment  and  coin  are 
but  foul  payment  for  Herrick,  my  man,  to 
iay  nought  of  my  brave  dogs,  Snorl  and 
Wolda." 

It  was  a  mistimed  attraction  of  the  Mar- 
cher's attention  to  him. 

"  Thy  man  !  thy  dogs  !"  said  he :  "  thou 
;all  anything  thine  in  thy  lord's  presence ! " 

And,  at  a  signal,   Bastorgus  once  more 
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stowed  a  long  savage  scowl  on  the  prisoner, 
and,  still  trembling  from  the  effects  of  the 
torture,  quitted  the  apartment,  his  shoulders 
exposed  in  their  nude  and  revolting  lacer- 
ation. 

As  the  Baron  watched  him,  his  glance,  for  a 
second  time  fell  on  the  soldier,  Ravolco's  fiioe. 

"  Thimder  of  God  I  "  shouted  he,  scanning 
the  evidences  of  a  fray  on  the  Mercenary's 
armour,  and  leaping  at  the  same  time  from 
his  chair :  "  Art  thou  not  Ravolco  the 
Picard?  Didst  thou  not  march  just  now 
with  Peers  Filz  to  Caereinion  ?  Why  art 
thou  here?  Where  are  thy  comrades? 
Where  Peers?  What  are  these  marks  on 
thy  harness, — those  gouts  on  thy  poignard- 
hilt?" 

The  soldier  lost  all  his  equanimity  before 
the  incoherent  fury  of  the  Baron. 

"  Speak,  villain!"  shouted  he  ^ain,  shaking 
Ravolco's  corslet  till  the  fastenings  grated 
and  rattled.    Where  are  thy  comrades  ?  " 

"  Slaughtered,"  answered  the  Soldier  at 
last. 

"  And  Peers — Peers,  mon  Filz — ^my  son. 
Peers?" 
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"  Sknghtered,  too,  or  captured." 

"Why?  Where?  Who?  By  whom? 
Peers  slaughtered!  thy  comrades  slaugh- 
tered! what,  all?  Peers,  my  brave  Peers, 
too  1 "  And  the  Marcher,  dropping  his  grasp 
on  the  corslet,  drew  back,  his  gaze  dilated 
and  his  fist  clenched  tightly. 

"  We  were  ambuscaded,  Lord  Baron,"  fel- 
tered  out  Kavolco, "  by  EeynaUt  of  Talvarran, 
and  that  £dse-hearted  traitor,  Ap  Cadvan  of 
Caereinion.     I  saw  them  both." 

The  Baron  looked  at  everybody  round, 
then  at  the  crunched  parchment  in  his  left 
hand,  and  finally  burst  out  into  a  cataract  of 
frightful  imprecations.  He  foamed  at  the 
mouth  and  smote  his  thigh  till  the  room 
resounded  with  clangour. 

"  Tell  me,  villain,  before  I  wrench  it  out 
of  thee.  Sixty  of  my  men  slain!  Peers 
dead,  too !  Didst  hear  him,  Guadere  ?  I>Ldst 
hear  him,  Breton  ?  Dead  not  ten  miles  off, 
ahnost  in  bail  of  Monthault!  No — ^it  cannot 
be — 'tis  too  much." 

''  It  tallies  to  a  jot  with  the  Welshman's 
tale — with  De  Pancevot*s   seal — with  the 
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Abbot's  letter,"  said  Jarl  Bronz.  "  Thou  art 
positive  to  Ap  Cadvan,  Ravolco  ?  " 

"As  I  would  be  of  tbee,  Breton,"  replied 
the  soldier,  unhesitatingly. 

"  Then  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lose,  De 
Monthault.  De  Pancevot  and  hia  squadron 
will  be  here  full  soon,  and,  as  thou  readest, 
this  very  night  he,  thy  Norman  guest  and 
brother •in-arma,  designs  to  throw  open  portal 
and  wicket  to  his  fellow-conspirator  of  Caer- 
einion." 

The  Baron  paced  up  and  down  the  cir- 
cumscribed space  within  the  four  walls  of  his 
council-chamber. 

"  I  do  not  think — I  am  not  assured  that 
Sir  Peers  is  slain,  my  Lord.  He  cut  his  way 
through  the  ambush,  and  if  his  steed  be  not 
wounded,  he  is  safe  by  this  time  in  Sanctuaiy 
at  St.  Lygan's,"  said  the  Soldier,  with  some 
timidity. 

"  I  would  have  hanged  thee  but  for  that 
word,"  replied  the  Baron.  "  Why  art  thou 
living,  when  thy  comrades  are  dead, — thou, 
that  shouldst  have  been  front  in  the  van- 
guard?" 
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tlements, — ^bat  there  were  other  bows 
ides  those  of  Monthanlt. 
rhere  was  a  profound  silence  for  a  minnte 
two  after  Jarl's  re-entry. 
Bxcept  under  drcumstances  of  imtiBaal 
itement,  the  Baron  rarely  indulged  in 
rthing  Tei^;ing  on  the  tirade  or  diatribe, 
ts,  not  words  were  his  forte, — ^he  enter- 
aed  a  constitational  contempt  for  waste  in 
^  form, — all  speeches,  consultations,  refer- 
ees between  the  moment  of  decision  and 
;  clinclung  stroke  of  consummation,  he 
isidered  as  time  and  air  "wasted,"  or 
nething  worse,  obstacles  to  the  end  de- 
ed. Orations,  harangues,  addresses  were, 
m  the  same  feeling,  reduced  by  his  very 
isence  into  the  concisest  paragraphs.  He 
»uld  probably  have  ignored  every  subjective 
abstract  term  in  the  langu^e.  But  when 
did  break  out,  his  phraseology  exceeded  the 
wers  of  transcription  in  the  stem  intensity 
his  savage  emotions.  Strong,  substantial, 
3ise,  and  serried  as  his  own  spears,  it  pene- 
ited  into  the  very  heart  of  his  hearers, 
is  eyes  clouded  with  a  dull  smouldering 
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ignition  now  aLtenoiated  their  menaoes  fix>m 
Guadere  to  the  Breton,  from  the  Breton  to 
Guadere. 

''  lliou,  Guadere/'  said  he,  pushing  back 
the  heavy  chair  till  it  dashed  against  the 
wall ;  "  thou,  Guadere — ^if  thou  art  Guadere, 
if  some  sorcery  of  hell  hath  not  unkennelled 
thy  spirit,  leaving  me  here  but  a  porker's 
framework  of  bones  and  thews — ^and  thou, 
BqU  of  a  Breton,  with  thy  black-mailed  car* 
eue,  are  ye  brocks  and  bats,  that  conspiracy 
should  thus  grasp  hands  between  my  very 
thighs  in  ban  and  bale  against  the  roof  of 
Monthault?  Where  have  ye  been  drunken 
aad  snoring,  that  ye  thus  delegate  watch- 
goard  and  espionage  to  Gwentland  runners 
and  wolf-cubs  from  the  Arrenig  hills  ?  Has 
the  ivy  and  the  age-moss  grown  over  my 
battlements  that  all  should  be  soundless  as  a 
mortuary  cell,  when  the  axes  of  traitors  are 
shivering  the  base-stones  of  the  Keep  ?  ELave 
we  no  troops  in  the  court,  no  harness  in  our 
armouries,  no  Dykemen  in  reserve,  no  coin 
in  our  coffers,  no  emissaries  in  cottage  and 
castle,  that,  like  an  ox  from  his  stall,  we  are 
to  be  hauled  out  for  the  butcher  by  this 
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lei^e  of  Three?  Ye  ill-bom  la^fards,  ye 
merit  a  leap  at  the  end  of  a  noose  from  the 
pinnacle  stone.  Not  see  conspiracy!  Not 
hear  conspiracy  breathed  into  your  very 
mouths:  niarching  in  review  before  your 
very  eyes  ?  By  the  Saint-Confessor,  whose 
disciple  thou  hadst  best  become,  thoa  wilt 
make  a  rare  Lord  Marcher,  Onadere.  Boy, 
boy,  thou  wilt  lose  thy  other's  land,  the 
land  of  his  steed  and  sword,  lose  it  for  lack 
of  brain  and  nerve,  to  hildings  and  plotters ; 
my  sweat  and  my  toil,  my  wounds  and 
blood,  will  be  torn  away  from  thy  woman's 
fingers  by  some  brawny  Qascon  trompeter 
or  Picard  Ancient,  that  know  how  to  win 
and  to  hold,  to  keep  and  enlaige  &eai  own. 
Son  thou  art  of  mine,  but  I  would  rather 
the  fiends  had  thy  soul,  than  Norman  or 
Welshman  an  inch  of  Monthault  land.  If 
thou  lose  lightly  what  I  have  won  so 
dearly — " 

And  at  the  suppositdon  the  Marcher 
pointed  downward — 

"  I  care  not  if  priests  speak  truly,  only  let 
me  meet  thee  below,  to  requite  thee  there. 
Dost  thou  not  know  my  land  is  my  body. 
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my  Castle  its  central  soul.  Land  and  Castle 
gone,  what  wilt  thou  be  but  a  louting 
beggar  amongst  thy  kind :  a  Norman  men- 
dicant, whose  lily-liver  could  not  cope  with 


men. 

Guadere  slowly  raised  his  eyes  to  his 
Other's. 

"  Show  thyself  the  son  of  this,"  continued 
the  latter,  tapping  his  own  heart  with  his 
forefinger.  ''  Monthault  Towers  shall  go 
down  tb  none  but  a  Monthault  Spirit ;  see 
that  thou  have  it,  hard  and  trenchant,  hence- 
forth, or  Banulph  shall  lord  it  over  them 
and  thee:  lord  it,  boy,  by  right  of  the 
strongest  will.  I  would  not  have  it  so,  but 
look  to  it,  Quadere  de  Monthault.'' 

Guadere's  lips  contracted  into  an  almost 
invisible  line,  but  it  was  contrary  to  his 
instincts  to  answer  his  &ther  a  word.  So 
Be  Monthault,  after  a  long  gaze  at  him,  and 
repeating,  "  No,  I  would  not  have  it  so,  but 
look  to  it,  Guadere  de  Monthault,"  turned 
his  lowering  features  on  the  Breton. 

"  Is  it  to  hear  nothing,  to  do  nothing,  to 
know  nothing,  to  swill  and  sleep  as  the 
masted  swine  of  the  Saxon,  that  my  com 
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and  wine,  my  cloth  and  cattle,  my  steel  and 
silver,  are  expended  on  thee  and  thy  gang. 
Jail  Bronz — Breton  Jarl  P  What  hast  thou, 
thy  lances  and  axemen,  brought  home  from 
east,  from  west,  from  public  foe  or  &lBe- 
fawning  friend,  since  the  icicles  dropt  from 
the  last  March  thatch?  There  is  Ingram 
de  Thorles  of  Baughton,  has  captured  spoil 
enough  to  build  him  a  Keep  forty  yards 
high,  with  enginery  that  will  defy  Chester 
summoning  for  a  year  and  a  day.  There  is 
Arden  of  Wyndham,  has  harried  that  Islet 
of  Man  till  his  barques  were  cargoed  to 
deck-level  with  the  waves.  There  is  Ulpbin 
de  Fiennes  returned  from  Ireland  and  its 
kernes,  with  more  holy  plate  than  wiU  over- 
lay bis  hall-table  with  flags  of  gold.  What 
bast  thou  done,  thou  and  thy  black-bearded 
troop,  once  reputed  the  first  forayers  frY>m 
Flint  to  Berkeley  Hold?  Day  after  day, 
night  after  night,  out  go  my  beef  and  my 
gold  to  thee  and  thine,  Jarl  Breton :  what 
of  thine  comes  back  to  me?  Thunder  of 
G-od  I  man,  what  hast  thou  brought  in  these 
four  months,  but  throats  sharp  set  as  a 
Severn  pike's,  and  hands  as  heftiless  as  the 
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airP  Thou  a  Marcher's  captain  1  thou  the 
ban-dog  of  Monthault !  The  curse  of  St. 
^£Iiaii  eat  into  thy-  marrow !  Thou  shalt  be 
cassocked  for  a  preaching  pax  Yobiscum,  and 
hanged,  head  downwards,  for  the  Ghinley 
crows  to  pick,  if  thou  dost  not  dress  thee 
this  hour  to  spear  and  spoil.  Thou  not  to 
know  of  plots  against  thy  lord !" 

The  look  of  the  Breton  was  fixed,  with 
the  marbleness  of  an  Egyptian  sphynx,  on 
vacancy  or  some  far  off  reminiscence.  It 
was  his  way  under  these  fiery  outbursts  of 
the  Marcher's  wrath. 

"  Look  to  thyself  and  thy  work,  Breton, 
or  by  the  Blood  of  Calvary  I'U  have  thee 
shot  far  as  engine  can  hoist  thy  carcase  from 
the  Castle  battlements.  Do  thou  something 
within  the  next  forty-eight  hours  to  please 
me,  or  better  for  thee  to  have  died  last  year. 
Conspiracy  under  my  walls !  Make  me  forget 
it,  Breton,  or — " 

And  the  Marcher,  with  his  hairy  muscular 
finger,  indicated  on  the  battlements  one  of 
the  enormous  catapultse,  used  for  discharging 
masses  of  rock  or  lead  against  a  besieging 
force. 
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'  Bethink  thee  what  thou  wilt  do  to  make 
foi^et,"  resumed  he,  after  a  brief  inter- 
"  Bethink  thee  qaick.,  for  the  shadow 
De  Pancevot's  pennon  is  on  my  baj- 
an." 

Not  a  word  more  was  uttered  for  ten 
autea  by  any  of  those  mail-mut«  figurea. 
ch  pltmged  in  the  profiindity  of  hia  own 
lections  and  resources,  without  elevating 
>D  an  eye-brow,  retained  their  look  on  the 
or  at  their  feet.  But  the  meditations  of 
;  Breton  soon  moulded  themselves  into 
ictical  shape. 

"  Now,  Breton,"  asked  the  Marcher, 
vbat  wilt  thou  do?" 

"•What  I  do  must  be  completed  before 
5  Venedotian  Leaguer  encLrcles  our  walls," 
)Ued  Jarl. 

The  Marcher  nodded. 
"  I  will  first  secure  De  Pancevot  and  his 
m  in  our  dungeons,"  continued  he. 
N'ezt,  I  must  have  one  hundred  troopers 
march  with  me,  this  evening,  to  the 
shop's  Keep.  By  ten  I  shall  have  re- 
cced it  to  ashes  and  brought  to  Monthault 
I  gear  and  treasures.    At  midnight  I  will 
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select  some  hundreds  of  our  force,  advance 
to  Caereinion,  carry  and  sack  it  by  storm, 
and,  by  the  dawn  of  mom,  bring  thee  Ap 
Gadvan  in  chains  to  Monthault." 

Never  had  the  Breton  been  guilty  of 
leviiy  or  rhodomontade.  His  nature,  like 
the  Uon's,  was,  even  in  it£l  savageness,  grave, 
floUd,  undeceptive.  The  Marcher  had  long 
experience  of  this ;  nevertheless,  the  quantity 
of  work  condensed  in  these  sentences  stag- 
gered for  a  moment  his  creduliiy  or  his 
judgment. 

"  Incarcerate  De  Pancevot — ^fire  his  Keep 
— sack  Caereinion,  and  capture  its  chief — 
right  and  left ;  all  this  in  twelve  hours,  be- 
tween sunset  and  simriseP  That  wotdd  be 
the  bravest  daring-do  for  one  night  in 
Marcher's  annals,"  thought  he,  aloud. 
"  But  it's  feasible— it's  feasible." 

"  Say  it  cost  us  three  hundred  Uves," 
observed  Jarl.  "  With  a  little  Monthault 
argmnent,  these  sixty  lances  of  De  Fance- 
Tot's,  with  no  castle  to  return  to,  no  lord  of 
land  to  own,  Bastorgus  yonder  before  them 
and  the  Welshman  behind  them,  may  be 
persuaded  into  reason.     They  will  fiU  up 
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Qething  of  the  himdreds — our  Dykemen 
pouring  in  by  the  score.  So  many  lost 
light  price,  methinks,  for  two  castles  dis- 
ntled,  two  oiemies  disweaponed — per- 
ince — two  domains  added  for  ever  to 
)nthatdt.  Stephen  le  Boy's  seal  of  es- 
atment  is  not  a  whit  worse  than  Maud 
Eeine's." 

rhe  chord  touched  was  one  from  which 
!  Baron's  whole  nature  took  its  tone. 
"  This  Snowdon  flood  will  roll  hy,"  said 
"  "Who  claims,  then,  the  possessions  of 
!  dead,  but  he  that  is  leal  to  Le  Boy  and 
aself.  60,  Guadere :  do  thy  devoirs  to 
t  Lady  Maud.  Thou,  Breton,  secure  the 
ort ;  I  will  look  to  De  Fancerot  myself. 
,  sirs :  let  your  touch  be  vdvet,  but  your 
jds  be  iron." 

rhe  Son  and  the  Officer  left  the  Baron  to 
)e  the  apartment,  with  no  other  attendant 
in  Bastorgus.  Had  the  attendant  been 
ler  than  Bastorgus,  the  Baron's  directioDB 
^ht  have  become  a  colloquy' — with  this 
gusting,  but  obedient,  automaton  no  one 
1  ever  held  colloquy,  conference,  or  con- 
'satioD.      He   listened,   understood,   tor- 
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tded,  or  gtmck,  according  to  orders.  He 
was  a  self-acting  guillotine — ^a  post  of  im- 
portance, because  the  duties  were  of  constant 
requisition  in  the  domestic  arrangements  of 
a  baronial  establishment  in  the  twelfth 
century. 

The  gradual  relaxation  in  the  irredeem- 
able  features  of  the  executioner  inferred  that 
he  anticipated,  from  the  Baron's  orders,  some 
compensation  for  the  loss  of  sport,  the  dis- 
appointment he  had  experienced  in  the  case 
of  the  liberated  Welshman.  Has  such  a 
feeling  rendered  none  others  than  Bastorgus 
detestable  ?  Yes.  Nations  before  now  col- 
lected in  the  Amphitheatre,  in  the  Colos- 
semn,  in  the  very  heart  of  the  great  capital 
of  legal  dyilization  and  order  have  risen  in 
rebeUion-yestal  yirgms  induded-flimply 
because  there  were  no  slaves,  no  captives,  no 
proscribed  wretches  to  be  consigned  to  the 
gladiatorial  death,  no  Christian  to  be  devoted 
to  the  wild  beast  or  the  fire.  With  the 
bmte  Bastorgus  as  with  them,  familiarity 
with  that  awM  thing,  human  blood,  had 
engendered  contempt  for  its  shedding — ^had 
extinguished  the  sense  of  its  sanctity — ^had 
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transformed  them  into  a  species  of  tigers, 
whose  lust  could  be  satiated  by  only  one 
liquid — and  that  the  depository  of  life  in 
the  veins  of  man.  Then  Bastoi^;ns  con- 
sidered that  he  had  a  profesBion — and  could 
he  have  embraced  one  miUionth  part  of  the 
crimes  men  have  committed  "  professionally" 
— from  the  religious  bigot  of  ubiquitous  and 
omniteval  existence  down  to  some  of  the 
soul-poisoning  trades  of  modem  growth  and 
luxuriance — he  would  no  doubt  have  found 
himself  but  an  unit  in  an  ocean  of  prece- 
dents. It  is  very  horrible  that  we  are  not 
able  to  transcribe  a  single  page  of  the  his- 
tory of  any  nation,  but,  to  be  true  to  the 
original,  we  must  blotch  it  with  a  sponge  of 
blood — we  must  write  with  the  sword — we 
must  reproduce  the  monsters,  whose  steps 
in  the  streets  were  sloppy  with  gore — we 
must  depict  whole  generations,  whole  eras, 
who  tendered  their  admiration,  their  respect, 
their  every-day  worship  and  servihties — ^who 
weaved  crowns  of  opinion,  and  called  tiiem 
"  glory,"  for  the  beads  of  men  in  all  their 
moral  and  intellectual  faculties  the  exem- 
plars  of  man  in  degradation,  the  instruments 
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of  man  in  bis  own  miseiy.  On  the  other 
hand,  had  the  sanctity  with  which  human 
life  is  so  solemnly  invested  by  its  Creator, 
been  always  observed,  we  firmly  believe  that 
five  hmidred  years  would  have  effected  what 
five  thousand  have  yet  fidled  to  do, — the 
material  conquest  of  nature  and  the  world 
hj  the  peaceM  dominion  of  the  soul.  In 
<^  one  maxim  *'  the  sanctiiy  of  individual 
life/'  we  place  the  only  true  seed  and  test  of 
dvilization:  in  its  violation,  except  in  the 
(me  case  of  capital  penalty  for  murder,  we 
lay  the  proof  and  foundation  of  barbarity. 

And  in  this  sense  thorough  barbarians 
were  Bastoi^us,  his  master,  and  his  age — ^in 
this  sense,  in  every  era,  thoroughly  barbarous 
bas  himian  nature  itself  been.  Such  as  it 
is,  our  duty  enforces  on  us  its  survey — ^its 
cont«mpktion--its  portraiture,  though  we 
reooil  at  the  repulsive  delineation  which 
tmth  forbids  us  to  modify  or  soften,  but 
which  it  commands  us  also  so  to  deUver  as 
to  cause  avoidance  and  hate  of  any  living 
picture  resembling  that  which  we  outline  or 
transmit. 

They  parted — ^Bastorgus  to  descend  into 
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he  vaolted  rocks  which  formed  the  dnn- 
[oons  of  Monthaalt  Castle — ^the  Baxon  to 
lis  chamber,  from  which,  arrayed  in  a  mag^ 
lificeut  suit  of  sables  and  girt  with  a  belt  of 
;ems  and  gold,  he  emei^^  to  welcome  his 
rere  De  Pancevot  to  the  hospitalities  of  his 
Jastle. 

Meanwhile  a  number  of  troopers,  three  by 
hree,  were  smmnoned  into  Jarl's  presence— 
hree  by  three  they  left,  and,  in  a  brief 
•eriod,  these  men  might  have  been  observed 
[>itering,  apparently  with  no  especial  object 
a  view,  romid  tbe  courts  and  quadrangles 
f  the  baUitun.  They  were  divested  of  all 
heir  arms  but  the  long  dagger  or  poignai^ 
ODcealed  in  the  breast  of  their  doublet. 

The  cortege  of  De  Pancevot  was  heralded 
y  clarion  snd  trumpet  in  advance ;  merrily 
he  salutations  rang  and  re-echoed  from  the 
eoesses  and  bastions  of  the  Castle — ^the 
:ong  poored  forth  full,  surging  swells  of  its 
ich  but  melancholy  music  to  die  away  with 
weet  decadencies  in  the  far  foliage  of  the 
roods.  Mingled  with  these  rose^-inune- 
iately  the  procession  had  crossed  the  port- 
nllis    bridge — ^the    confused    turmoil    and 
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tnmnit  of  the  busy  interior  camp,  so  that  De 
Monthanlt's  apologies  to  the  Lady  Maud  De 
PanceTot  for  the  absence  of  all  state  and 
ceremonial  were  nearly  drowned  by  the  very 
&ct8  that  constituted  his  excuse.  To  De 
Pancevot's  mind  the  scene  suggested  graver 
reflections  than  occurred  to  his  daughter. 
She,  happily  released  from  the  cold  greetings 
andundi^uised  apathies  of  Cruadere,  listened 
with  some  satisfstction  to  the  hypocritical 
encouragements  of  the  Marcher,  as  he  pointed 
out  the  undeniable  strength  of  his  fortress, 
and  assured  her  of  refiige  and  security 
nntil  the  Snowdon  invasion  had  ebbed  back 
to  the  Arvon  fortresses.  It  was  little  in 
De  Monthault's  nature  to  refresh  or  console, 
but  he  appeared  to  consider  the  Lady  Maud 
as  part  integral  of  his  demesne,  connection 
with  which  formed  the  only  relationship 
that  had  any  attractions  for  his  feelings  or 
constituted  any  claims  on  his,  interest.  But 
De  Pancevot,  casting  an  observant  eye  on 
the  extent  and  regularity  of  the  defensive 
preparations,  began  to  calculate  the  extreme 
peril  of  the  task  he  had  undertaken.  No- 
thing in   De  Monthault's  demeanour  sug- 
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ested  the  remotest  probability  of  discovMy. 
lie  entire  absorption  of  each  individual  in 
is  own  respective  employment — the  little 
btention  which  the  urgency  of  the  moment 
ermjtted  the  miacellaneons  multitude  to 
ay  the  recent  arrivals  as  they  defiled  with 
ifficulty  between  the  thousand  and  one  ani- 
late  and  inanimate  encumbrances  surround- 
ig  them — the  absence,  for  the  most  part,  of 
ven  the  ordinary  weapons  of  war  amongst 
he  busy,  humming,  working  crowds — the 
latter-of-fact  manner  in  which  De  Mont- 
ault  was  addressing  his  daughter — the 
enewal,  though  distant  and  icy,  of  Guadere's 
ttentions,  or,  as  De  Pancevot  well  knew  it 
3  be,  of  his  deference  to  paternal  authority 
-all  these  things  removed  any  suspicion  <rf 
ersonal  danger  to  himself  or  daughter 
ntirely  &om  his  mind.  But  the  ma^ni- 
ade  of  the  achievement  he  had  ventured  on 
semed  by  these  very  considerations  to  be 
ugmented.  The  Marcher  so  cool,  au  fiut, 
isembarrasaed  in  his  approaching  collision 
dth  the  victorious  host  which  had  desolated 
he  frontiers  with  unexampled  rapidity  and 
access,  did  not — ^now  that  he  was  riding 
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dose  by  his  side — seem  the  man  to  be  easily 
put  hors  de  combat  by  the  suddenest  of  snr- 
prises,  or  the  most  infuriated  of  momentary 

true  aspect  each  bold  angle,  which  distance 
hsA  smoothed  over,  of  the  precipice  he  was 
about  to  climb.  Nevertheless,  thought  he, 
the  Bnnner  by  this  hour  will  have  reached 
the  Forest  Convent — will  have  discharged 
his  message  to  the  Abbot — ^in  another  hour, 
or  httle  more,  he  will  be  tete-a-tete  with  the 
chieftain  of  Caereinion — by  the  bright  star- 
light that  small  but  martial  dan  will  be  in  Ml 
march  for  Monthault — ^the  result,  when  they 
were  once  before  its  portals,  would  .depend 
on  his  own  sagacity — ^presence  of  mind — 
neck  or  nothing  intrepidity.  At  all  events, 
it  was  now  too  late  to  recede;  imparting, 
therefore,  caution  by  a  silent  gesture  to  his 
few  confidants  among  his  own  soldiery, 
Be  Pancevot,  with  a  bold  mien,  re- 
turned the  addresses  of  the  Marcher.  The 
horses  were  soon  disposed  of  ..in  the  me- 
nages  of  the  Castle — each  trooper  was 
requested  by  De  Monthault  to  stable  and 
attend  to  his  own  steed,  until  at  least  he 


310  EATUOND  DE  HONTBAULT. 

»uld  spare  a  few  of  tlie  busy  hands  engaged 
in  the  mnlti&riouB  oocapations  of  wax  and 
provisionrng. 

"Bah!  De  Monthault,"  observed  the 
Warden,  "what  needs  it?  My  men  had 
better  be  spared  to  assist  thine.  Te  are 
tuunpered  sorely  methioks  by  the  mere 
aews  of  a  Venedotian  fray.  Why,  Frere, 
ilost  thoa  really  think  He  of  Snowdon  will 
iivert  his  march  (rom.  the  Salop  fiit^lands,  to 
^lant  his  wooden  towers  against  thy  stone 
mes  in  Monthault  P  What  will  he  gain  by 
iiiatP  Moreover,  it  is  the  usage  of  the 
slutted  kite  to  hie  him  back  and  rest  on  his 
rock,  quick  as  his  pinions  can  waft  him 
tiome.  So  will  these  Welshmen  now,  if 
indeed,  it  be  true  that  each  marauder  carries 
biapsacks  of  plunder  on  his  shoulders, 
rhey  win  scarce  be  in  earnest,  where  nought 
3tit  bolts  and  blows  are  flying  against  their 
red-cross  jackets." 

"  It  may  be  so,  De  Pancevot,  but  fore- 
urmed  is  fore-covu'aged.  Jarl  Bronz  reports 
hj  hold  goardless  as  a  chnrch  abbey. 
Wbat  excuse  to  thyself  hast  thou  but  this 
lunoise  that  the  Salop  plains  will  be  rather 
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ravaged  than  the  Montgomery  vales.  They 
have  forces  enough  out  for  both  purposes. 
I  tell  thee,  if  these  towers  hold  together 
these  six  weeks  hence^  it  must  be  by  dint  of 
miual  science  and  a  valiant  garrison.  Thou 
hast  acted  unwisely,  not  to  say  unknightly 
-^--specially  as  thy  Mend  De  Burgh  may  be 
supposed  to  possess  such  influence  as  may 
direct  one  scalade  at  least  against  thy  battle- 
ments.  What  hast  thou  resolved  on  P  Wilt 
thou  bide  the  chance  in  thine  own  Keep? 
Wilt  thou  remain  and  entrust  the  Lady  Maud 
for  the  time  to  Monthault  custody  ?  or  wilt 
thou  withdraw  every  soldier  firom  the  Bishop's 
Keep,  to  strengthen  our  double  hands  behind 
these  walls?  Fot  two  men  we  now  county 
we  shall  have  to  count  but  one  before  we  see 
the  tail  of  this  Snowdon  Griffin." 

"  What  coxmsellest  thou — ^what  counsellest 
thou,  De  Monthault?" 

'*Is  thy  Hold  to  be  put  on  a  par  with  a 
score  of  those,  the  stones  of  which  have 
melted  like  snow  before  the  first  hot  torrent 
of  spring  at  the  assault  or  leaguerment  of  the 
Cymru!  The  Breton  apprized  thee  of  the 
Ceredigion    clearing — good  positions,  lofty 
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>arapets,  fortificatioiiB  no  Bhineland  Prince 
rould  disown  hare  failed  our  Freres  of  the 
Jouth.  Par  Bien!  thy  felcon-room  yonder 
B  but  a  pigeon's  e^  to  the  iron  shells  that 
ire  already  crushed.  Dost  thou  think  I 
im  doing  too  much  to  barely  retain  my 
»wn  circumference  ?  There  will  be  many  a 
)innacle  down  and  many  a  rift  in  these  de- 
ences,  De  Pancevot,  before  the  last  peal  of 
he  Snowdon  clarion  rolls  its  &rewell  to  ooi 
!forman  ears.  I  counsel  thee,  therefore,  to 
lismantle  thy  Keep,  summon  hither  the  re- 
nainder  of  thy  garrison — ^let  as  join  shoalder 
o  shoulder,  forces  to  forces — aud  in  requital 
['U  bear  thee  large  and  speedy  aidauce  with 
nen  and  machinery,  to  reconstruct  thy  Hold 
vhen  once  we  are  freed  of  these  hornets  of 
he  hills.  Confirm  me,  lady,"  added  the 
tf archer,  "  'tis  ill  wintering  for  Norman 
lemoiseUes  in  the  sea-lashed  muniments  of 
i.berfiraw — ^the  Norway  fiords  themselves  are 
ls  pleasant  for  pastime  and  delights." 

The  tone  of  De  Monthault  sounded  both 
lamest  and  genuine;  the  Lady  Maud's 
>rediIections  added  their  own  influence  to  his 
lug^stions :  nothing  could  tally  more  efiect- 
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irelj  with  De  Panoevot's  clandestine  and 
nocturnal  design.  Yet  he  deemed  it  politic 
to  exhibit  a  shew  of  hesitation." 

"I  have  picquets  out  towards  Clnn  of 
Ktz-Warine,"  observed  he,  "  with  strict  in- 
junctions to  report  the  advance  hitherward 
of  the  first  dump  of  Welsh  pikemen.  We 
can  fall  back  in  time." 

'*  Not  here,  De  Pancevot,  not  here.  Did 
not  the  Breton  teU  thee,  not  Stephen  of 
Blois  himself  should  gain  entrance  here  to- 
morrow mom  ?  What !  with  the  Sonth  on 
fire  and  the  Chester  plain  overridden  by  the 
borderers  of  Tegengle,  to  lay  open  my  bar- 
bican, the  barbican  of  the  Severn  Key,  one 
hour  beyond  what  sheer  necessity  compels 
me?  It  is  to  gather  in  and  ward  my  own, 
to  fend  my  stores  and  serfs  from  sword  and 
scythe,  that  these  portals  are  even  now  on 
hinge.  If  thou  wilt  stand  Snowdon  and 
De  Bnrgh,  if  thou  art  strong  enough  to  ex- 
pose thy  daughter  to  mountain  courtesies, 
thy  chests  and  coffers  to  mountain  forbear- 
ance, thy  own  head  to  ransom  or  mercy,  say 
80, — be  decided — the  sooner  thou  quittest 
Monthault,  to  strengthen  thy  means  at  the 

VOL.  I.  p 
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Keep,  the  better  sense  wilt  thou  exhibit. 
But,  if  not,  select  what  portion  of  Monthaolt 
thou  and  thy  men  will  defend — quarter  them 
there,  and  let  our  Freres  in  England  hear 
how  thou  and  I  have  quelled  the  pride  of 
the  Cymru." 

"  Well,  do  it,  De  Monthault.  Thy  coun- 
sel is  both  wise  and  brave." 

"  Then  let  us  consign  the  Lady  Maud  at 
once  to  the  tendance  she  rec[uires  and  will 
receive  during  her  sojourn  here.  Here 
Guadere — Kanulph !" 

And  in  his  abrupt  direct  way,  the  Baron 
indicated  the  result  to  his  sons. 

"  Command  here,  Demoiselle,"  said  he, 
"  as  at  the  Keep.  Select  your  own  suite 
— these  boys  will  see  every  expression  of 
your  wishes  obeyed.  There  will  be  Saxon 
damsels  to  spare  for  gentle  service  ere  this 
evening  closes.  Many  a  family  must  find 
its  hearthstone  in  Monthault  to-night — 
to-morrow  thou  shalt  choose  as  many  com- 
panions for  thy  Marion  yonder,  as  will  some- 
thing aUeviate  the  roughness  of  the  coming 
time.  De  Fancevot  and  I  must  look  to  oar 
work." 
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The  Lady  Maud,  not  a  whit  loath  to  quit 
the  parley,  resigned  herself  to  Banulph  and 
a  long  train  of  servitors. 

Be  Monthault  and  De  Fancevot  proceeded 
to  the  summit  of  the  Ballium  tower,  which 
enabled  them  to  conmiand  each  spot  in  the 
circuit  of  the  Castle.  Had  De  Fancevot  ob^ 
served  the  interchange  of  significant  glances 
between  the  Baron  and  Guadere,  as  the  latter 
with  formal  ceremony  preceded  his  daughter, 
his  conscience  or  better  genius  would  have  at 
once  taken  the  alarm ;  but  he  wm  too  much 
occupied  with  &cts  to  attend  to  looks — 
though  that  look  would  have  revealed  a 
startling  premonition. 

No  sooner  had  the  two  Chieftains  disap- 
peared &om  the  court  than  the  form  of  Jarl 
Bronz  might  be  seen  emerging  firom  the 
heavy-arched  portal  which  opened  from  the 
armoury.  The  soldiers  who  had  been  admitted 
into  conference  vdth  him  now  threw  off  every 
appearance  of  nonchalance,  —  they  formed 
from  every  part,  like  quicksilver,  into  nodules; 
these  nodules  yanished  towards  the  range 
that  contained  the  refectories  of  the  Castle, 
but  only  to  return  with  manchets  and  flagons 

p2 
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'  ale,  whicli  they  began  to  distribate  in  the 
res  of  a  common  observer  indiscriminately 
nongst  the  motley  horde  that  crowded  the 
terior  spaces.  Jarl  had  by  this  time  en- 
red  the  menage.  The  troopers  of  De 
ancevot  were,  for  the  most,  leaning  on 
Leir  horses'  saddles,  exercising  on  each  other 
leir  military  jests  and  witticisms, — the  few 
lat  were  grave  or  silent  were  the  officers 
id  subalterns  admitted  to  the  knowledge  of 
leir  master's  project.  The  low  embrasures 
bich  served  for  windows  looked  partiaUy 
to  the  quadrangle;  the  menials,  and  the 
freshments  they  distribated,  were  visible  to 
le  troopers.  Jarl's  invitation  to  them  there- 
re  to  adjourn  for  a  few  minutes  to  enjoy  a 
milar  indulgence  was  accepted  as  an  hospi- 
lity  of  course.  A  bevy  of  young  retainers 
ere  soon  found  to  attend  to  the  steeds ; 
ossing  the  quadrangle,  the  escort,  headed 
7  Jarl  Bronz,  removed  to  the  hall.  Here 
ery  requisite  to  appease  tough  and  indeli- 
ite  appetites  was  displayed  on  the  boards. 
tie  common  esprit  de  cohors  which,  even  in 
,e  truce  or  pause  of  a  battle,  enables  regi- 
ents  on  contending  sides  to  mingle  for  the 
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moment  in  frankness  and  harmony  on  the 
bonks  of  some  intervening  stream,  or  the 
plateau  of  some  neutral  ground  soon  induced 
abundance  of  reciprocity  and  good  fellowship 
amongst  the  respectiye  followers  of  Mon* 
tbault  and  the  Warden's  Keep.  Cups  and 
dialices  of  strong,  sweet,  thick  ale  circulated 
freely.  The  servitors  lately  waiting  on  the 
groups  outside  were  soon  added  to  the 
nmnber  of  attendants.  The  whole  hall  pre- 
sented an  animated  scen^  of  loud  talking, 
pledging,  bursts  of  laughter,  intermingled 
with  not  a  few  of  the  expressions  which 
iben,  as  at  aQ  times,  have  garnished  the  bar* 
rack-life.  A  stranger  in  that  wild  and  noisy 
confusion  could  have  traced  neither  design 
nor  order.  But  Jarl  could.  He  continued 
pacing  up  and  down  the  dais,  engrossed,  to 
the  thoughts  of  De  Fancevot's  troopers,  if 
any,  indeed,  observed  him  at  aU,  in  his  volun- 
tary duty  of  entertainment.  At  the  upper 
part  of  the  dais,  behind  the  chair  of  De  Mont- 
liaolt,  was  suspended  the  hall-gong.  To- 
wards this  the  Breton  drew  every  moment 
nearer. — ^The  grouping  he  had  contemplated 
was  in  the  act  of  becoming;  perfect.    There 


I  RAYMOND  DE  MOin-HAULT. 

\  no  soldier  of  De  Pancevot's  but  had 

ee   of  De   Monthault's,   either  menials, 

:e8,  or  servitors,  at  his  side. 

rhe  youths  Squire  who  had  ran  by  the 

ly  Maud's  palfrey  was  precisely  in  this 

ition.    Before  him  were  Sholtar  and  Dirk 

the  Dyffiyn,  two  of  the  Marcher's  most 

worth  and  imscrupulous  partizans ;  behind 

1  was  one  of  the  serfs. 

■  Come,  be  reasonable,"  said  Sholtar, "  thou 

a  pert  lad,  and  should'st  serve  a  higher 
idard  than  that  of  thy  present  lordling. 
ly,  boy,  he  is  neither  man  nor  Marcher — 
tias  never  fought  the  Welshman  with  his 
1  unaided  spears,  but  ever  in  gsaig,  in 
federacy,  in  the  backing  and  succonn^ 
others.     But  De  Monthault !   Thou  wilt 

his  flag  ere  long  wave  from  Carrighova 
Brecon.  Join  his  fortimes,  lad.  "lis  the 
at  that  raise  the  Uttle ;  but  then  the  little 
st  first  do  real  service  tx>  the  great.  The 
IT  Banulph  threw  his  glance  on  thee — let 

apply,  and  one  of  these  fair  mornings 
u  shalt  be  master  of  a  better  fief  than  any 
n  now  attached  to  the  Bishop's  Castellet. 
ly,  our  stables  here  would  hold  all  thon 
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hast  yonder.  And  then,  De  Pancevot  has 
but  a  girl  to  inherit  name  or  land — ^what 
becomes  of  thee  then  ?" 

The  page  raised  his  chalioe  to  his  lips. 

"  No  indignity  to  thy  master,  Sholtar — 
bnt  two  things  most  go  to  make  up  good 
service.  Money,  friend,  first — and  of  the 
little  he  has  De  Pancevot  is  more  liberal 
than  De  Monthanlt  of  his  hoards.  And 
secondly,  kind  words— -of  the  which  there 
has  ever  been  marvellous  scarcity  in  Hon* 
thault  domain.  And  as  for  girls  and  boys, 
the  Lady  Maud  will  have  a  Marcher  husband 
of  hei  own,  more  to  her  taste  and  mine  too, 
than  the  fish-eyed  suitor  she  has  so  curtly 
refased." 

"Thou  hadst  better  join  us,'* — ^replied 
Sholtar,  laying  his  hand  on  the  stripling's 
shoulder — "  it  will  be  better  for  thy  health !" 
The  squire  stopped  short  in  his  draught. 

"  Quick,  lad,  answer  me  quick — ^let  me 
fling  the  Monthault's  cognizance  over  thy 
ribs — 'twill  save  them  more  than  thou 
wettest." 

But  the  squire,  throwing  down  the  chalice 
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alently,  r^ected  the  tonic  which  Sholtar 
3iild  have  drawn  over  him. 
"  Never,  moo,"  said  he,  "  foul  fell  him 
at  will  desert  the  ready  pahn  for  the  rich 
it  clenched  fist.  Is  it  for  this  game 
;e  Breton  plies  ns  with  ale  and  moscadel  ?" 
"  Ah !  well,  I  would  have  benefited  thy 
ordless  chin,"  answered  Sholtar ;  "  but  in 
lese  points  of  honour  and  so  forth,  every 
)y  is  a  hero  to  himself.  How  are  thy 
news? 

And  the  Condottier  grasped  the  squire's 
rist  with  vice-like  fingers. 
"  They  will  match  thine  one  of  these  days." 

"  But  meanwhile." — 

The  serf  twined  his  arms  round  the 
[uire's  breast — ^the  grasp  of  Sholtar  was 
1  his  throat.  The  Breton  had  struck  the 
)ng,  and  almost  at  the  same  instant  ^^su\ 
)unded  to  the  hall-portal.  Two  or  three 
'  De  Pancevot's  officers  had  dashed  their 
sailants  aside,  but  they  were  felled  in  their 
tempt  to  force  egress  by  the  curtal  axe 
'  the  sanguinary  Captain. 
"  Be  still,"  said  he,  di£^;ing  his  heel  into 


RAnfONB  D£  HOyTHAULT.  821 

the  visor  of  one  of  these  prostrate  opponents^ 
while  he  surveyed  the  brief  but  energetic 
struggle  around. 

It  ceased  whilst  he  looked  at  it.  The 
floor  was  covered  with  helpless  bodies,  a  few 
wounded,  the  greater  portion  merely  dis* 
abled  and  in  the  act  of  being  bound  with 
thdr  own  baldrics  or  the  readiest  ropes  or 
chains  the  place  supplied. 

At  a  side  portal  appeared  Bastorgus. 

"  Thou  art  a  youngling  fool,"  said 
Sholtar  to  the  squire,  as  in  his  turn  he  was 
handed  over  to  the  myrmidon  and  his 
satellites ;  "  but  speak  wiser  to  the  Marcher." 

"  Never— rU  die  first,"  said  the  boy. 

The  hall  soon  resumed  its  usual  dis- 
dplined  aspect.  Jarl  his  usual  grim  placi- 
tade.  The  stratagem  had  been  attended 
with  complete  success,  but  Jarl  had  a  strain 
of  the  Cesar  in  him. 

"  Nil  putans  actmn  si  quid  superesset  agendum." 

It  was  time  to  receive  some  intelligence 
from  Bartron  his  squire.  So  the  Breton^ 
first  directing  a  glance  where  De  Monthault 
and  De  Pancevot  continued  side  by  side  to 
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that  followed  in  the  rear  mamtained  the 
same  deportment  as  their  leader.     Sombre 
and   silent    alike  were    all   that   professed 
obedience   to  Jarl   Bronz — he  colonred  or 
modified  everything  in  contact  with  himself. 
When  his  horse  therefore,  on  coming  oppo- 
site to  a  dense  copse  where  alders  and  briars 
formed  a  chaos  in  conjunction  with  innu* 
merable  low,  weedy  parasites,  swerved  on 
one  side,  drew  np  its  crest,  snorted  violently, 
this  breach  of  training  extracted  a  mono- 
syllable from  each  of  the  troopers.    Jarl,  on 
his  part  drove  his  rowels  with  such  effect 
into  the  creature's  flanks,  tightening  at  the 
same  time  his  rein,  that  it  sprang  yard-high 
into  the  air ;  there  was  no  ftirther  alteration 
in  its  pace,  except  perhaps  that  it  assumed  a 
yet  graver  and  sterner  step.     Meandering 
thos  through  clearings,  vistas,  alleys,  with 
the  same  unhesitating  advance  as  if  the  pas- 
sages threaded  were  within  the  Castle  bal- 
linm,  the  Breton  soon  reachid  a  glen  of 
confined  dimensions,  round  whose  sides  grew 
a  matted  wilderness  of  plants. 

Through  the  centre,  partially  concealed  in 
its  rich  grassy  channel,  purled  one  of  the 
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modest  limpid  brooks  which  add  so  much  to 
the  scenic  beanty,  the  wild  charms  of  Vene- 
dotia.  Along  this  rivulet,  sixty  men-at- 
arms,  each  attended  by  his  squire,  were  mar- 
shalled. One  only  pat  his  horse  in  motion 
to  meet  the  Breton,  and  he  was  a  spare, 
elastic  figure,  with  an  adust  complexion,  eye- 
brows that  bushed  out  above  a  pair  of  hard 
brilliant  eyes,  an  untrimmed  beard,  whose 
long  tresses  fell  like  snakes  on  the  clear 
plate  of  his  steel  habergeon.  His  lance, 
without  a  pennon,  shot  up  from  the  stirrup- 
rest  six  feet,  at  least,  above  his  helm.  Ko 
badge  to  distinguish  him  from  his  comrades 
could  be  detected  on  his  person,  no  ornament, 
DO  Buperflui^,  nothing  extrinsic  to  the  se- 
verest simplicity  in  taste  and  habiliments. 
Hi  a  demeanour  did  not  belie  his  arms.  The 
manner  in  which  he  accosted  the  Breton 
Indicated  the  habits  of  one  whose  life  and 
speech  had  alike  become  terse  in  the  service 
of  the  battle-field, — the  inclination  of  his 
neck  reminded  one  of  a  tough,  wiry  bow, 
which,  however  deadly  in  its  dischai^, 
springs  back  immediately  to  its  native  grace 
md  elegance  of  form.     Not  much,  at  first 
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appearance,  was  there  in  Trentham  de  Ar- 
gentine to  intimate  the  formidable  reputation 
he  had  achieved, — one  of  those  men  he  was, 
that  to  be  appreciated  mnst  be  seen  in  the 
yery  whirl  of  their  own  spheres— in  the  sway 
and  roar  of  a^on— on  the  ground  which 
they  consecrate  with  their  own  or  an  enemy's 
blood.  Now  he  was  quiet  and  smooth  as  a 
cloud  in  repose, — ^the  thunder  might  be  gar 
thering  within,  but  the  surface  reflected  the 
calm  undistempered  noon  of  day.  Men  that 
hare  borne  their  share  in  the  pitched  perils  or 
magnificences  of  life  do  not  admit  perturba* 
tion  from  common  events.  To  lead  a  forlorn 
hope,  or  head  the  last  sally  of  despair,  had 
been  far  from  unusual  incidents  in  the  career 
of  the  morose,  but  polished  Temple-Friar,  the 
sabaltem  of  Boscelin  de  Fossa,  the  Temple- 
Master. 

The  two  walked  their  horses  down  the 
brook  side. 

"  And  thou  knowest  not — ^thou  hast  never 
seen — Gantron  de  Pancevot?"  asked  the 
Breton. 

"  I  was  a  page-child  when  I  quitted  the 
Severn  land.     The  mitre  of  Hereford  was 
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d  in  duresse  by'  him  then.    What  I  know 

liim  is  evil." 

'  But  the  Mitre  was  neither  kin  nor  c<^- 

&  of  thine  ?  " 

'  None,  save  in  the  Cross." 

'He  was  brother  to  Hubert  de  Burgh, 

w  soothswom  to  the  Snowdon  prince." 

'  He  was  so." 

'And  De  Burgh  is  a  bruited  name  in 

lestine  lore.     Thou  wast  his  comrade,   I 

ir,  in  more  stricken  fields  than  one." 

"  We  shared  the  same  tent  and  the  same 

dice,  under  Fulk  of  Jerusalem." 

"  That  was  when  he  marched  against  the 

ynims  at  Antioch.    The  Beauseant  banner 

s  an  evil  star  to  the  Mahound  crescent 

it  day.     How  many  slew  ye  ?  " 

"  Who  counts  such  dogs  ?  "    replied   the 

mplar,  with  a  contraction  of  his  brow, 

"  Ye  counted  their  byzants,  Friar,  instead," 

d  Jarl.     "  The  harvest,  if  it  be  sown  in 

el,  is  reaped  in  gold  beneath  the  < 


rhe  Templar  glanced  at  his  own  accoutre- 

nts, — ^poverty,  but  poverty  armed. 

"  Not  yet,  De  Argentine,  not  yet,  but  it 
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will  surely  follow.  The  sword  is  the  scjrthe 
wherewith  to  reap  the  nations.  We  heard 
of  booty  wherein  pearls  sold  like  beads  on  a 
praying-roll." 

"We  had  neither  lot  nor  part  in  that 
matter,  Breton.  What  have  we  to  do  with 
the  curse  of  Achan  in  our  habitations  ?  " 

"  But  Hubert  de  Burgh  had  much  to  do 
with  it,  be  it  a  curse  or  blessing.  The  thou- 
sand  marks  he  proffers  for  De  Pancevot's 
head  were  ears  of  the  com  he  then  garnered, 
Friar.    Pair  wage  is  to  be  won  in  this  holy 


war. 


"They  that  enlist  in  it  for  that  end, 
Breton,  are  the  tares  of  Sathanas  in  the 
Grospel  wheat.     Dost  thou  meditate  it  P  " 

"  Truly,  no." 

"The  furnace  for  such  shall  be  heated 
sevenfold,  and  the  sacrifice  thrice  salted  with 
tmquenchable  fire.  Better  hadst  thou  been 
bom  the  brute  thou  ridest,  than  be  a  double- 
minded  man  herein." 

"  But  a  thousand  marks,  Friar,  may  be  won 
without  donning  cross,  or  undergoing  vow." 

"Thou  hast  inveigled  De  Pancevot  to 
Monthault." 
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"And  De  Bui^h  is  leal  and  opulent, 
hat  matters  it  to  me  whether  the  head  I 
ite  be  on  the  Severn  or  Jordan  bank,  pro- 
ted  it  rents  to  De  Burgh  at  a  thousand 
irks." 

"I  understand  thee,"  said  the  Templar, 
wly. 

"  Thou  art  sworn  a(;ainat  the  enemies  of 
i  Cross — I  am  sworn  against  the  enemies 
Monthault.  Thou  smitest  the  Moslem 
oaanite — I  smite  the  traitor  De  Pancevot. 
lOU  lookest  above  for  a  throne  and  CThrist 
■eafler — 1  am  Jarl  the  Mercenary.  I  must 
re  pay  down  for  blood  spilt — I  must  have 
w  a  thousand  marks  for  the  Norman's 
ith,  the  death  of  my  master's  enemy, 
bat  is  that,  Friar,  to  thy  crown  and  throne  P 
lught,  nought !     A  copper  drop  in  a  golden 

"Jarl   the    Mercenary?"    exclaimed   De 


"  Aye,  Jarl  Breton,  whose  veins  hold  the 
ae  motherhood  as  courses  through  the 
nedotian  of  the  hills.  Boars  of  the  same 
rowing  are  we,  only  one  chums  his  acoms 
Brittany,  the  olher  in  yonder  North.     I 
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seire  the  Norman,  serve  liim  faithAilly, 
obedienilyy  patiently — ^they  defy  him.  They 
choose  to  he  firee — ^I  choose  to  be  the  Mer- 
oenary.  I  am  the  Norman's  hatchet  of  the 
woods — he  the  handle,  I  the  steel.  These 
oaks  are  the  Cambrians :  when  they  are  felled, 
when  the  momitains  are  bare  as  my  palm, 
the  Cambrians  will  succumb:  not  before. 
They  are  a  race  that  stand  the  cutting. 
Friar,  therefore  I  am  bound  to  Monthault 
my  master  to  prune  and  to  lop,  to  bum  and 
uproot,  as  thou  art  the  Sarazins  in  Palestine. 
We  senre  different  lords,  but  the  work  of 
both  must  be  thorough,  thorough,  Friar,  to 
be  successful.  Thinkest  thou  De  Pancevot's 
head  will  be  more  than  a  pebble  in  ]7e  Mon- 
thault's  path  ?  What  more  should  a  traitor's 
be  P  At  what  more  would'st  thou  reckon  an 
qwstate  of  thine  order  to  Mahound  ?  " 

The  Templar  spat  on  the  ground. 

"  Even  so,  such  is  De  Pancevot.  He  has 
leagued  with  the  chief  of  Caereinion,  who  is 
as  Mahound  to  us,  against  the  Monthault 
towers. 

""  Nothing  know  I  or  heed  I  of  this, 
Breton." 
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"I  that  do  know  it  act  thus  and  thns, 

liar.     But  thou,  as  thou  affirmest,  could'st 

it  recognize  De  PanceTot  by  &ce,  yet  art 

ou  to  storm  and  sack  his  Bishop's  Keep  to- 

ght.    I  have  reasons,  what  are  thine  ?  " 

"  Servus  sum  non  imperator.     I  obey  but 

lestion  not.     I  serve  a  system,  not  an  in- 

ridual." 

"  And  that  system   commands    thee   to- 

ght  to  do  the  work  I  prescribe  thee,  does 

not?" 

"  It  does." 

"  If  I  told  thee  to  storm  Monthanlt,  or  to 

inetrate  to  the  tent-chamber  of  Snowdon  in 

a  field  array,  or  to  die  under  the  spikea  of 

lereinion  portcullis,  thou  mnet  do  it,  thou 

juld'st  do  it  ?  " 

"  The  orders  I  receive,  I  obey." 

"  And  thou  wilt  march  to  the  wild  and 

rbaned    East    once    more  ;    and    up    to 

xl's  throne  at  the  mom   of  doom,    will 

y  dost    arise    from  the  Jerusalem  vale 

bed   in  the  infidels*  blood;    that  will  be 

y  end." 

"  The  saints  and  the  Purissima  grant  it, 

reton.    It  will  be  a  martyr's  and  a  soldier's 
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death ;  what  need  a  Christian  and  a  Norman 
gentleman  better  P  Came  He  not  to  send  a 
sword  upon  earth  ?  " 

"  Knowest  thou  this  parchment  and  sig- 
nature, De  Argentine  ?  " 

The  Templar  held  the  document  which 
Jarl  passed  to  him  between  his  eyes  and  the 
evening  twilight.  He  then  raised  it,  in 
the  Oriental  &shion,  to  his  forehead,  and 
returning  it  to  the  Breton  said — 

^*  I  am  the  slave  of  the  seal  of  Solomon,  to 
obey  and  to  die." 

**  Yes,  yes,  thou  art.  There  are  but  two 
true  orders  in  this  world,  the  master  and  the 
slave.  He  that  saith,  ^Do'  and  he  that 
saith  *  'Tis  done.*  Angels  reason  ndt,  they 
execute.  But  then,  Norman,  the  soul  is 
cast  on  the  verity  of  a  system,  not  on  the 
mind  and  instinct  of  the  man." 

''Not  so,  Breton,  it  is  the  instinct  and 
mind  of  tlxe  man  that  choose  for  themselves 
one  of  many  systems.  The  Venedotian 
yonder  might  if  he  pleased  enter  thy  hall  at 
Monthault  and  choose  the  Marcher's  vas- 
salage for  his  portion — ^his  heart  is  with 
tile  freedom  of  the  winds  and  the  forest ;  thou 
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itest  burst  thy  tenure  in  arms  and  sleep 
as  the  singing-bird  or  the  chainless 
k — thoa  electest  the  Castle  and  the 
red  limb.  'Tis  not  the  system  bat 
nature  which  chooses,  that  rules  onr 
iny." 

How  many  count  ye  in  the  ser&hip  of 
>pe  that  would,  but  cannot,  elect  their 
iny,  Templar?" 

They  never  try,  Breton ;  'tia  the  longing 
girl,  not  the  action  of  the  warrior  they 

And  who  creates  at  birth  one  nature 
ing  to  be  a  serf,  another  nature  willing  to 
ih  rather  than  be  a  serf — ^who  forms  in 
men  such  immortal  differences?  " 
He  that  does  create  them  so,  Breton. 
0  is  he  strong  enough  to  challenge  or 
r  His  will  ?  Thou  art  a  Mercenary- — I 
a  Templar.  On  the  hills  of  the  West 
ler  are  they  that  are  awom  to  neither 
iple  nor  Castle.  They  rise,  they  &U, 
r  amalgamate  aa  the  counsels  on  high 
'ee.  What  hast  thou  or  I  to  do  with 
; — with  aught  but  our  functions  ?" 
True,  we  choose  our  own  functions,  our 


RAYMOND  DE  MOyTHAULT.  S33 

mime  determines  our  choice,  and,  as  thou 
sajest,  for  purposes  above,  God  determines 
our  nature.  He  hath  work  to  do  in  this 
world.  He  is  for  ever  working,  He  is  the 
living  Gx)d,  and  by  his  Omnipotence  He  fits 
his  agents  for  their  acts.  Me  hath  he  as- 
signed my  task,  He  hath  petrified  this  heart 
like  the  granite-rock  to  do  it,  and  all  things 
are  his  tools  and  ministers  herein.  If  I 
sleep,  lo !  He  sends  me  dreams  and  visions 
of  the  night.  If  I  rest.  He  stirs  up  rivers 
of  thought.  If  I  toil,  these  hands  become 
fiill  of  his  weapons.  If  I  ride  northward  or 
southward,  eastward^or  westward,  ever  before 
me  are  the  resoundings  of  his  voice.  Was 
there  not  one  of  old  called  the  Sword  of 
Qod  ?  The  grass  grew  not  for  years  where 
the  hoof  of  his  steed  had  stamped.  Even  so 
is  Jarl  the  Breton.  The  goad  here  is  of  flame 
and  never  quenched.  Thou  hast  engaged 
me  a  supply  of  that  fire  of  the  East  for 
the  humid  oaks  of  Caereinion — ^hast  thou 
not?" 

"  They  that  handle  it  and  the  fire  itself 
await  thy  commands,  Breton.'' 

"  There  is  in  this  earth  but  one  thing — of 
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lillions  of  substances — one  alone  will  extin- 
tiish  its  flame  and  its  sting." 

"  One  alone,  'tis  said." 

"  As  one  tiling  alone  will  quench  that,  so 
ne  thing  alone  will  quench  this  burning 
■obA  within  Jarl  Bronz.  Long  has  he  tarried 
3r  it.  It  has  yearned  to  be  slaked  and  then 
0  die  in  peace." 

"  But  one  thing  will  quench  the  sting  of 
in,  Breton." 

"  Ha !  NormaD,  bat  it  is  not  that  I  mean. 
Miere  are  these  Eastern  men  of  thine  ?  We 
rill  escort  them  to  Monthault,  and  see  thoa 
nd  thy  dusky  brigade*  be  at  the  Bishops* 
Ceep  at  the  minute  Bartron  has  appcnnted 
hee.  Before  the  ray  of  the  moon  has 
ouched  the  embrasure  he  will  shew  thee, 

and  my  mercenaries  will  have  coalesced 
rith  thee  in  the  grove.  Thou  art  to  spare — 
low  many  P" 

"  Every  woman  and  child,  Breton." 

"  No  more." 

"  None." 

"  There  is  no  child,  and  but  one  womazi, 
hat  I  trow  of.  Thy  guide,  Bartron,  will 
ook  to  her.     The  rest  are  doomed." 


RATMOyD  DE  MONTHAULT.  835 

"  They  are  my  orders,  Jarl  Bronz." 

"  The  orders  of  thy  system.  As  a  Nor- 
man, they  are  thy  coantrymen ;  as  a  Templar, 
thou  hast  no  country  but  the  hope  of  heaven 
—no  countrymen  but  thy  fellow-Templars. 
And  where  is  the  land  or  people  of  Jarl  the 
mercenary  ?  Our  systems  are  two,  Norman, 
but  our  thoroughness  is  one.  Call  thy 
Orientals  yonder." 

With  a  wave  of  his  hand,  the  Templar 
summoned  the  persons  to  whom  Jarl  had 
referred — cakn,  acute-looking,  observant  men, 
disciplined  in  the  severe  training  of  the 
Temple  chivalry.  Two  strong  mules  sup- 
ported, slung  between  them,  a  cask  of 
moderate  dimensions.  On  each  side,  steadying 
this  vessel,  walked  its  guardians.  A  signal 
was  sufficient  to  form  the  Monthault  troop- 
ers around  them.  Their  instructions  had 
been  already  delivered.  In  a  few  minutes 
after  such  a  valediction,  as  indicated  that  both 
Jarl  and  the  Templar  rightly  estimated  each 
other's  military  renown,  the  respective  co- 
horts diverged,  one  towards  the  Keep,  the 
other  on  its  previous  path  back  to  Monthault. 

The  mood  of  the  Breton  appeared  to  his 
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lowers  to  be  unuBually  stem.  The  col- 
ied  intensity  of  his  eye  was  not  lost  on 
ch  as  had  learnt  to  decypher  his  feelings 
external  manifestations ;  and  this  was 
out  the  only  index  Jaxl  presented  of  the 
aaea  of  his  temper.  His  features  always 
:ained  their  classical  self-possession  and 
^ularity ;  the  clear  but  dark  complexion 
epened  'tis  true,  on  certain  occasions,  bnt 
e  change  never  extended  to  the  slightest 
edification  of  the  set,  chiselled  outlines, 
haterer  the  invisible  Tolcano  m^ht  be,  it 
IS  a  volcano  without  a  crater,  without  in- 
oation,  without  eruption.  A  darkness 
thered,  silence  increased  with  it,  the  light- 
ag  flashed,  struck,  killed,  then  the  dark- 
BB  and  the  silence  ceased.  And  the  hour 
a  such  aa  to  assimilate  the  mind  to  its 
^  tone.  Behind  them  the  Cloud  of  the 
ipas  began  to  awaken,  heaving  first,  then 
bsiding  into  a  shivering  mist;  the  glow 
>uld  pass  as  &om  a  fiimace  over  its  tremu- 
13  expanse,  and  the  next  moment  leave  it 
its  usual  zincy  and  corpse-like  hue.  Then 
the  chiaro-obscuro,  the  "  incerta  lumina"  of 
e  orb  of  night,  every  object  assiimes  a  form 
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of  more  £mtastic  and  elfish  life.     The  ima- 
gmation  becomes  the  queen  of  the  faculties ; 
a  life,  though,  inert  and  stationary,  dwells 
in  the  magnificent  trees  for  so  many  scores 
of  years  identified  with  the  soil,  the  land, 
the  vicissitudes  and  familiarities  of  nature ; 
and  incipient   darkness,  the   imperceptible 
melting  away  of  day  before   its  opposite 
element,   never  takes   place   without   some 
howeyer    insignificant  moral  effect.     It   is 
the  emblem  of  the  mighty  confiict  of  good 
and  ill  in  the  superior  universe  within — an 
emblem  so  independent  of  education  that  the 
minds  most  uncultivated  are  often  the  most 
sensitive  to,  the  most  alarmed  by  its  truth- 
ftdness.     Moreover  despite  every  incitement 
to  the  contrary,  the  periods  when  men  who 
carry  their  lives  in  their  hands  become  grave 
and  meditative  will  be  of  frequent  occurrence ; 
the  rudest  soldier  will  think,  and  thinking 
will  pause  before  the  friture  and  its  impene- 
trable contingencies.     The  tardiness  of  their 
progress,  in  accommodation  to  the  beasts  of 
the  Orientals,  thus  permitted  each  trooper  to 
be  influenced  into  the  same  mood  as  his 
VOL.  1.  q 
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)mmander,  though  perhaps  through  very 
iflFerent  processes  of  reflection.  It  was  a 
ilief  which  most  of  them  hailed  when  the 
iremost  in  the  squadron  gave  the  alarm 
lat  the  Yenedotiaus  were  in  the  wood. 

"  Strike  into  the  copse,"  said  Jail  to  four 
[  them,  whilst  he  halted  the  main  body ; 
what  Uvery  wore  he,  Jaques  ?  " 

"  I  caught  but  a  passing  glimpse  of  the 
Dave,"  replied  the  trooper.  "  He  was 
)ming  inll  &ont  to  ns,  but  dived  imme- 
lately  where  they  are  now  beatmg.  More 
f  the  white  than  the  red  about  him,  I 
link.  Captain." 

"  Likely  enough  it  is  some  night  spy 
f  Snowdon,  if  thine  eyes,  that  is,  hare  not 
listaken  the  light  glinting  in  that  enclosure 
>r  a  Welshman." 

"  No,  Captain.  He  moved  slowly  enough 
a  be  sworn  to  as  a  man." 

"  Take  six  men  from  the  rear,  and  look 
0  that  opening  beyond  the  oopse.  If  there 
©  one,  there  are  a  hundred." 

"  Here's  a  trail,"  observed  Jaques,  "  needs 
10  sleuth  hound  to  follow  it  up.    No  light- 
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footed  Venedoiiaii  ever  made  this  impres- 
sion, Breton.  He  must  be  within  a  bow- 
shot on  our  flank  here." 

The  observation  of  the  trooper  was  soon 
verified.  A  shout  not  far  on  the  left  indi- 
cated that  the  fiigitive  had  been  tracked 
and  discovered,  aiotd  in  a  few  minutes  he 
was  seen  approaching  in  custody. 

The  captive  was  the  Miller  of  Marring- 
ton.  Ko  change  in  his  garments  had  been 
efiected  since  his  expulsion  from  the  pre- 
sence of  the  Baron.  His  tunic  was  drawn 
somewhat  closer,  but  not  so  dose  as  to 
conceal  from  view  the  lacerated  state  of  his 
back. 

"  How  is  this.  Miller?"  asked  Jarl,  scru- 
iamzing  him  nanowly.  **  Thou  hast  had 
sufficient  time  to  return  to  thy  mill,  and 
bave  medicaments  applied  to  thy  kesures. 
Where  hast  thou  been  ?" 

''  Why  should  I  go  home  before  I  sought 
oat  singles  for  salve — ^what  medicaments 
ihinkest  thou  are  to  be  found  in  a  Saxon's 
stead  ?  I  have  been  gathering  leaves  for  my 
torn  hide,  Breton." 

Q  2 
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\iid  he  displayed  a  handiul  of  varioas 

bs. 

'  Thou  hast  no  skill  that  ever  I  heard  of 

such  arts,  Miller,  being  more  prone  to 

e  than  to  heal  woonds." 

'  They  are  for  my  daughter,  Breton,  and 

for  my  skill  in  the  picking,  the  Miller 

)ws  well  enough  what  wiU  suit  the  Mil- 

s  back.      I  have  been  flayed  before  now." 

rhe   Breton    once   more   looked  at  him 

u  head  to  foot.     The  Miller  looked  up 

'.  met  his  glance  with  one  of  unmitigated 

e  and  antipathy. 

'  Strap  him  behind  you,  Jaques,"  cried 

1,    suddenly,    whilst  for  an    instant    he 

ched  his  battle-aze.     "  Bind  his  wrists 

ind  him,  and  pass  thy  baldric  througb 

tunic  belt.     Mount,  Miller." 

'  Why  should  I  mount,  Breton  ?    What 

rhe  Breton  unhooked  his  weapon,  and 
Miller  without  further  expoatulatioD, 
ictantly  mounted.  Jarl's  attention  was 
erted  &om  the  serf  to  his  own  steed, 
was  drawing  near  the  spot  where  it  had 
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previously  shied,  and  his  cohors  noticed — so 
did  Jarl — ^that  though  the  creature  no  longer 
swerved,  yet  when  it  came  up  to  it  the  eye 
and  the  nostrils  distended.  The  beast 
snorted,  and  Jarl  descended  from  the  saddle. 
He  advanced  towards  the  thick  jungle. 

"  Friend  Miller,"  said  Jaques,  "  if  thou 
art  troublesome,  I  must  quiet  thee,  or  the 
Captain  will  deal  with  me  in  lieu  of  thee. 
Sit  still,  Saxon,  and  be  reasonable." 

Jarl  had  disappeared,  and  some  time 
elapsed  before  his  return.  He  carried  some 
object  in  his  arms.  The  &ce  of  the  Miller 
sunk  down  before  the  aspect  he  there  en- 
coimtered. 

The  object  Jarl  bore  was  the  dead  body 
of  Ehydderch  ap  Jestyn.  Silently  he  re- 
moimted. 

"  Pass  that  up  to  me,"  said  he,  pointing 
to  the  inanimate  mass  which  he  had  de- 
posited on  the  grass. 

Some  of  the  troopers  obeyed.  Jarl  laid 
it  across  his  saddle-bow,  and  securing  its 
position  there  with  one  hand,  gave  the  word 
once  more  to  resume  their  movement. 
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Repeatedly  ihe  Captain  of  the  meice- 
e8  eyed  the  pallid,  and  now  empty 
el  of  humanity  before  him.  Acroas  his 
ady  lowering  mind  swept  that  only 
>T  which  he  acknowledged — that  Sool- 
r  which,  worse  ten  thoosand  times  than 
y-Fear,  imbars  the  aroia  of  IHemity. 
carried  in  his  arms  the  man  for  the 
jjr  of  whose  life  he  had  pledged  tJie 
sd  principle  within  him  to  a  Saint  be- 
id  to  be  an  almost  omnipresent,  and 
unly  an  avenging  Potentate.  The' 
itly  eyes  in  which  his  own  long  gaze 
no  respondenc^,  the  bloodless  lips,  the 
itly  frowning  but  confident  brow,  clothed 
oselves  with  celestial  appeals  against  the 
derer — against  the  n^ligent  warden  of 

saDctuarized  life.  It  was  he,  Jarl 
oz,  had  taken  him  prisoner — it  was  he 
sworn  himself  his  protector — ^it  waa  he 

now  found  him  slaughtered  like  a 
.  wood  porker  within  a  ten  minutes'  ride 
le  Castle. 

Thou  wert  truer  to  thy  mettle,"  mnt> 
i  he,   accosting   his   steed,    "than  thy 
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Master  to  his  honour.  Thine  instinct  smelt 
mj  shame  in  the  matted  bosk;  but  111 
avenge  thee,  Cambrian !  None  shall  traverse 
between  Jarl  Bionz  and  his  sonl/' 

The  hum  of  the  peopled  Castle,  like  the 
£ill  of  a  distant  cataract,  announced  its 
Tidnily.  Forms  shot  by  on  the  summit — 
shadows  and  substances  paraded  the  battle- 
ments. Plumes,  mantelets,  sparkling  lances, 
drooping  pennons,  robed  the  pinnacled  bas- 
tions with  the  rich  but  subdued  blazonry  of 
war.  None  fully  appreciated  Baymond  De 
Monthault  until  they  had  seen  and  stood 
beneath,  and  become  silenced  within,  the 
solid  umbrage  of  his  fortress.  It  was  then 
they  knew  and  felt  the  man.  There  was 
his  work,  within  it  his  agency,  around  it  his 
March  and  conquests.  The  quick-recurring 
clangour  of  the  trumpet  at  the  eastern  port 
informed  Jarl  that  accessions  fix>m  the  reck- 
less population  of  the  Dyke  were  being 
hourly  added  to  the  Baron's  forces. 

"  He  trusts,''  thought  Jarl,  "  to  neither 
Norman,  Breton,  or  his  own  blood.  Were 
every  one  of  us  dead,  he  would  recruit  every 
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ation  yonder  with  a  double  guard  in  a  week 
om  the  Rovers  of  the  Border.  Hell  need 
,  and  he  is  wise  in  doing  it.  But  h^  dare 
it  come — ^he  shall  not  come  between  me 
id  the  Hollow  Shrine." 

Faces  with  which  he  was  not  familiar, 
rawny  limbs  in  tattered  gaberdines  and 
aerilla  weapons,  petty  officers  with  the 
iwk  or  heron  feather  in  their  barret-caps, 
nbarrassed  the  path  of  the  Breton  aa  he  led 
is  squadron  into  the  central  square.  Know- 
ig  few,  Jarl  himself  was  known  to  all.  The 
[erculean  figure  and  elasticity  had  yet  to  be 
latfihed.  Had  there  existed  a  doubt  in  any 
lind,  the  nature  of  the  weight  he  carried  in 
■ont  of  the  Crimson  Plume  would  have  dis- 
elled  it. 

The  hardiest  pressed  backward  from  the 
■reton's  way. 

"  Look  to  this  dead  Welshman  and  that 
[iller  behind  till  I  return,  Le  Trevaui. 
[ast  thou  the  chamber  ready  for  these 
uests  of  mine  ? 

"  Food,  wine,  couches,  fire,"  said  Le  Tre- 
aux  ;  "  aU  a  cardinal  might  need." 
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''  Hither,  comrades/'  and  extricating 
themselves  and  their  vessel  from  the  en- 
tangled mass,  the  Orientals  glided  from  ob- 
servation up  the  stairs,  where  Jarl  preceded 
them. 

They  reached  the  first  apartment  of  the 
three  tenanted  by  the  Captain.  Three  oak 
benches,  and  as  many  stands  of  armour,  con- 
stituted its  only  iumiture.  This  was  the 
Breton's  reception-room. 

They  entered  the  second,  conveying  their 
precious  cask  with  them.  Here  were  dis- 
played viands  and  beverages  in  lavish  pro- 
fusion. Eound  the  sides  were  arranged 
couches  loosely  covered  with  ftirs  and 
Flemish  cloths. 

"  I  know  not  the  fashions  of  your  land 
and  nation,"  said  Jarl,  after  the  vessel  had 
been  deposited  on  the  floor.  "  They  tell  me 
ye  eat  not  of  the  flesh  of  the  forest,  nor 
drink  the  pressure  of  the  vine.  The  North 
has  its  own  men,  its  own  climate,  and  its 
own  food;  so,  doubtless,  has  the  South. 
Each  has  its  own  peculiarities.  Here  is 
water  of  the   spring,   here    is    vintage    of 

q3 
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France  and  the  Ehine.  Eat,  drink,  and 
repose  yourselves. 

The  Temple-servitora  understood  the  mean- 
ing, and  with  grave  acquiescence  sat  down 
to  their  repast.  Jarl  opened  a  door  and 
went  into  the  third  chamher. 

Here  were  his  hed,  his  anoB,  a  few  mana- 
scripts  in  parchment  and  rellam,  a  missal,  a 
marble  statue  white  as  Alpine  snow  and  of 
exquisite  proportions.  It  stood  on  a  black 
pedestal  in  a  recess.  Before  it  incense  and  a 
lamp  were  homing.  On  the  black  pedestal 
were  inscribed  in  unknown  hieroglyphics 
about  twenty  words,  each  beneath  the  other. 
Against  all  hut  the  six  last  Jarl  had  placed  a 
ruddy  cypher;  these  six  had  each  written 
against  them  "  Moriturus." 

If  the  Breton  himself  understood  the  sig- 
nification  of  these  symbols,  he  had  never 
deigned  to  explain  them.  Barely  had  any 
one  been  admitted  into  the  privacy  of  either 
Jarl's  chamber  or  his  mind.  The  Priesthood 
however  had  avoached  the  orthodoxy  of  the 
Statue.  The  world  beheved  that  this  im- 
penetrable soldier  was  a  singularly  devout 
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Virgo  sanctissima  "  was  far  away  at  that 
lent  from  the  Breton's  mind.  He  was 
mpplicating,  but  remembering  or  vowing 
registering  the  vow  indelibly  on  the 
T  of  that  solitary  hour.  He  rose  again — 
id  the  cross  thrice,  replaced  it  in  his 
■m,  threw  a  handful  of  perfiimes  on  the 
er,  and  then  from  the  list  of  the  six 
es  erased  the  first. 

And  then,"  said  he,  looking  at  the  Statue, 
:  have  but  five.  But  Thou  art  sufficient 
ill  things." 

he  iron  beam  was  lifted  from  its  groove, 
out  again,  armed  as  usual  to  the  teeth, 
ped  the  Kneeler  to  the  Statue,  the  Kisser 
le  Cross. 

Ye  are  spare  banqueters,"  said  he,  ob- 
ing  the  moderation  with  which  his 
its  had  indulged  their  appetites.  "A 
isand  such  as  ye  could  not  consume  the 
fSLge  of  the  Monthault  refectories  as  soon 
a  himdred  Saxon  throats  or  Upland 
nches.  Strengthen  yourselves,  comrades : 
march  to  Caereinion  will  task  your 
ws — ^ye    must  bear   this   vessel    hence 
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onward  yourselves.  It  is  evil  relyin 
obstmacy  of  a  mule  when  men's  livet 
on  the  keeping  of  pace  and  time.  ^ 
50  understood  it?  " 

The  men  made  a  question  of  assei 

"  Ye  shall  be  forthwith  providi 
poles  and  trappings  for  the  portera 
prompt  when  you  are  summoned — t 
take  care  ye  stir  not  from  this  c 
The  Rievers  below  hold  foreign  life  < 
Ml  Usk  salmon." 

Quitting  his  Eastern  allies,  the 
soon  descended  into  the  court-yard. 

"Unbind  the  Miller,  LeTrevaux. 
is  the  Baron  ?  " 

Le  Trevaux  named  his  ace 
Pharos — the  battlements.  "  He  a 
Sieur  fiuadere  are  alone." 

"  And  De  Pancevot  ?  " 

"  Alone  too  with  wine  and  veniso 
Baron's  chamber,"  replied  1*6  Treva 
nificantlj'.  "He'll  not  be  long  alone 
The  Marcher  has  asked  for  thee," 

"  Thou  and  Jaques  bear  this 
between    you    up    there.       Dirk 
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f&yn  lead  this  Saxon  on.      Follow,  3je 

;vam." 

"Thou  art  not  going  to  heave  me  from 

I  catapult,  Breton  P"  said  the  Miller,  diaw- 

;  back. 

'  "Why  should  I  heave  thee,  Saxon  ?  " 

'  Give  me  gage  thou  wilt  not, — or  not  a 

p  upwards  will  I  aacend.     I  have  har- 

ired  long  enough  in  Monthaolt  to  read 

en  another  man's  death  rides  on  thine 

ta.     Thou  art  a  fell  foe  where  thou  hast 

:en  despite. — 111  not  mount  without  gage 

en." 

'I  could  slay  thee  here,  Saxon,  on  the 

it;  as  may  be,  when  thou  oomest  down 

lin,  I  will.'" 

'  m  chance  that — 'tis  a  manly  death. 

t  I'll  not  be  flung  like  a  brook  pebble 

tn  a  sling  into  the  air  of  the  eve." 

'Well,   Saxon,  thou    shalt    not.     Thou 

It  descend  whole  limbed  and  living   as 

»u  now  art." 

rhe  Miller,  with  the  other  serfe,  knew  the 

;ton  was  a  man  of  his  word,  for  good  or 

I.  He  slowly  followed  Dirk  of  the  Dyfl&yn. 
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haft  has  passed  from  spine  to  rib-bone 
Examine  it, — thon  knowest  the  Miller's  bolts 
nd  his  craft  in  driving." 

"  What  hast  thou  to  say,  Saion  ?  " 

"  I  know  nought  of  the  Welshman's  death 
ilany  a  square  bolt-shait  is  shot  in  tbest 
roods  besides  those  I  nicke  on  my  string 
!Tiis  is  one  of  them — 'tis  none  of  mine." 

"  Thou  liest.  Miller,"  said  Jarl.  "  Thoi 
adst  two  arrows  in  thy  belt  when  thoi 
uittedst  the  Castle,  this  mom.  One  thoi 
last  still — this  is  the  bolt  of  the  other 
iTiey  are  shaped  on  the  same  anvil,  to  b 
hot  by  the  same  hand." 

"  The  fiend  !  "  said  the  Miller,  raising  hL 
oice,  "  how  should  I  know  which  path  thi 
Velshman  would  take  out  of  Monthault 
r,  if  I  did,  the  keen-eyed  hound  woul( 
ever  have  skirted  ambush  of  mine,  or  placet 
is  back  within  tenscore  yards  of  a  perilou: 
over." 

"Nevertheless,  Saxon,"  replied  De  Mon 
hault,  "  he  is  dead — dead  by  a  clean  arrow 
hot,  and  this  btdt  is  marvellously  like  om 
f  thy  casting." 
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aint  of  the  Hollow  Fajie  will  hear  and 

r." 

i  Serf  strived  to  wrench  his  arm  away. 

to  it  thyself,  Breton,"  said  he,  "and 

will  ooze.    Blood  will  ooze  at  anyone's 

fiwm  a  8(arce-cold  body." 
jid  how  knowest  thon  this.  body,  is 
Miller?  No  finger  of  thine  has  felt  it 
[  lit  on  it  in. the  copser-wood  bush." 
iecause  he  lay  limp  and  su,pple  across 
addle,  Breton.  I,!!  not  tooch  him< 
's  mortal  foemanship  betwew  many  a 

and  VMietine  in  the  grave,  that  never 
:  each  other  in  life.  The  Saint  of  the 
w  Fane  is  the  saint  of  bis  blood  and 
and  will  iayour  his.  own." 
b  desperate  as  the  Miller's  stm^le  was 
lease,  the  Breton  forced  his  hand  down 
)  wound.  Whether  firom  the  pressure, 
en  extravasation,  or  some  less  assignable 

the  blood  welled  up  and  covered  the 
r's  clendied  fist  with  a  purple  stream. 
Ironz  flung  him  back. 
Gorman,"  said  he,  "  this  man  is  mine, 
fe  or  his  goes  to  the  saint  of  the  Fane 
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bjrthe  Sea.  None  liring  shaH  step  1 
me  and  St.  Dewi ;  not  for  the  broa 
between  Cornwall  and  Eient,  shall  i 
bunt  with  Satbanas." 

The  Marcher  knew  that,  nnder 
circomstanoefl,  he  wonid  be  <^liged  i 
fiee  his  l£ll«r  to  the  etem  fiuiatidsn 
Captain.  Nevertheless  he  would  att 
not  to  save  him,  to  at  least  procras^ 
^. 

"  The  Idler  should  lay  his  bant 
Bretoai,"  said  he, "  on  tiie  corpse ;  tht 
of  thine  is  no  feather.  Bat  none  he 
interpose  between  thee  and  the  S 
saint ;  only  this  Serf  is  a  vassal  c 
thault,  and  I,  bis  lord,  am  bound  t 
has  a  &ir  and  iiree  trial  for  bis  life. 
the  blare  of  the  hill  darion  is  beti 
and  the  sunrise,  we  wotdd  rather  pi* 
lirii^  Saxon  than  revenge  a  perisbe 
tine.  If  thou  wert  wise,  so  wouldf 
but  as  that  may  not  entirely  be,  se< 
mood  is  deadly  in  religion,  I  ra-asi 
both  thee  and  the  MUter  even  ' 
"What  sayst  thou,  Miller  ?    Wilt  the 
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a  second  touch  of  this  body,  or  wilt  thou 
e  up  brand  and  shield  against  Jarl  Bronz 
isted  ground  three  days  hence  ?" 
rhe  Miller  averted  his  face  from  the  dead 
oner. 

'  Thou  art  a  fool,  and  a  coward  to  boot, 
:on,"  cried  the  Baron;    "here,    knave, 
itch  out  thine  arm.    Do  as  I  do." 
Lnd  the  Norman,  in  bis  turn,  spread  his 
intlet  on  the  breast. 

3ut  the  Miller  thrust  bis  arm  into  his 
iblet,  a  do^ed  scowl  lowering  on  his 
ulsive  features. 

'  111  not  do  it,  Norman — His  Spirit  for- 
8  not  the  cbace  of  this  mom." 
'  And  thou  wilt  do  battle  then  with  his 
Dger  here?  With  Jarl?"  said  the  Baron. 
'  I  am  a  Serf,  and  use  none  but  the  weapons 
i  Serf,"  repHed  the  Miller.  "  What  know 
f  blade  or  shield,  or  toiimey  traversings — 
E  forester's  bow  is  all  ye  let  us  handle, 
I  what  avails  that  against  woven  mail  ? 
may  as  well  match  this  bare  neck  against 
axe  of  Bastorgus.  I'll  not  fight  the 
iton." 
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a.  Fortunate  is  it  for  thee  that  th 
ine  of  ihe  fire  lamp  is  on  the  Moi 
nit  ground." 

'  Let  him  have  his  claimt  Nonnan,"  siu 
1«  with  the  unhesitating  faith  in  th 
ematnral  which  characterized  him  in  a 
h  proceedings,  "St.  TysBil  knoweth  we. 
mind  of  Bt.  Dewi,  and  will  avoige  hi 
:d.  Are  they  not  Freres  in  gloiy  ?" 
"IVJce  care  of  him  then,  Breton.  Si 
wil  or  the  Fiend  decide  between  ye  abou 
i  wolf's-flesh.  Away  witli  it. — The  bird 
'ers  of  the  Bishop's  Keep  should  be  i 
faune  before  now.  Thon  wilt  neve 
Caer6inion  to-night,  JarL" 
'Thou  wilt  never  aee  it  ailer  to-nighi 
rman.  I'll  do  thy  work  manward. 
B  a  vow  on  my  soul  C}t>dward,  neithe 
u  nor  any  heang  shaU  annul.  Thi 
on  is  my  Iamb  for  the  slaughter.  Si 
isil  and  I  will  deal  with  him.  Nov 
)ltar  and  Dirk!" 

[lie  body  of  Ap  Jestyn  was  ^ainraised- 
1  motioned  the  Miller  to  follow  it. 
'  As  ye  will  answer  it,  guard  him,"  sail 
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tlie  Breton  to  his  troopers,  as  the  train  d 
appeared  down  the  staira. 

"Thou  haet  asked  for  me.  Marcher ;  h( 
Im." 

"Follow  me  to  De  Pancevot,"  said  ] 
Monthault.  "Thou,  Gnadeie,  go  to  t! 
bride  elect.  Join  me  again  anon.  I  mi 
deal  with  her  sire." 


I'rintwl  b7  SohnlM  and  Co^  13  Polud  atrwt. 
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CHAPTEE  I. 

THE  TWO   BABONB. 


An  hour  had  elapsed.  We  are  within  tl 
Baron's  conncil-room. 

The  two  Barons  were  left  alone. 

Oatside  the  iron-panelled  door  whic 
guarded  Baymond  de  Monthaolt's  sanctaar 
a  ponderous  step  patrolled  to  and  fro;  tl 
echoes  reverberating  now  near,  now  ia 
This  was  the  watch  of  Jarl  Bronz,  and  en 
to  an  indifferent  listener  the  heavy,  slow,  ai 
unbroken  tramp  of  those  armed  limbs  co: 
veyed  a  sensation  singolarly  stem  ai 
ominous.  On  Gantron  de  Pancevot's  ear  tJn 
rolled  as  the  monotonous  tone  of  an  enormo 
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eath-bell,  and  as  they  receded  or  approached 

weight  appeared  to  rise  and  fall  on  his 
eaving  breast.  He  had  seated  liimself:  but 
-ith  a  gesture  of  impatience  he  now  started 
p  and  strode  to  the  lattice  which  com- 
tanded  a  view  of  the  inner  baUinm  oi 
>urt.  On  the  withered  grass,  groups  of 
"oopers  were  idly  extended,  dicing,  engaged 
t  back- gammon,  scooiing  weapons,  convers- 
ig,  gesticulating — aU.  to  a  man  completely 
icoutred  as  for  instant  service — but  amongst 
lem  he  detected  not  a  single  individual  of 
is  own  retinue. 

Bitterly  he  execrated  his  temerity,  for  one 
*  those  presentiments  by  which  the  mind 
jsaesses  the  fecnlty  of  presaging  misforttme 
moltaneously  that  it  acknowledges  its  utter 
lability  to  avert  it,  riished  like  a  raven's 
ing  over  his  darkening  and  suspicious 
ul. 

The  character  of  De  Monthault,  the  iU- 
ippressed  satisfaction  with  which  he  had 
-eeted  him  and  his  daughter  within  the 
ipregnable  deu  where  any  deed,  however 
rrible  or  impious,  defied  the  retribution 

external  power,  the  consciousness  of  his 
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own  designs  ^^luiist  &e  nnscnipnlons  nu 
whose  slightest  wish  it  might  now  cost  hi 
hia  life  to  oppose,  now  at  last  shot  throug 
his  snggestire  imagination  and  commui! 
cated  a  sav^e  discomposure  to  his  general 
scomM  and  reckless  featm^s.  De  Pancev 
was  brave,  but  there  are  circomstances  whii 
operate  so  efifectirely  on  the  natural  tei 
perament,  that  the  mind,  deserted  by  i 
nsoal  auxiliaries,  snccnmbe  to  feelings  whic 
in  the  usual  disposition  of  things,  it  won 
fling  off  with  contempt  or  ridicule.  For 
short  space  the  Warden  of  the  Bishop's  Ke 
yielded  to  such  influence. 

The  significant  eye  of  De  Monthault  h 
.d(^;ed  each  uneasy  movement  of  his  goe 
and  was  now  fixed  upon  him  with  an  expn 
sioD  so  impossible  to  be  misunderstood,  tl 
De  Pancevot,  rendered  desperate  by  a  cc 
viction  his  own  conscience  refused  to  cc 
tradict,  drew  up  his  imposing  figure  witl 
a  foot  of  his  companion's  &Ge.  Crossing  ] 
amiB,  he  exdaimed  in  a  voice  of  concentral 
fmy,  "  Tou  mean  me  treason,  De  Monthai 
— I  see  it  in  your  glance.  Fool !  fool  t] 
b2 
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1  to  have  confided  myself  tt 
ircher  whose  falsehood  no  1 
can  match.  But  take  heec 
kfontbaolt.  The  shield  of  : 
>t  a  monk's  cassock,  nor  h 
le  of  a  Flemish  boor.  Nt 
>  within  this  body  but  will 
to  avenge  its  spilth." 
e  Monthaolt  also  rose — his  tl 
e  with  passion  and  a  wolfi 
3d  the  UBuaUy  dead  morti 
For  a  minute  he  did  no 
two  Barons  confironted  eacl 
ice  profound  as  it  was  pro] 
of  Jarl  Bronz  sounded  as  if 
:k  the  baxrieT  of  the  door. 
Thou  hast  more  work  for  thi 
!,"  exclaimed  De  Pancevot 

in  blood  the  life-current  o 
ht  will  scarcely  add  a  lin 
ling  or  a  ireah  coating  to  1 

Thou  art  a  craven,  Dc  X 
-hearted  villain.  If  not,  i 
f.  Descend  into  yonder  c( 
iteed  and  saddle — place  the 
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ive  pleafiure,  not  tinleavened  vith  con- 

Lpt. 

'  Faitli  and  hospitality !"  resumed  he, 
ho  haa  broken  them?  Who  is  he  that 
banded  and  sworn  himself  with  Welsh 
ieftain  and  reiving  robber  gainst  the 
and  land  of  his  ancdent  frere  and  compeer 
armsP  Who  is  he  that  on  pledge  and 
Losion  leaves  his  battlement  unmanned 
1  hold  unprovendered  when  the  smoking 
illrin  teUs  that  the  torch  of  the  Venetine 
sweeping  the  Borders  with  a  bannerol  of 
I?  Who  is  he  that  rides  to  Monthault 
ep  with  fifty  picked  men  at  his  destrier's 
iLs  to  hoist  up  signal  and  flag  for  a  mid- 
[ht  assault — ^to  throw  open  wicket  and 
rd  to  Botpert  of  Einion  and  his  clan  of 
i  Hills?  Who  is  he  that  on  relic  and 
>se  has  vowed  to  divide  Monthault  domui 
to  rule  for  his  own  the  Marcher  of  Mon- 
cult's  serfdom  and  seignorie  ?  What,  Gan' 
>n  de  Pancevotl  didat  f^oa  think  thou 
dst  thy  game  to  play  once  more  witl 
dor  Hardd  or  Saxon  Thane.  Fool  in. 
ed  to  worry  the  Hon,  then  sans  shield  01 
ice  to  venture  his  lair  1" 
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'itxd.  "Tis  Dot  such  adollard  as  thou 
fva  win  sttHie  or  stanchion,  be  it  by 
■  Ssce,  of  uigfat  that  pertains  to 
]  the  Mucher.  I  will  read  thee  a 
quit  of  thj  fo(J-conspiracy.  Thon 
som  thy  life,  De  Bmcevot.  Thou 
the  axeman's  services,  and  I  know 
iopon  they  should  be  di^>ensed  witli, 
1  loath  to  shed  a  comrade's  blood." 
demand.  De  Mtnithaalt,"  asked  De 
,  briefly. 

wilt  scarce  reject  the  terms,  I  trow. 
what  I  can  take." 
with  it,"  cried  the  "Warden,  "  let  us 

L  hast  a  daughter,  De  Pancevot ;  I 
n.  Thy  ransom  shall  be  the  hand 
aughter,  her  dowry  shall  be  the 
Keep  demesne." 

a  \"  reiterated  De  Pancevot,  scarcely 
g  from  the  stupor  with  which  the 
ment  of  the  detectioD  of  his  schemes 
ally  overwhelmed  him — "  a  son !" 
thy  daughter  Maud,  she  is  young, 
sdient  to  her  sire,  her  fief  her  own — 
she  shall  wed  my  son  Gnadere." 
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d  the  most  thoughtless  Condottier  in  bis 

rriaon.     He  fumbled  at  his  own  dagger, 

lich  the  sudden  assault  of  bis  now  helpless 

tenu  bad  not  permitted  him  before  to  un- 

iaAk,  be  leant  slightly  over  him,  and  it  was 

ibtfiil  whether  be  would  not  drive  it  six 

hes  deep  between  his  ribs. 

Bat  Jarl  prevented  it  by  a  slight  negation 

\m  Plume. 

h  the  Marcher  turned  on  him. 

'By    St.    Michael!  thou  bringest   tardy 

cour  to  thy  liege  lord,   Breton.      But 

that  one  blow  of  thine  I'd  bare  thee 
red  from  scalp  to  heel  before  another 
u-  elapsed.  Art  thou  deafp  did'st  tbou 
t  hear  me  whistle  ?" 

'  Loud  enough  to  start,  as  you  may 
"ceive,  every  trooper  in  the  ballium  from 

play.  But  as  for  tardiness,  De  Pance- 
I;  was  never  the  man  to  waste  time  on 
f  handy-work.  The  quickest  Priest  in 
wysland  would  have  found  his  Pater 
Hop  too  slowly  for  the  shortness  of 
or  combat.  It  needed  a  sharp  glance  to 
lure  me  I  was  saving  thee  and  not 
J  Pancevot." 
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De  Monthault  answered, "  Thon 
ve  struck  sooner,  Breton." 
"  Who  dropped  the  bar  ath^ 
or  ?"  asked  Jarl.  "  "Was  that  the 
nan  unsure  of  his  prey  ?  Look- 
trance,  but  my  shoulder-piece 
if  an  anvil  had  descended  on  it 
ak  (rf  Moel-y-golvas." 
"  Thou  sawest  me  beneath  his 
d  the  Marcher — "  me  that  h 
tourney  or  battle  looked  other  tl 
irds  on  an  enemy's  face — hii 
ine  eye  saw  that  P  Finish  hin 
ish  him.  He  shall  never  1 
road." 

"  He  shall  never  do  so,  De  Mon 
will  keep,  Norman,  he  will  ke 
st  other  needs  for  him  besides 
oreover,  thou  hast  threatened  i 
ying  when  n^  axe  requires  i 
an  whetting.  How  this  De 
ys  with  both  hands  open  i 
jkons  units  in  the  count.  Su« 
irit  good  operance.  Thou  woxd< 
Jrmanp" 
The  Baron  fixed  for  once   an 
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)k  on  the  speaker.  "  Is  he  senseless  ?" 
Id  he,  gl&ncmg  at  De  Pancevot. 
"Senseless,  not  dead,"  replied  Jarl.tonch- 
^  with  his  foot  the  unresisting  body  of  the 
arden.  "  What  matters  it  were  he  not — 
i  gronnd  is  being  delved  that  shall  gag 
nfor  ever." 

"  It  is  troe,  thoa   hast  saved   my  life," 
ilied  De  Monthault — "  I  spoke  hastily — 
Du  shalt  have  guerdon." 
He  traversed  the  room  to  a  recess,  and 
iching  the  wall,  a  partition  grated  back, 
om  the  cavity  thus  revealed  he  took  a 
lall  but   massive  bureau,  and  opening  it 
[played  a  flashing  but  unarranged  collec- 
in  of  gems  and  costly  ornaments  of  the 
lest   workmanship.      Jarl    in    his    usual 
titude  of  leaning  on  his  battle-axe,  sur- 
ged the  Marcher  and  his  treasures  alt 
>tely.     But  in  the  glance  of  this  hate 
inister  of  Norman  cruelty  not  the  feint 
umbration  could  be  detected  of  that  leat 
y  of  avarice  which,  like  a  gloomy  vai 
idged  the   mind    of    De    Monthault- 
Aher    appeared  a  fire  of  unreconcilia 
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to  every  form  ( 
Such  toya  a£fe 
onceive  the  elegai 
t  civihzation  opei 
am  from  ias  advc 

the  then  unknc 
Thebes.  But  th 
■  the   goi^ous 

the  master  passi 
vas  at  once  mesh 
aible  reticulation 
idiating  from  th 
not  examined  it 

potent  reasons  h 
ated  for  not  dot 
one,  bracelets, 
stars,  solitary  an< 
vly  poised  with 
on   of  a  lover 
ould  he  deprive 
led  up  brilliant  i 
I  heart  protested 

he  paused  at  a  n< 

copious  lucidity 
n   with    his    ow 
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loght  he  could  dispense  with  that;  a 
m  of  light  shot  directly  on  its  sor&ce 
[  he  muttered, — 

'No,  Breton,  no;  it  would  be  no  safe 
t  for  thee.  I  would  have  thy  head  to 
over  it." 

Saatily  it  was  replaced. 
But  oh  the  carl,  the  inefiable  contraction 
Jarl  Bronz's  lips— -the  very  steel  of  his 
9r  seemed  to  creep  with  contempt. 
&nd  all  at  last  of  the  lustrons  basilisks  were 
leposited  hut  one.  And  this  one  possessed 
repulsive,  not  attractive  quality ;  for 
aates  and  minutes  the  frown  of  the 
ircher  dwelt  on  it,  yet  in  the  frown 
red  still  deeper  the  insatiability  of  the 
rst  of  covetousness.  Ko  earthly  Mcrum 
dd  wrench  open  the  tenacity  with  which 
:  Baron's  soid  clenched  its  fibres  round 
in  that  last  remaining  specimen  of  price — 
t  strange  to  say,  he  feared  that  brown, 
d  wood,  he  shrunk  from  those  hierogly- 
ic8  so  deeply  carved;  he  almost  quailed 
fore  the  splendour  of  the  glorious  ruby 
ibosomed  below  those  undecipherable  cha- 
rters. 
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ime  hither,  Breton — tak 
ig  with  his  finger  to  the 
Breton  approached,  ant 
re  within  his  reach, 
old,  Breton  1"  cried  the  '. 
an.  with  his  left  arm,  wl 
rom  his  changing  visage- 

I  the  Nommn  seized  the 
sooner  had  he  done  so 
it  frightful  shriek  he  czcl 
x\  1  Breton  I  Tillain !  tn 
t — release  my  hand — I  i 
drops,  it  always  drops  blc 

I I  her  husband  stabbed 
ee  crimson  globules  ha 
'OSS,  and  as  if  endued  -w 
)Wn  its  foot  into  the  hollc 
B  hand. 

the  Bteton  stirred  not 
dilated — his  face  assun 
;  his  eyes  burnt  with  i 
could  define. 
at  of  my  sight  with  it 
d  the  Baron,  his  fram 
rare  excitenent— "it  y 
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blood  with  thee.  Ah !  it  is  no  human  blood 
that  streams/' 

And  he  leant  for  support  against  the 
wall. 

The  leKquary  remained  in  the  hands  of 
Jarl  Bronz. 

The  clasps  of  the  Breton's  cuirsws  ground 
in  their  sockets  with  the  violence  of  his 
agitation.  Again  and  again  he  measured 
the  Baron — but  the  latter  with  the  energy 
peculiar  to  his  character,  had  partially  re- 
covered his  equanimity.  The  stru^le  to  do 
so  prevented  him  from  analyzing  the  expres- 
sion with  which  his  officer  swallowed  his 
whole  being  up  with  those  lurid  eyes. 

"  The  times  of  God  are  never  forestalled," 
he  murmured,  depositing  the  holy  emblem 
with  religious  tenderness  in  his  bosom— 
"  nor  ever  retarded." 

A  gradual  calm,  and  the  wonted  colour 
once  more  returned. 

"Aye,  hide  it,  Breton,  in  with  it — but 
for  one  reason,  I  would  ere  now  have  had  it 
pulverized  to  dust  and*  ashes.  The  murrain 
of  the  Saracens'  leprosy  on  Priests  and 
Priestcraft ;  i^eir  lies  at  times  emasculate  us 
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— 'tia  past,  'tis  past.  The  s' 
J  have  sickly  fits,  but  with  t 
jr  vamsh — 80, — " 
^d  the  Black  Plumes  of 
,ded  in  every  feather. 
'  I  have  enriched  thee,  Bi 
>  Iffisore.  The  ruby  thou  1 
its  equal  in  any  coronet  of 
that  is  nought  compared  t 
>u  bearest  on  thy  bosom  a  ] 
3  Crc»8  —  the  Calvary  Crof 
h  thee  half  the  lands  of  ai 
^land — He  of  Glastonbury  w 
n  thee  with  horse-loads  of  g 
e  reserved  it  for  the  extren 
cannot  be.  I  know  notl 
hing  for  those  figments  of  t 
ear,  I  hate  the  touch,  the  ^ 
iss— dost  hear,  man?  I  D 
•  that  Jewish  timber,  or  loi 
tave  extracted  and  worn  the 
ou  hast  it  now — guard  it  ' 
'  ^ngue  wag  of  it  to  Quade 
retest  it  in  thy  central  hear 
thence.  'Tis  best  he  too 
riU  not  drop  blood  with  thee 
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long  before  thon  ever    sawest    the   Mon- 
thault  towers." 

And  a  slight  spasm  was  all  that  remained 
of  that  hrief  bnt  shattering  convulsion. 

Steadily  the  Marcher  closed  the  lid  of  his 
burean ;  steadily  rivetted  its  fastenings,  and 
restored  it  to  its  safe. 

"  Foi^t  what  thou  hast  seen,  Breton,  or 
my  next  gift  shall  savour  more  of  the  black- 
smith's, less  of  the  Pontiff's,  meed.  Thou 
art  thorough  and  £uthful,  yet  thou  troublest 
me  at  times.  There  are  pools  in  thee  I 
cannot  fathom ;  but  no  Lord  in  the  Marches 
hath  such  a  soldier  in  harness.  I  know  thy 
superstitions;  this  blood  from  the  Cross  hath 
frightened  thy  Breton  conscience ;  therefore 
thy  complexion  wanders.  But  think  not  of 
it;  there  are  secrets  in  all  trades.  The 
cowled  craft  have  more  inventions  than  thou 
and  I  can  number  on  a  yule-tree  evening. 
Sell  that  to  the  Mitre,  and  methinks  I  shall 
soon  hear  of  lands  and  castles  of  thine  own. 
Thou  wilt  confess  me  then  a  generous 
master." 

And  the  Marcher,  with  a  sudden  impulse, 
wiped  his  hand,  perhaps  to  intimate  that  by 
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last    act    he    and  Jarl  were   at   leas 

3. 

And  De  Pancevot " — asked  Jarl,  in  hi 

1  deep,  collected  tone — "  what  must  b 

I  with  him  ?" 

Thou  renderest  me  no  thanks,  Bretor 

1,  it  matters  not.    I  need  more  wor 

1  thee  to-night." 

The  gorget  preasea  somewhat  on  faj 

:/'  said  Jarl ;  "  but  his  pulse  begins  t 

Down  with  him  to  the  red  dungeon 
gyres  and  fetters  on  his  limbs.  Sen 
simple  fool,  Father  Ithel,  to  absolve  h: 
He  will,  perchance,  be  more  amenabl 
acts.  If  not,  we  must  proceed  Genti 
ion." 

he  Breton  stooped  to  raise  the  prostral 
1  from  the  floor. 

But  hark  thee,"  interposed  the  Baroi 
>e  thou  that  Maud  de  Pancevot  be  we 
nined.     De  ma  vie !  I'll  have  nn  mm 
ises  about  my  Iambs  ;  no  n 
;  kind." 

Lnd  ^ain  the  Baron  wiped 
Maud  de  Pancevot  hears 
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ay  at  the  tourney  ten  times  for  once  she 
kneels  to  the  vesper  bell." 

"  Nevertheless,  see  she  be  examined.  The 
wildest  fiUy  in  the  field  is  oft  the  saddest  in 
stall.    No  Cross ;  heed  me,  Breton." 

Jarl  answered  not ;  but  heaving  the  still 
motionless  body  of  De  Fancevot  on  his 
shoulders,  directed  his  steps  to  the  door. 
The  bulk  of  flesh  and  armour  which  he  thus 
supported  clanked  every  step  he  took.  Now 
he  disappeared ;  but  the  dull  rattle  of  iron 
continued  to  ascend  more  and  more  faintly  bs 
he  trod  the  narrow  succession  of  stone  ledges, 
which  formed  the  access  to  the  avema  of 
Monthanlt  Castle.  Finally,  that  too  ceased ; 
silence  and  the  Baron  were  again  alone. 

What  the  Baron  did ;  how  he  was  engaged ; 

what,  if  anything,  occurred  to  his  body,  his 

intellect,  his  imagination,  during  the  isola- 

turn  of  that  evening  hour,   our  chronicles 

perpetuate  not. 
The  sun  declined  more  and  more  in  the 

West.    The  Baron  left  his  apartment ;  he 

showed  himself  at  the  port  of  the  baJlium. 

Every  soldier  saluted.     Not  a  breath  was 

beard  in  that  lawless  but  disciplined  horde. 
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toned.      The    officer  oi 

received  his  order,  and 

[t,  proceeded,  without  an 

,  to  its  execution. 

d. 

iched    the   Marcher  to 

mit  of  one  who  was  nc 

Lite  as  chdk." 

said  the  other,  aJter  t 

it  questioner.     "  If  thoi 

tongue  undipped,  bettei 

ination  of  his  thumb,  hi 
pward. 

he  Baron  were  pacing  to 
iner  parapet  of  the  castle 
for  observations  of  hi 
L  foot-fall   sounded  nea 
tust  be  Guadere's  or  tbi 
i  dare  intrude.      He  re 
brmer's. 
le  by   si(' 
rcher's  bro 
He  lift. 

vere  fixed 
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ght  hand,  the  palm  and  wrist  of  which 
ere  cased  in  a  glove  of  delicately  wrought- 
:eel  network,  flexible  as  the  leather  upon 
hich  it  was  broidered.  The  thumb  and 
Qgers  were  free. 

"  Boy,"  said  the  Marcher,  "  the  blast  of 
le  Welshman's  flames  is  around  us  and 
eason  has  conspired  within.  The  life  of 
ly  Sire  may  be  undammed  like  a  miller'H 
S'ke  before  the  roaring  stream.  The  arrow 
lay  DOW  be  fleched  or  the  lance  planed, 
lat  shall  lay  the  first  De  Mouthault  in  a 
iroud  of  clay." 

Guadere  never  was  sorprised — never  ex- 
ressed  surprise — at  anything  in  this  phan- 
anu^orial  world,  otherwise  he  would  have 
)w  done  so.  Such  a  supposition  had  no 
'ecedent  in  all  his  recollections  of  the 
[archer's  moods.     He  only  waited. 

"  Have  I  ever  asked  ought — boon,  gift, 
utage — at  thy  hands.  Boy  P" 

"  No,  Pere.  Thou  hast  never  but  com- 
anded;  I  have  never  but  obeyed.     Thou 
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1 — be  it  to-morrow,  be  it 
8  grey  as  the  marten-cat 
dise  me  one  thing?" 
If  T  join  thee,  Pere,  in  thf 
The  Uon  must  love  his  wl 
.  love  thee,"  remarked  thi 
nearest  resemblance  to  a 
lad  ever  tolerated  in  him 
mind  of  my  mind,  spirit 
t  thou  this  hand?  Whei 
hall  or  battle-field,  let  a 
it,  man  or  woman — imrive 
itlet  that  coveis  it.  If,  as 
t  not  rescae  my  corpse  in 
e,  sever  me  the  arm,  and 
r  spade  or  miner's  shaft  m 
I  promise  it,  Pere." 
Enough.  Trast  me,  it  w 
lee  to  keep  it.  If  thou  bn 
it  will  be  the  last  night  t 
'  alone.  Therefore,  remem 
I  have  promised,  Pere." 
It  shall  not  repent  thee 
rant,"  said  the  Marcher. 
D  me  and  thee  alone, 
dant,  kin  or  stranger." 
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"  None  axe,  Pere,"  was  the  terse  con- 
ssioQ. 

"  Hight,  Boy.  D^kness  roles  the  light, 
d  secrecy  the  world," 

And  tiie  Black  Plumes  resumed  their 
trch. 

"  And  now  will  we  deal,"  s^d  the  Baron, 
ffith  these  retainers  of  De  Pancevot.  Glo 
have  them  up." 

The  Baron  was  not  long  detained. 
In  Indian  file,  each  flanked  by  two  of  his 
"n  troopers,  the  escort  of  De  Pancevot  and 
i  Lady  Maud  were  introduced  on  the  leads 
his  own  Castle  to  De  Monthanlt.  Dis- 
□ed  and  fettered,  with  their  necks  bare, 
ij  passed  before  him — ^last'  of  all  came 
storgus  the  headsman.  They  were  ranged 
th  their  faces  to  the  "West,  the  breadth  of 
i  roof  between  them  and  the  Marcher. 
i  thrust  his  hand  into  bis  Norman  cloak 
d  looked  at  the  West.  Raymond  and  the 
isoners — the  Morituri — gazed  on  the  same 
nset  bat  with  what  different  emotions! 
Iiese  emotions  were  the  Baron's  calculation. 
Sorely  that  smiset  coidd  not  be  their  last ! 
was  impossible  I  Death  and  it  were  not  to 
c2 
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dl  for  sach  as  th< 

Ided  he  kneelinj 
DOW."  And  the 
ar  rolled  on  the  ] 
a  third  De  Fa 
Dgated  the  Bar 
lerately  down  th 

1,  thoa  art  a  gre 
JUS — there  is  n 
dead  in  thj  axe 
listed  and  hiit 
IS  in  their  own 
I  to  win  land  ai 
i>r  our  JJord  the 
Ujmond  to  a  mi 


1  Law." 

ades  and  thoa  at 

Chester  and  CI 
ee  and  the  noos 
1  to  Le  Boj  an 

defoKe  alle^ 
oa  Saxon,  first." 
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"  I  swore  sooth  and  fealty  to  the  Warden 
f  the  Keep,"  replied  he,  "  I  have  kept  it. 
Vhat  mattered  it  to  me  warred  he  gainst 
*eer  or  Paramount  ?  His  care  that.  If  De 
'accevot  be  dead,  I'll  swear  the  same  to 
liee — what  reck  I  for  the  names  of  thy 
oemies,  mora  than  I  did  for  his.  I  am  my 
taster's  man." 

"  Step  aside,"  said  the  Marcher. 

And  to  each,  in  saccession,  he  addressed 
)me  menacing  observation,  which  elicited  in 
ibstance  the  same  prompt  willingness  to  be 
irolled  in  the  Monthanlt  register. 

"  Put  up  thy  weapon,  and  remove  these 
ureases,"  said  Baymond  to  Bastoi^us. 
There  is  a  vast  difference  I  ween,  between 
le  kiss  of  thy  engine  and  the  warm  life 
i"  yonder  sundown.  Every  mom  and  eve 
i  see  that  sun,"  added  he,  "  remember 
le  roof  of  Monthault  Castle-r-those  moms 
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prisonere  again  defiled,  Ri 
ing  the  face  qf  each' on  1 
ory.' 

le  scene  had  passed  in  les 
lescription  has  occupied, 
exemplification  to  De  Pant 
le  Monthault's  way  of  doi 
it  was  effective.  The  1 
lere  had  the  parade   ^ai 
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CHAPTER  II. 


THE   DOUBLE   STORMING. 


We  quit  Monthault  for  the  Bishop's  Keep. 

The  still-Gareering  moon  ascends  above 
the  line  of  the  Shropshire  hills.  The 
scenes  she  beheld  in  those  nights  and  those 
days  from  the  extremes  of  Scotland  to  the 
Bock  of  Gibraltar  were  much  the  same.  On 
the  largest  scale  the  Continent  was  a  vast 
band  of  forest,  girdling  at  intervals  rich 
cases  of  jewels,  that  is,  of  cities  and  culti- 
vated spots  in  its  cincture.  Rivers  wound 
through  its  mazes,  but  only  on  rare  occa- 
sions did  ship  or  sail  break  the  shady  mono- 
tony of  their  streams.  On  their  banks  it  is 
trae  citadels  innumerable  rose,  but  these 
were  neither  more  nor  less  than  the  jails  of 

c3 
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y  local  tyrants,  whose  violence  was  onlj 
ted  by  their  means,  and  whose  con 
aces  could  only  be  roused  by  appeals  ai 
rible  as  their  own  arms.  Europe  was  ai 
lighty  being  devoured  by  a  congeries  o 
ed  tubercles,  which  exhausted  the  whol 
una  of  its  constitution  in  convulsive  ant 
pless  stru^les.  Instead  of  as  at  on 
i  one  Empire,  one  Emperor,  one  Law- 
state  from  the  Euphrates  to  the  Thame 
rery  circle  of  fifly  miles  bad  become  it 
.  kingdom,  its  own  referee,  its  own  legie 
re — a  conglobation  of  martial  San  Ma 
s,  the  fusion  of  which  was  not  to  tak 
i,  till  oceans  of  human  blood  bad  beei 
I  to  eradicate  prejudice  and  establisl 
y.  The  burning  lava  of  the  nortben 
>tion  had  spread  its  various  ramification 
the  very  limits  of  the  western  worl(3 
ing  over  in  the  east,  where  it  encoontere 
equally  impetuous  torrent  of  the  grea 
b  Eevolution — ^then  roaring,  mingling 
king  in  slaughter,  it  was  ebbing  hack 
Norman,  half  Saracen,  to  its  forme 
-teeming  sources.  No  tale,  therefor* 
d  be  invented  to  exceed  the  fidth  o 
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credulity  of  an  age  in  which  religion  and 
adventure  contended  side  by  side.  The  type 
of  it  might  well  have  been  found  in  that 
union  of  reckless  devotion  and  daring  zeal, 
Thomas  a  Becket — ^the  prc^ny  of  a  Paynira 
mother  by  a  Christian  sire.  The  moon, 
therefore,  saw  a  very  common  spectacle,  only 
one  of  many  hundreds,  that  very  night, 
when  the  squadron  of  Trentham  de  Argen- 
tine drew  up  with  mihtary  precision  not  far 
from  the  light-speckled  bastions  of  the  Keep. 
By  the  side  of  the  coqunander  stood  Bartron 
the  Monthault  trooper,  and  on  the  cool  air, 
nearer  and  nearer  approached  the  sounds 
which  announced  Jarl  and  his  cavalry.  The 
glint  of  armour  flashes  in  the  dim  alleys — a 
Crimson  Flume  precedes  it,  and  now  man 
after  man,  horse  after  horse,  take  up  their 
position  on  a  line  with  the  auxiliaries. 

De  Argentine  and  the  Breton  dismount. 
At  the  signal  every  alternate  horseman  re- 
signs his  steed  to  a  comrade,  and  forms  in 
oolumn  in  the  open  glade. 

Bartron  seizes  Jarl  Bronz's  shoulder.  The 
moonlight  is  within  a  foot  of  the  embrasure. 
Within  the  embrasure  waves  a  woman's  arm. 
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rl  and  Bartron  place  themselves  in  front 
le  whole  colunm  advances. 
The  head  has  attained  the  spot  imme 
itely  under  the  embrasure.  Now,  like 
iter-serpent,  gradually  uplifting  its  ores 
ove  the  surface,  it  ascends  scale  by  scalt 
Im  by  helm.  The  Crimson  Plume  obscure 
e  woman's  arm — the  Crimson  Plume  itsel 
8  vanished  within.  The  embrasure  is  fille 
th  a  succession  of  glittering,  creeping 
Lping  forms.  Now  nothing  but  the  k 
led  long  rope-ladder  dangles  on  the  wall. 
'Tis  like  a  mortal  sin  entering  the  huma 
<ul  that  watches  not. 

The  Lieutenant  and  two  of  De  Pancevot' 
lards  are  stretched  on  the  floor  of  De  Par 
TOt's  chamber.  A  child  would  know  tha 
ey  were  not  alive. 

"  Thou  sayest  this  was  brought  from  th 
iasures  of  Cador  Hardd,  the  Venetine, 
ked  Jarl,  pointing  to  a  smaU  but  massiv 
est ;  "  are  his  gems  and  coins  herein  ?" 
"  Where  is  my  lord — ^where  is  De  Pan 
tot  ?"  said  the  sturdy  Seneschal,  to  whoi 
B  question  was  addressed.  "  What  bae 
ou,   Breton,   to  do  with  De  Pancevot' 
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lasnres  ?  Where  is  thy  passport  here  to- 
?ht?" 

Bartron  turned  him  round.  The  old  man 
lered  an  ejaculation,  for  his  eye  fell  on  the 
atenant  and  the  guards.  He  mahed  with 
i  De  Pancevot  war-cry  to  the  door;  that 
r  was  already  ring^ing  through  the  Castle — 
i  gathering  tumult  of  conflict  swelling 
im  room  to  room,  &om  corridor  to  corridor. 
le  Seneschal,  pierced  through  and  through, 
LS  pitched  back  by  a  dozen  lances  into  the 
amber. 

"  Aught  else,  damsel  ?"  said  Jarl  to  Marion 
le,  who,  shaking  with  terror,  clung  to 
utron. 

The  treasures  of  De  Pancevot  were  rapidly 
msferred  to  the  custody  of  the  Breton's 
in.    The  chamber  was  then  abandoned — 
utron,    Marion   Sele,    the   custodiers  and 
eir  chests,  lowered  through  the  embrasure. 
\i&a  Jarl  and  the  rest  of  bis  troopers  dashed 
twn  the  stone  steps  to  the  cer*"i    ^"" 
)m  which  the  crash  of  arms  and 
the  combatants  now  echoed  an 
Aed 
The  Breton  gazed  a  moment  o 
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chaos  of  contention  before  him. 
— not  a  yard  was  unoccapied. 
oaken  table  was  covered  with  De 
retainers,  dealing  furioos  blows 
partizans  on  every  a^ressor  wi 
One  l^  one  they  dropped  into 
below — ^the  two  last  cleaved  by  tl 
the  Breton's  axe.  Along  the  w 
recesses,  over  the  scattered  ashe 
rated  logs  of  the  fire,  helmed  or  i 
waved  to  and  &o  in  a  thick  medii 
ering  swords  and  poignards.  Qra 
thinned.  The  crested  helms  tor 
other,  but  rect^nised  none  excel 
to  defy.  The  defenders  of  th 
Keep  bad  iallen  to  a  man  in  that 
to-band  affiray  ;  not  one  remunec 
Jarl  Bronz  as  he  threw  open  Hie  i 
door  that  led  to  the  portcnUis,  1 
of  which,  as  it  descended,  did  not 
deep  breathings  of  pain,  the  gn 
quick,  insuppressible — which  ro8< 
feet  of  the  conquerors.  None  h( 
The  wounded  of  Monthaolt  wei 
removed,  the  few  deed  abandoned 
had  expired ;  in  less  than  half  a 
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Op  was  filing  out  over  the  drawbridge, 
ving  the  flames  to  finish  the  work  they 
1  80  succesafnlly  begun.  The  smoke 
s  rolling  round  the  Plume  of  the  Breton 
he  waited  to  see  the  last  soldier  over. 
'  Tell  De  Bm^h,"  said  he  to  De  A^en- 

e,  "  to  prepare  me  a  pouch  for  the  head  of 
Pancevot — ^when  his  Castle  is  gone  what 

low  remains  for  it  but  the  grave  ?  'Tis 
<  natural  home  of  every  Norman  that 
D#no  Castle  in  the  Severn  land." 
rhe  Templar  marked  the  gushes  of  fire  now 
iring  through  every  outlet  of  the  fiibric. 
'  Take  thy  gage,"  said  Jarl  to  Bartron — 
r  gold  and  thy  maiden,  boy.  The  Templar 
I  escort  you  safe  whither  he  is  bound, 
in  to  De  Borgh,  in  the  Snowdon  camp. 
}nthault  was  never  the  place  for  aught 
it  belonged  to  other  than  Monthault  him- 

f.  Go — we,  De  Ai^entine,  meet  again." 
The  Baron  was  pacing  the  battlements, 
iwn  in  the  court  the  forces  of  Monthault 
xe  already  drawn  up  for  the  expedition 
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Qoory — ^his  troopers  thi 
old  himself  accompan 
ited  in  vain,  however, 
ttounced  the  Breton's  re 
ued  the  Baron  to  meet  h 
"  Thou  hast  redeemed  tl 
f  pledge,  Jarl,"  said  he,  a 
ne." 

"  And  now  for  the  secoi 
ed  Jarl. 

"  I  have  remembered  th 
noury,  Breton,"  said  th 
igular  smile ;  "  thou  desi 
is  night's  hardiesse." 
Then,  in  deep  silence,  tl 
d  resplendent  cuirass  st 
iks  in  the  quadrangle. 
The  silence  of  the  Non 
liers  with  whom  reticem 
euity  of  reflection,  was 
mace,  certain  to  eruct 
me  of  destruction.  He 
t  that  of  action.  The 
irriment,  when  pennitte 
rnature,  or  representativ 
re  with ;  it  was  a  sufierau' 
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>ecome  almost  an  article  of 
;he  head  so  tenacious  in  m 
reotive  in  design,  had  enliste< 
nent  an  arm  of  steel,  so  stron 

0  irresistihle  as  Jarl  the  Bret 
«nd  against  the  Norman  wot 
or  martyrdom,  a  resignation  i 
rery  followers,  therefore,  of  D 

1  strange  relief  when  filing  ii 
hey  recognised  the  Banner  of 
luttering  in  the  van.  The 
ailed  not  to  reach  their  ears  < 
heir  late  master  and  his 
>eaten  back  by  the  assurance 
lerved  the  Fortunate  and  the  L 
;lance  of  the  Norman  as  he 
heir  troop,  contained  an  e 
inderstood.  Their  intelligei 
ient ;  so  Baymond  said  not  a 
he  tepid,  moist  autumnal  i 
ike  a  queen,  gently  and  r 
ollect  the  broken  retinue  < 
places  that  dignify  her  tra: 
lundred  troopers  whom  the 
ined  for  the  enterprise,  dresi 
lickering  ranks.     Whatever  i 
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larcher.  "  I  leave  thee  not  ■ 
otent  as  thou  shouldst  be  to 
owers  against  a  Venedotian  onsl 
t  must  be  done." 

"  Fear  not,  Sire ;  twenty  broa 
et  between  us," 

"  Say  not  one,  Guadere.  "W 
evot  far?  is  Ap  Cadvan  far? 
lome  with  the  stealth  of  dar 
he  rapidity  of  the  night-hawk 
rhe  GriflBn  of  Snowdon  may  be  ] 
ny  chamber  before  thou  deemesi 
(flight  from  Hereford.  Pass  th 
ihall  return  strong  enough  to 
ind  foe  alike ;  but  the  mom,  thi 

And  the  Norman  placed  h 
Gruadere's  shoulder. 

"  I  have  misgivings  ;  shado 
and  vanish, — voices  forgotten,  b 
— hours  long  coffined,  but  no 
with  the  feces  I  saw  of  yore, 
the  dead  never  die ;  they  wal 
a  life  of  their  own  again.  It  i 
thunder  of  God !  living  or  dead 
them?  Thou  knowest  but  hi 
half  my  life.     Listen,  therefo] 
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is  the  grated  cell.  If  I  r 
3ver ;  let  Doomsday  find  h 
has  slain  truer  men  than  ] 

"  Flinch  not,  Boy,"  coi 
ixiDg  his  oppressive  eye  ( 
laughter  is  thine  ;  do  wit] 
rhe  father,  mine ;  he  diei 
for  Konthault,  and  the  E 
t.  A  Marcher's  castles 
ilood ;  his  titles  signed 
^he  dead.  If  thou  would 
hj  soul  must  be  broad  a 
lonjon  tower ;  as  cold  ao 
he  teaching  of  Monthanl' 
ong  learnt  and  seen  exem 
hon  act  it  hereafter  in  p 
hould  be  higher  than  '. 
ather's  monument.  Thi 
lever  Saxon  or  Motmtai 
nartial  sanctity." 

With  one  more  look  of 
or  his  bristUng  fortress,  t 
he  vizor  of  his  helm,  deso 
angle,  emerged  through 
iable  Plumes  waved  above 
ear  glared,  Uke  the  restles 
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his  fonmdable  qualitit 
recoil  on  their  empli 
Marcher's  own  mind 
treason  which  defied 
nition !  The  conjun 
indicated  that  measin 
sagacity  of  De  Mont 
his  son.  Guadere  fell 
responsibility  devolve 
felt  too,  that  should 
penetrate  the  Castle 
the  meeting  between 
would  be  a  terrible  sc 
the  final  one.  He  n 
appreciated  the  peril, 
of  such  paternity  as 
was,  however,  the  sam 
— practice  and  exper 
the  softer  deficienciei 
soft,  Gruadere  meant,  ] 
compared  to  ordinal 
himself  already  adamai 

The  young  man, 
which  the  Marcher  '. 
honour,  proceeded    tt 
surveillance  the  neces 
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red.  With  the  dozen 
xnallj  attached  to  his 

person,  he  commenced,  i 
ad  after  round — the  unii 
he  Castle. 

The  Stipaa  Clond  is  w 
larked  one  of  them,  as 
f  reattajned  the  platfoni 
its. 

inadere  had  before  obi 
)  feathery  clonds  which  h 
the  nocturnal  vaolt  part 
d  tone  of  its  light ;  but 
I  r^ected  by  the  mysi 
ich,  with  extended  pinio 

apex  of  the    Stipaa. 
>uring    from    within, 
iation   shot   from    its   ' 
lid  atmosphere,  whilst 
cw  forth  arms — now  c 
ogatiug,  of  gorgeous  goh 
itnating    fringes    of  crii 
trerer,  like  the  human  co 
I  influence   of   conflictii 
ues  of  the  Cloud   chan 
towering  tree,  with  penc 

VOL.  IJ. 
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flame  ;  presently  a  quiTering  sheet  of  silver 
— then  an  enormous  cone,  ondulating  witii  a 
tardy,  irr^nlar  motion,  settling  finally  into 
a  broad  pyramid  of  blackness,  crowned  with 
one  solitary  coruscation  of  fire. 

"  What  thinkest  thou,  Tancred,  of  that 
sight  yonder  P"  asked  Qoadere. 

"  It  will  shift  no  more  to-night,"  repUed 
the  soldier. 

"  What  is  it,  in  thy  opinion  ?  Is  it  a 
Dead  Cloud  or  a  Living  thing  of  the  air  P" 

"  I  have  heard  of  one  like  it,  Bon 
Seigneur." 

"  When  and  where  P  It  vanished  sooner 
methinks." 

"  Not  so.  It  did  not  vanish  for  forty 
jears." 

"  Ah !  thon  hast  been  learning  Priest- 
craft?" 

"  It  was  in  Palestine,  then,  of  a  Mahoond 
Sheik,  I  learnt  it.  In  his  tent  I  first  heard 
it.  There  was  scant  craft  of  any  kind,  but 
of  the  scymitar  and  lance  there,  I  trow. 
He  showed  me  the  Bock,  as  it  may  be  the 
Stipas  yonder — only  the  Stipas  is  bat  a 
grave-stone    in    size   to  it — ^where   such  a 
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id  of  fire  and  blackness  once  rested.     It 
rifted  ae  if  torrents  of  lightning  had 
3d  and  scathed  its  flanks." 
That  was  in  the  Paynim's  Desert  ?" 
He  had  a  name  of  his  own  for  it.     Such 
rad  he  said — darkness  by  day  and  fire  by 
t — ^led  the  nation  of  his  fathers  from  the 
t  of  Egypt  to  the  Holy  City.    He  called 
e  Pillar  of  God  and  His  Prophet." 
And  what  became  of  it  ?" 
It  passed  with  them  to  El  Khodeah,  to 
femple  there," 
Ajid  BO  disappeared  P" 
Nay,  it  was  always  there ;  but  only  at 
)  made  itself  visible.      The  Accursed 
at  last  caosed  it  to  retmii  to  Heaven, 
poke  as  bis  people  spoke." 
And  thou  didst  believe  as  his  people 
red — as  fools  like  thee  ever  wiU  believe," 
Ghiadere. 

1  arrowy  bolt  of  light,  cleaving  the 
[  and  exposing  a  blinding  mass  of  white 
mt  within,  darted  at  this  moment  over 
lattlement,  and  seemed  to  light  far  off 
ward  on  the  very  summit  of  the  castle- 
^  of  Caereinion. 

D  2 
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"  Am  I  a  fool  to  believe  that,  Seigneor 
said  the  soldier,  moodily. 

"  Aye,  but  yonder's  a  very  different  dox 
from  the  one  that  spoke  of  old — it  is  Q 
cloud  of  the  Fiend  and  not  of  the  Prophet 
said  Ctuadere,  with  a  blighted  but  still  scon 
ful  smile. 

"  riend  or  not,"  replied  Tancred,  " 
believe  what  I  see — I  believe,  too,  wh 
everybody  believes — what  everybody  says.' 

"  And  what  is  that  P" 

"  That  the  Stipas  Cloud  bears  no  love  ai 
bodes  no  good  to  the  Flag  of  Monthault." 

"  Sang  Dien !"  cried  the  Norman,  givii 
again  the  word  to  proceed — "  there  are  miu 
of  the  same  mind,  then,  as  the  Stipas  Clou 
Some  of  them  the  Flag  of  Monthault  slu 
welcome  at  mom — Ap  Cadvan  to  wit- 
raaugre  Cloud  or  Fiend." 

And  the  vigilant  knight  resumed  his  i 
spection. 

Meanwhile  the  assailing  column  was  gr 
dually  diminishing    the    distance   betwe* 
Monthault  and  Caereinion.     Thrown  out 
advance  and  on  either  flank  the  scouts 
runners  of  the  Marcher  maintained  silent  b 
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till  the  last  trooper  had  forded  the  stream. 
Jarl,  who  had  also  halted,  found  himself  then 
in  the  rear,  side  by  side  with  the  Baron. 

''And  whom  hast  thou  introduced  to  us, 
Breton,  and  what  armoury  is  that  they  carry," 
asked  the  Korman.  "  Is  it  the  Ark  which  the 
churchmen  talk  of  that  thou  hast  brought 
m&^  this  Yenedotian  Jordan  to  mount  the 
breach  of  yonder  woodland  Jericho?  Are 
they  monks  of  the  East  that  I  see  neither 
brand  nor  lance  amongst  them  ?'' 

"  They  are  truly  from  the  East,"  returned 
the  Breton. 

"  Thou  knowest  Jarl  Bronz,  I  love  not  the 
East  nor  anything  from  the  East.  Whence 
come  the  cowl,  the  shaven  head,  the  gown, 
the  bead,  the  rosary  P — ^whence  come  monk 
and  monastery,  nun  and  nunnery,  &st  and 
orison.  Baintings  and  pilgriniages.  scriptares 
and  sabbaths,  preachings  and  prayings, 
all  that  priests  have  woven  into  craft  but 
from  this  same  East? — ^What  have  the 
bom  men  of  the  West  to  do  with  such 
celestial  juggleries?  Dost  think  the  fiery- 
blooded  Welshman  will  go  down  like  the 
Canaanite  of  old  before  the  chant  of  thy 
Levites  yonder?    What  avail  they,   or  a 
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loosand  like  them  in  the  work  we  move 
)ward?" 

"  We  shall  find,  Norman,  Ap  Cadvan 
ith  the  wine  in  the  cnp,  the  Bard  in  the 
lair,  the  cheering  of  his  clansmen  ringing 
yainst  the  roof-taree.  Hast  thou  ever  found 
im  or  his  blood  slack  to  answer  the  roll  of 
le  border  trumpet  P     We  shall  leave  many 

stout  follower  on  the  Caereinion  grass 
efore  Ap  Cadran's  liml»  are  fettered  in  thy 
[eep." 

"  Slay  him  in  the  glow  of  his  hall  fire, 
treton.  One  such  prisoner  as  De  Pancevot 
I  peril  enough  at  a  time." 

"  The  spot  where  every  man  is  to  die  is 
larked  out  for  him  by  the  finger  above," 
bserved  Jarl.  "  The  dust  that  mingles  and 
he  dust  that  is  mingled  with,  are  purposes 
rom  everlasting,  not  accidents  of  the  honr. 
Gorman,  Eotpert  ap  Cadvan  must  die  under 
he  shadow  of  the  bastions  of  Monthault." 

"Anywhere — in  any  dust— Breton,  pro- 
■ided  his  death  he  sure." 

"  The.  midnight  will  be  coloring  into  morn 
>efore  we  beat  at  Ap  Cadvan's  portcullis." 

"How  BOp" 

"  I  heard  the  hoot  of  the  owl  float  down 


8  RATHOND   DE   HONTBAULT. 

'6  encounter,  till  our  lance  points  can  be 
riven  into  the  Venedotian's  portals." 

"And  there  we  stop,  Breton,  there  we 
»p  till  the  Uowddy  marauders,  as  thou 
•uly  sayest,  intercept  retreat." 

"Not  so." 

"  We  have  no  machines,  Breton." 

"  None." 

"  Thou  doat  not  dream  of  storming  in  a 
rief  hour  a  Hold  so  fortified  and  tenured?" 

"  It  would  be  deadly  folly,  Norman." 

"  E'en  so,  Breton — and  no  fire,  no  torch 
ill  kindle  on  walls  and  bulwarks  of  green 
nd  Uving  trees.  What  flame  will  ignite 
le  granite  blocks  that  buUd  those  trees 
)gether  P  I  have  trusted  thee  too  far,  Jarl 
tronz." 

"  Thou  hast,  Norman,  if  thou  meanest  to 
36  that  bngle  of  thine  to  aoond  retreat, 
ee  t" 

And  Jarl  arresting  the  Marcher's  steed  for 
moment,  pointed  to  a  low  rock  over  which 
ense  mattings  of  ivy  mantled  downwards 
I  natural  festoons. 

"  I  see  nothing,"  said  the  Baron. 

The    Breton    turned    his   h<»se  sharply 
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id  soon  came  up  with  Bannlph  in  the 

in. 

The   young   soldier,  with  his  exercised 

culties,  had  not  been  blind  to  tiie  running 

ough  stealthy  ambush  ih&t  accompanied 

air  progpress.     His  beaver  was  down,  his 

nd  on  the  midshaft  of  his  lance,  prepared 

lower  and  chai^  at  the  alarm  of  an 
stant. 

"  Hast  thou  obserred  these  additionals  to 
r  troop?"  said  the  Baron. 
"  They  are  the  Breton's  auxiliaries,  not 
rs,"  replied  Banulph. 

"  Whence  gains  he  rmnforcementa  out  of 
i  pale  of  Monthault  ?" 
"  Prom  the  CJhuiob,  Sieur." 
"The  Church,  Boy?" 
"  From  the  thing  that  reaches  from  Pres- 

John'a  kingdom  of  Cathay  to  the  throne 
A-berfraw,  Sieur — ^these  soldiers  aie  hers." 
"  They  aie  then,  however,  soldiers?" 
"  Thou  knowest  it,  Sieur ;  soldiers  that 
t  and  vigil,  chant  and  kneel,  forswear  the 

of  woman  and  the  blood  of  the  gr^; 
wldiers,  as  they  call  themselves,  of  the 
icified." 
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'*  Hum  speakeet  aa  one  thyself,  Huralj 

"  No ;  though,  in  tmth,  Sieur,  since 
ingdoms  of  Uie  world  have  become  His, 
abjects  fight  for  him  in  such  unbend 
isliion,  that  at  times  methinks  my  hot 
'onld  indte  me  to  list  under  the  banne 
)  potent  a  Spirit.  Tis  marrellona 
>ead  fihonid  inherit  soch  armies  as  sv 
^  his  name.  Marrellons !  there's  mysl 
t  it,  SieoT — the  foremost  knighthood  to 
le  world !" 

"  Hast  thoa  been  conferring  with 
Ireton?" 

"  Not  a  word." 

"  How  gaessedst  thoa  they  are  his  or 
hurch's?" 

"  By  the  same  instinct,  Sienr,  wherel 
Lvine  that  more  of  them  may  be 
hence  these  are  produced." 

"By  the  Breton?" 

"  By  the  Breton." 

"  And  for  his  purposes  ?" 

"  At  his  bidding  they  stormed  the  Bisl 
Leep  not  four  hours  bygone — Trenthan 
Li^entine,  the  Tour  Templar,  leading  tl 
Lnd  at  his  bidding " 
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Banulph  paused,  for  his  words  had 
lady  produced  an  effect. 

"  They  would  storm,"  asked  the  Ba 
what?" 

"  Any  Keep,  Castle,  or  City  he  horn 
lem  against  in  the  name  of  the  Church 

"  Monthault  ?" 

"  Wherefore  not,  Sieor  ?     De  Pane 
ills,  Ap  Cadvan,  the  Venetine,  falls; 
at  ihe  Monthault  Marcher?" 

"  Qet  thee  on  thy  retom  to  the  Armo 
!ad  there  a  name  I  have  doomed :  1 
ilt  know  wherefore  not,  son  Bann 
ake  Guadere  with  thee.  If  I  leave 
jhind  in  yonder  fortress,  strike  — strike  1 
'  ye,  and  but  once." 

The  prolonged  blast  of  a  clarion,  ri 
r  in  front,  and  rolling  its  dear  intonat 
trough  the  alleys  of  the  forest,  abm 
irminated  this  interchange  of  confidenc 

The  Baron  closed  his  vizor,  and,  drop 
is  lance  across  Banulph's  reins,  said, — 

"  The  Breton  is  true  as  the  fumace- 
•-night,  boy.  Trust  and  follow  him.  S 
lyself  in  the  fight,  and  111  pardon  thi 
rovided,  |nt)vided  thou  bearest  hence 
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eers — Ap  Cadran  himself,  ao 
advance — and  discharging  th 
n  full  career,  burst  in  one  hef 
laymond  and  his  mail-dad  troop 
3  of  the  Norman  sta^ered,  boi 
and  fell  prostrate  in  a  stream 
le  sward.  Ap  Cadvan  and  a  da 
dielwjT  were  already  in  the  v^ 
the  phalanx,  so  despra^te  and  ii 
od  been  the  onslaught — such  i 
[  it  derived  from  the  well-used 
f  the  assailants'  position.  Stum 
Bed  by  the  shock,  minutes  elap 
i  foremost  soldiers  recovered  th 
ision,  or  could  master  the  asp 
mbat.  They  then  perceived  1 
.  foot,  his  charger  mounted  by  i 
3th  of  them  with  their  weap< 
bloody  groove  upward;  man] 
[ready  at  their  feet,  but  man] 
x>.  Ap  Cadvan — ^his  grey  hairs  i 
unadorned  by  any  other  omanu 
?orques — ^had  cut  his  way  throu 
ik,  leaving  half  the  gallant  num1 
ed  in  with  him  dead  or  dyij 
lied  in  an  instant  round  his  w< 
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known  form  to  the  deep  war-cry  that  issued 
from  his  lips.  A  glory  seemed  to  flash  from 
the  Chieftain's  eyes  and  face  as  his  sword, 
like  a  hrilliant  wheel  in  motion,  covered  with 
inconceiyable  velocity  his  own  person,  or 
plunged  and  again  shot  back  from  the  wound 
of  an  opponent.  Nor  was  it  easy  to  distin- 
guish amongst  whom,  friends  or  foemen,  he 
fought,  or,  on  whom,  in  the  roar  and  fluctua- 
tion of  the  melee,  he  trod. 

"  Where  is  my  man  ?  where  is  De  Mon- 
thault  ?"  cried  he,  extricating  himself  for  the 
third  time  from  the  ranks  his  impetuosity 
had  cleaved  through  and  pieced.  And  the 
pecoliar  lion-like  glare  from  which  the  blood 
of  Llewellyn,  of  which  he  indirectly  partici- 
pated, derived  its  &mily  designation,  pos- 
sessed his  stem  but  open  features — a  light 
of  terrible  joyousness  and  revelry  in  carnage. 

There  was  no  mifltaking  such  physiognomy 
in  the  crisis  of  the  combats  of  that  day. 
Every  Yenedotian  knew  the  look— every 
Bard  alluded  to  the  look  which  the  Leoline 
race  gathered  in  battle.  It  was  often  de- 
scribed as  illuminating  the  whole  field.  If 
such  fell,  his  corpse  could  be  thus  distin- 
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lished,  eTon  in  death,  &om  ten  thoosasi 

had  not  degenerated  in  the  off-shoot 
tereinion,  nor  did  it  afterwards  in  tl 
iidors.      Up   through  the  nltmhing  Ijn 

weapons,  utterly  reckless  who,  if  an 
tended  his  steps,  the  Chieftain  stro 
dftly — no  shield  on  his  arm,  the  light-hl 
irass  dancing  in  shirera  of  light  on  1 
Qscolar  breast. 

The  Norman  was  restoring  order  by  wo 
id  gesture  amongst  his  shattered  rank 
id  posted  himself  near  the  centre,  whe 
s  conspicuous  figure  immediately  arrest 
p  Cadvan's  attention. 

The  names  of  his  best  warriors  rang  o 
.  succession  from  the  Chief,  as  he  halt 
MTe  the  heaving  mass  of  conflict.  One 
le  disengaging  themselves,  they  hurried 
ime  wounded,  some  whole — ^to  his  voice. 

"  Cyniru,"  said  he,  pointing  with  drippi 
ade  to  the  Norman,  and  collecting  himf 
T  the  fourth  time  for  the  charge,  "bri 
,e  &ce  to  fece  with  Him  I" 

And  once  more  the  Norman  array  was  n 
iunder,  like  grass  before  the  ploughshare 

"  Body  of  God  I  it's  well  fought !"  said 
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□or  pany,  into  every  crevice  of  his  enemy's 
armoiir.  The  returns  of  the  Nonnan,  well- 
addressed  and  powerfollj  delivered,  glanced 
nevertheless  again  and  again  down  that 
skiliiilly-handled  blade,  or  jarred  in  vain  on 
its  unyielding  hilt.  Nor,  had  the  combat 
be^i  permitted  to  proceed,  could  any  sagad^ 
have  predicted  its  result.  But  every  one 
with  superhiunan  efforts  was  now  pressing  to 
that  single  point.  Banulph,  was  straining 
every  sinew  from  the  rear,  whilst  the  veteran 
Uchelwyr  of  Ap  Cadvan,  shoulder  to 
shoulder,  in  a  bulwark  round  their  chief, 
kept  a  hitherto  tmbroken  front  against  tiie 
desperate  and  sustained  attacks  of  the  Mer- 
cenaries. The  Norman  ciy,  however,  of 
"  Rescue !"  had  forced  itself  on  the  ear  of 
Jarl  Bronz,  and  he  turned  to  this  primaij 
duty  of  every  feud^  retainer  with  his  usual 
thoroughness.  He  was  suddenly  opposed, 
however,  in  his  path  by  one  whom  he  knew 
not  how  to  deal  with. 

The  Lady  of  Caereinion,  attired  as  she  had 
been  in  the  banquet  of  the  evening,  the 
coronet  still  round  her  temples,  one  hand 
weaponless,  the  other  clasped  in  her  daughter 
Avren's,  had  thrown  herself  into  the  midst  of 
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!  deadly  affiraj,  and 
her  devoted  clanami 
9ton  and  his  Loid. 
i  BR  inspiratioii :  thi 
rman  began  to  split 
k  of  which  the  wl 
1,  stroke  by  stroki 
rard.  The  imperio 
[y  Mersil,  on  which 
lees  hauteux  could  1 
kingly  with  the  sle 
Qgh  tmqnailing  co 

both  contributed 
are  of  the  Veuetii 
itary  madness.     Mi 

Jarl's  side.  Th( 
^ered  in  a  body  ba 
!n  Tain  Jarl  for  an 
lant — cleared  a  rin 
led  again  like  wate 
ad  himself  reduced 

the  inevitable  swaj 
aded  mass  had  by 
iself  and  the  lady 
he  two  chieftains. 
I  for  the  first  time  p 
lin  of  weapons  bea1 
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her  and  her  mother.  The  viaon  pTove( 
fatal  one.  He  flung  aside  the  Mardu 
rein,  and  Bpnmg  between  her  and  the  Bret 
The  movement  broke  the  circle  of  his  c 
Uchelwyr.  Through  the  gap,  at  the  voici 
Jarl  Bronx,  first  De  Monthaolt's  sb 
behind  that  Bantdph,  then  Le  Treranx  i 
his  score  of  picked  men,  planged  forw! 
There  was  a  Hin,  as  of  many  anvils ;  a  n 
reeling,  as  of  a  sh^  caught  in  a  whirlwi 
But  throng  both  the  din  and  the  reelin 
Mncenaiy  heard  and  nndovtood  the  disti 
whisper  of  the  Saeai  TitanTilph  Raiftiirg 
heavy  spear,  the  trooper  pcnsed  and  lamicl 
it  at  the  bosom  of  the  Iddy  HersiL 

There  was  no  ay  nor  shiiek.  The  a 
manding  %ure  of  the  Iddy  of  Caerein 
bent  forward  and  subsided  slowly  to 
gToond.  TheHenoiaiyabofeO:  hishe 
piew  divided  at  Banolidi's  feet  The  U 
of  the  sword  remained  shivtnd  in  the  sk 
It  *^  the  Ust  blow  of  Ap  Cadvan, 
*>w«t-pl»t^  flew,  from  the  crash  of  the  I 
ton*  axe,  into  fr^nnents  m  be  ddivered 
«d  K>jor*  be  ooiild  ncorvr  the  shock. 
»«  SButtwi.  bv  a  ttwiMit  of  blows,  to 
«aitli. 
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"  "Why  dallies  the  Breton  ? "  was  i 
jnght's  impatient  answer.  "  Why  linj 
e  here  now,  Sieur?  They  are  fonni 
jain.  Mark !  ooi  return  to  Mentha' 
ill  be  through  a  four-mile  ambuscade." 

"  They  will  find  employment  at  Ca 
nion,"  answered  the  Baron,  "  till  momi 
iwne.  That  is  not  moonlight,  is  it  ?  1 
ho  has  ever  seen  fire  of  that  hue?  A 
bis  is  the  work  the  Breton  promised." 

Within  the  bristling  square  Jarl's  ai 
iaries,  protected  by  the  chevaux-de-frieze 
lears,  deposited  their  cist  on  the  bulgi 
)ot8  of  an  oat-tree.  Unbolting  the  1 
ley  exposed  to  view  a  coil  of  some  si 
iance  about  the  thickness  of  the  hum 
rist.  Cautioiisly  and  with  thickly-gloi 
onds  they  wound  it  round  the  boles  of  1 
iks  above  their  junction  with  the  n 
»ne  fortifications  which  linked  them 
ether.  A  kind  of  elastic  cap  was  then  b 
om  one  extremity,  a  match  applied,  t 
le  coil  ignited.  A  lambent  flame,  vivid 
le  chameleon,  flitted  out,  hovered  rot 
le  trunk,  then  shot  away  upward  in  im 
lerable   ramifications,    diverging  at    ev 
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ongh  till  the  whole  grove 
A  liquid  light  against  the 

:t  of  the  auxiliaries  nodded 

Gorman!"  swd  the  latter. 
I  was  re-formed,  Ap  Cadvau 
in  Banulph's  arms  secured 
rhe  Baron  and  Le  Trevaux 
—the  Breton  the  rear.  In 
y  time,  with  spears  pro- 
'ched  down  the  open  ground 
t  them  so  dear  to  gain  and 
•ht  and  frightiully-sudden 
lames  had  palsied  the  &cul- 
sL  Such  as  retained  any 
ished  to  the  private  portals 
climbed  the  roof,  from  parts 
burning  element  was  yet 
tarp  hissing  of  the  fire,  and 
her  handmaidens  over  the 
le  Lady  of  Caereinion  were 
idi  greeted  the  Marcher's 
the  scene  of  this  bloody 

er  between  us  and  the  salt 
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seas  will  not  quench  that  conflagration! 
said  Jarl,  who  now,  that  no  ohstniction  wi 
offered  to  their  retreat,  had  moved  forwai 
to  the  front. 

The  spectacle  had  assumed  a  terrib! 
grandeur.  A  coping  of  flame  of  an  inteni 
emerald  colour,  with  lightnings  of  crimsoi 
darting  in  zigzag  irregolarities  from  its  ci 
cumference,  had  settled  on  the  length  an 
breadth  of  the  Forest-grown  Castle.  Tl 
foliage  had  vaniBhed — arm  after  arm  wi 
withering  up,  and  falling  in  showers  < 
ashes  :  the  poBderous  stonework  was  ahalin 
off  or  crumbling  into  white  dust — the  sb 
burnt  ghastly,  the  thick  woods  glared  wi1 
the  reflection  of  the  devoiuing  fire.  Tl 
Venetines  gazed  on  in  groups,  helplessl 
Some  staunched  their  own  wounds,  son 
tended  their  comrades,  some  searched  amoi 
the  dead  for  their  Chieftain's  corpse — th< 
knew  not  he  was  a  living  captive  in  tl 
Norman's  brigade — but  all  kept  aloof  fro; 
that  Uquid  cremation  which  feU  from  abov 
in  a  rain  of  flftfhipg  jewels,  a  downpour 
glowing  smokeless  brilliants. 

"  A    drop   of  that   fire,"  continued  Jai 
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woold  eat  through  a  brazen  corslet  into 
he  very  mairow  and  bone  of  man.  Hie 
Velshmen  that  yell  behind  ns  have  fonn^ 
:so." 

"  I  comprehend  thee,  Breton,"  replied  thf 
laron ;  "  I  have  heard  of  it,  bat  dreamt  no1 
icb  a  hellish  ingredient  existed  west  o: 
'alestine.     It  is  the  Gtreek  fire." 

"  Not  another  coil  of  it  may  be  discoverec 
lort  of  the  city  of  the  Eaatem  Csesars,' 
lid  Jarl,  "  thou  hast  seen  the  first  and  th< 
et  of  it  that  will  ever  lighten  a  night<8ceni 
1  Britain." 

"Why  so?" 

"  Thon  most  question  the  Csesars  and  thei 
ourt." 

"  But  thou  hast  inquired  for  more  ?" 

"True." 

"  And  failed  ?" 

"I  have  implied  and  said  as  much.  1 
le  Snowdon  lord  built  the  whole  timber  c 
ttire  Baldwin  into  machines  against  Mor 
lanlt,  one  kiss  from  the  lips  of  that  fier 
ptile  would  pulverize  them  into  blackene 
laff.  But  it  could  not  be,  Norman.  "W 
lust  truBi  as  before  to  the  feshion  of  oi 
e2 
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own  clime.     The  wasps  of  Caeremion  wi 
buz  in  thy  ear  no  more  for  a  twelvemonth- 
80  fer  be,  then,  thanMul  to  tbia  specimen 
Oriental  combustion." 

But  the  Baron  was  for  a  time  silen 
The  pace  at  which  the  march  proceeded  soc 
left  the  blazing  hill  behind  them.  Eaculi: 
permitted  neither  check  nor  slackness  ti 
the  cool  expanse  of  the  Severn  once  moi 
interposed  between  them  and  the  hosti 
territory.     A  halt  was  then  called. 

The  vizor  of  the  Marcher  was  up.  Eigl 
gloomy  was  his  expression  as  he  walked  tl 
Breton's  steed  round  the  ranks.  Out  of  tl 
seven  hundred  that  had  issued  from  Mon 
hault  scarcely  four  hundred  were  drawn  n 
before  him. 

"  Three  hundred,  Breton,"  muttered  h 
"lost — three  hundred  clay-coH — every  on 
by  this  time  with  a  Venetine's  sken 
between  his  life-ribs.  No  quarter  for  on 
of  them  yonder!" 

"  No,"  said  Jarl,  "  the  villein  that  drov 
his  steel  into  the  Lady  Mersil's  bosom  ha 
effectually  put  that  out  of  question.  It  ^a 
a  most  foul  and  dastardly  blow." 
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"Women  that  make  themselves  men 
lust  take  men's  chances,  aad  men's  huffets," 
iplied  the  Baron.  "  I  trow  it  was  tlie  kick 
lat  Saxon  serf  looked  to — ^he  cared  not  if  it 
ere  horse  or  mare  that  struck  it.  Moreover 
anulph  is  not  the  man  that  would  lore 

mother-in-law  with  his  bride.  Three 
mdred!  It  is  a  grierous  laesnre — it  was 
mortai  meeting — sharp  and  deadly." 
"  Not  grievoas  for  such  a  victory,"  said 
rl,  pointing  to  the  captive.  "  Hold  him 
3%d  till  to-morrow,  Norman.  He  shall 
!.  And  may  be  the  uplands  of  Caereinion 
U  be  Banulph's,  in  lien  of  his.  But  many 
on  so  gifted  and  backed  has  proved  worse 
lel  than  ever  stranger  has  to  his  Feudal 
d.  Bethink  thee  that.  I  serve  thee,  not 
!8e  sons  of  thine." 

^d  Jarl,  without  further  coUoquy,  pro> 
ded  to  count  off  a  hundred  troopers — 
'■  freshest  and  most  trustworthy  of  the 
vivors.  They  drew  up  apart ;  the  Baron 
cended  from  his  seat,  and  Jarl  mounted. 
'Thou  divinest  well,"  said  the  former, 
ave  him  to  Monthanlt  safe,  and  thoa  wilt 
erve  rich  guerdon  for  this  night's  achieve- 


78  RAYMOND   DE   MONTHAOLT. 

ments.  These  Yenetines  dare  not  force 
Sanctuaiy." 

"  Few  Kormans  either  dare  that,"  replied 
Jarl,  "  the  tramp  of  an  armed  foot  echoes 
thence  thjongh  Chriatendom.  He  shall  be 
with  thee  hy  cock-crow.     Forward,  men !" 

The  Baion  resumed  his  movement  home- 
ward— somewhat  in  a  reverie,  yet  keen  and 
awake  to  every  sign.  The  inde&tigaUe 
Breton  stmck  once  more  westward  to  Sir 
Peers  and  the  Convent  of  St.  Lygan. 
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CHAPTER  in. 


THE  POEEBT  CONVENT. 


ruERE  existed  in  those  times  a  certain  mo- 
iastic  order  of  peculiar  taste  in  scenery  and 
rehitecture.  Its  members  left  the  broad 
'alley  and  the  commanding  eminence  to 
ther  brotherhoods,  and  following  the  wind- 
ig  rivulet  or  narrow  goi^  up  to  their  junc- 
ioD  with  the  mountain  ridge  in  some  quiet 
pening,  erected  a  structure  rather  distin- 
uished  by  a  proud  humility  than  pretentious 
Tandeur.  Ixtng,  low,  firm,  and  solid,  as  if 
3  battle  with  the  storm-blast  above,  and  the 
arthquake  beneath,  its  edifices  typified  the 
haracter  of  the  fraternity — not  aspiring,  but 
rtending — not  ambitious,  but  consolidating 
-not  accamulating,  but  producing.  Thif 
ras  the  general  formula.  Exceptions  of  coursf 
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crept  in.  It  was  not  to  be  expected  liiat  an 
order  giving  out  in  process  of  augmentation 
— Popes  by  the  score,  cardinals  by  the  hun- 
dred, prelates  by  indefinite  quantities — ^would 
consent  to  be  confined  to  the  original  plat- 
form of  its  foundation ;  still  when  the  tra 
veller  observed  before  him  a  building  of  sucb 
character  as  we  have  described,  destitute  o1 
the  fretted  pinnacle  and  soaring  tower,  h( 
might  be  tolerably  confident,  that  withii 
he  would  find  the  white  hoods  uid  iroi 
candelabra^  of  the  Rule  of  St.  Bernard  thf 
Cistercian.  In  Wales  this  probability  migh 
be  pronounced  a  certainty.  It  was  preciseli 
the  country  adapted  for  their  predisposition! 
— not  a  lordship,  but  abounded  in  sites,  sucl 
as  he  of  Citeauz  and  Clairvaux  would  havi 
loved  and  perhaps  coveted  for  their  unob 
trusive  beauty,  their  murmuring  streauu 
their  union  of  the  mountain  heather  witl 
the  dark  umbrage  and  green  pastures  c 
the  glen.  Such  situations  invited  residence 
Moreover,  when  the  Chieftain  perceived  tha 
the  lands  which  he  bestowed — sometime 
from  piety,  sometimes  for  penance,  somi 
times  because  they  were  to  bim  useless  an 
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jrvice,  but  most  OTielly  they  inflist  on  th 
ersons  with  their  property,  their  propei 
ith  their  persons.  Therefore  is  it,  besi< 
lie  usual  rents  and  customs,  they,  three 
>ur  times  every  year,  plunder  them  of  th 
oods — they  oppress  them  with  innumeial 
laimg  of  service ;  thej  impose  on  them  bi 
ens,  grievous  and  insupportable.  Do  th 
ot  thus  compel  many  to  abandon  th 
ative  country,  to  fly  to  foreign  lands  P  Ni 
ley  are  not  afraid  to  sell  their  \erj  posons . 
le  meanest  price,  that  is,  f<n'  money.  No 
'e  monks,  though  we  have  sudi  possessioj 
0  not  use  them  in  the  same  spirit,  bat  v( 
ifTerently.  We  empl(^  only  the  lawful  a 
ae  services  of  the  peasantry  to  procure  i 
>nunoditie8  of  life.  We  harass  them  wi 
0  exactions — ^we  impose  no  intolerable  h 
lens :  if  we  see  them  in  want,  we  mainti 
lem  at  our  own  expense.  We  have  servai 
ad  handmaids,  not  as  servants  and  hai 
taids,  but  as  brothers  and  sisters.  ^ 
iceive  firom  them  reasonable  service  acco 
ig  to  their  ability,  and,  in  return,  we  ti 
ire  they  shall  sufier  neither  want  nor  inju 
3  that  we  are  as  having  nothing,  yet  p 
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:tion.  The  assertion  may  appe 
,  bat  it  is  certain  that  a  mediser 
greater  mistress  of  all  the  litt 
i|Jiances  which  contribute  to  tl 
38  of  domestic  life  than  the  va 
'  modem  females  can  pretaid 
skill  in  eveiy  deparknent  of  c 
ce  was  on  a  par  with  their  inb 
he  sterner  necessities  of  the  sic 
alid  body.  What  conld  sorpa 
tionaiy  except  their  missal-wor 
try,  their  illominations  ?  Wh 
the  palm  against  the  choice  i 
h  gratified  the  most  rechercl 
Eorope  except  their  bi  high 
in  the  mcne  deUghtfiil  pleasor 
id  painting?  Wbat  could  m 
magnificence  of  their  festiviti 
rich  tranqnillity  of  their  dai 
iVhere  coold  they  loc^  for  cot 
>r  the  abandoi 
and  services, 
^  better  in  liei 
^>py  repose  of 
so   prettily    : 
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ordinary  necessities  of  the  vicinity.  Sm 
wM  the  Forest  Convent  of  St.  Lygan- 
strong  and  modest  structure  recently  bu 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Cistercian  Ord< 
and  under  the  ftill  feudal  protection  of  Owi 
the  Venetine  of  Snowdon,  and  Meredith 
Powysland. 

It  possessed  the  privilege  of  sanctnary- 
the  line  of  crosses  running  round  the  boun 
marled  the  demarcation  between  the  Pi 
fane  and  Holy  Ground.  It  is  with  t 
interior,  however,  that  we  at  present  conce 
ourselves. 

We  extract  —  endeavouring  to  transi 
something  of  the  strange  style  of  the  orij 
nal  Latin — a  portion  of  the  document 
Father  Ithel,  as  a  brief  instance  of  dai 
conventual'  life  on  the  "Welsh  borders  in  t 
twelfth  century ; — 

"  Tester  eve  came  a  traveller  and  his  i 
tendant,  begging  food  and  hospitality  i 
themselves  and  beasts,  of  the  latter,  where 
three  were  horses,  and  two  mules.  Glad 
were  they  welcomed — ^the  Father  Confess 
remembering  for  us  the  apostolical  precei 
that  bishops  and  deans — and  doubtless  na 
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hich  be  under  their  government — ehonld 

)  given  to  hospitality.     Now  the  attendant 

18  wonderfdl  to  look  upon,  and  I  trembled 

>t  a  little  at  the  marrellotisness  of  the  sight. 

erily,  I  have  seen  none  like  unto  him,  and 

aagh  I  have  since  questioned  many  godly 

en,  none  have  given  my  mind  satis&ction 

irein,  or  could  assure  me  they  had  seen  like 

tto  what  I  had  seen.    St.  Mark  be  my  wit- 

88  that  I  speak  the  tmth,  whatever  wonder 

unbelief  may  arise  therefrom.      The  slave 

18  not  like  the  sons  of  Adam  in  colour. 

ling  jet  black,  even  all  over,  as  the  mer- 

aot  certified  to  me  on  my  beseeching  him 

ereon.     His  hair  was  like  imto  a  sheep's 

woollinesa  and  thickness,   curling  itself 

ty  tightly  on  his  head,  which  in  one  sense 

litated  not    a  Christian's  head,  seeing   it 

IS  fiat  on  the  forehead,  and  protuberant 

troubled  me  to  look  upon 

were  white,  rolling  about 

never   rested  upon  what 

I ;  I  began  to  suffer  sore 

receiving  such  a  creature 

ouse,  and  spake  thereupon 

onfessor.      Verily  he  waa 
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himself  trouMed  thereat,  aod  sought  his 
oratory  for  strength  and  meditation,  look- 
ing bad  as  he  moved  with  composed  care- 
inlness  and  apprehension.  He  being  gone, 
and  I  being  soIub,  I  betook  me  unto  my 
Pater  Noster  qui  in  cselo,  but  being  distracted 
at  heart,  I  had  not  much  euccess  therein, 
failing  in  the  midst,  and  did  withdraw 
myself  in  haflte  after  Father  John  into  the 
oratory.  Him  I  found  opening  the  Cedar 
Capsula,  wherein  are  held  the  Tresses  bonnd 
curiously  in  net-work  of  gold ;  also  a  por- 
tion of  the  crucifix  of  Sancta  Monacilla.  I 
did  entreat  him  to  deUver  me  the  latter  in 
the  present  peril.  Thereupon  he  bound  it 
round  my  neck,  telling  me  to  be  of  good 
courage,  for  albeit  black  was  ApoUyon's 
colour  and  darkness  his  kingdom  he  be- 
lieved the  stranger  to  be  in  most  things 
like  unto  ourselves,  only  perchance  more 
grievously  lapsed  into  the  power  of  the  Evil 
one.  He  would  assault  him  with  spiritaal 
weapons,  and  make  him  herein  full  proof  of 
his  ministry ;  whereto  indeed  the  oppor- 
tunity seem  sent  from  heaven.  I  was  en- 
couraged thereby,  marvelling  at  his  ghostly 
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toos  book  of  Holy  Angustin  on 
Eerily,  before  he  could  stoop,  b« 
body  and  oppressed  witb  the  se 
the  man  that  was  black  rose  qoic 
led   the  precious  book  with  b 
ad  offered  it  again  unto  the  Con 
irtainly  the  Father  seemed  very  w 
recover    the   blessed  treasure ; 
ricken  with  wise  doubts  at  the 
samess  of  the  man,  he  stepped  i 
Etck,  and  seeing  that   according 
r  I  bided  close  behind  bim,  I 
overthrown  to  my  great  bmii 
omfitore,  of  which  one  evidence 
t  side,  in  the  which  part  I  incl 
more  than  beseemeth  a  mai 
ito  a  prosperous  fulness,  remai 
r  days  afterwards.     The  pain  the 
)e  surmised  by  my  uneasiness  in 
refection  hours,  in  the  which  I 
n  to  the  mai 
anxmgodly 
ies  therein. 
>me  of  the 
noted  that 
ner  of  my  a 


KATHOND    DB  MONTHA 

m  of  the  flesh  did  necessita 
3S  I  was  ashamed  so  to  say,  a 
dure  their  jests  and  quips  tl 
wore  of  my  affliction.  Fatl 
ach  perplexed  at  this  cah 
ring  hiTTiHfllf  from  the  likt 
everthelesB,  raising  me  qn 
lich  I  was  myself  prompt, 
eat  perturbation  begin  the  s 
Id  out  the  sword  valiantly 
m  that  was  black.  I  bid  t 
ire  that  the  sword,  being  in 
IS  vanity.  Before  he  ooulc 
irchant  rose,  and  with  a  gr 
pjsed,  and  it  was  sarprisin| 
e  man  that  was  black  obe; 
d  refcired  behind  him.  At  t 
eat  courage.  Tather  John 
'ay  the  fear  that  had  gat 
iwns  and  foreheads.  Thi 
d  the  precious  volume  repla 
DO,  he  addressed  the  Merch 
10  replied  excellently  in  the 
ther  John  asked  him  whe: 
i  said  from  Hispania,  and 
had  gone  from  Bejeres,  a 
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from  Italia,  and  to  Italia  from  Grecia, 
into  Grecia  fiwm  Palestine.  I  liste 
gladly,  for  I  began  to  see  there  were 
hurtfiil  properties  in  the  slave,  he  b< 
obedient  and  quiet,  and  laughing  at  soi 
intervals.  Hereupon  Sister  Agnes  cam 
and  plucking  Father  John  by  the  rol 
whereat  he  did  not  a  little  start,  not  s© 
her  enter,  nor  being  yet  altogether  comp 
—looked  up  with  strange  expression 
his  face. 

"  Well,  child,  and  what  wonldest  I 
here  ?"  sud  he.  'Whereupon,  without 
swering,  she  removed  the  helmet  from 
father's  head,  and  the  sword  from  his  h 
and  delivered  them  to  the  stranger. 
&ther  coloured  and  said,  "  Thoa  art  ri 
child — thoa  art  right ;  nevertheless  I 
greatly  confounded  wherewith  I  should  i 
this  new  comer,"  "  Indeed,"  quoth 
"  thou  hast  confounded  him  more  l^ 
warlike  attire :  methought  it  was  Eey 
the  Watcher,  and  not  a  holy  Priest ;  tl 
fore,  to  be  certain,  I  removed  thy  1 
Moreover,  it  is  ill  fighting  or  talking 
hungry  travellers,   as  this  hour  may 
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wtify  them  to  be."  The  father  called  her 
'PoelU  pmdens  quod  idem  ac  providens," 
iid  bid  her  ask  permission  to  prepare  re- 
reshment  in  the  Befectory.  All  this  while 
lie  stranger  did  look  on  Sister  Agnes  with 
reat  intentness  and  sobriety.  She  being 
)ne,  the  Merchant  was  requested  by  Father 
>hn  to  follow  him.  The  slave  lay  down 
I  the  merchandise.  We  looked  at  each 
her,  I  at  bim  and  he  at  me,  steadfastly, 
either  did  he  speak  nor  did  I  apeak,  bat  I 
ased  deeply  on  that  sight,  and  gave  in- 
ird  thanks  to  the  Lord  that  I  was  Ithel  ap 
man  ap  Bltyd  Ewyas  ap  Ultyd  fidr  ap 
styn  ap  Gwi^ant,  a  priest  of  the  Holy 
lorch,  &8hioned  like  unto  my  fellow  men 
the  flesh.  I  lifted  np  mine  eyes  and 
inds,  as  saith  the  Precious  Book,  for  a 
nefit  done  unto  me  at  the  birth,  which,  me 
Uerable !  I  bad  never  pondered  upon  he- 
re. Presently  some  of  the  sisters  came  in, 
id  verily  their  thoughts  were  stirred  within 
em  at  the  contemplation  of  the  man  that 
is  black.  Sister  Nest,  who  hath  oftentdmes 
«ii  rebuked  for  onseemly  mirth,  took  Sister 
arcella  by  the  hand,  and  drawing  near  unto 
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the  merchaDdize,  did  break  out  into  a  de^ 
of  laughter  that  forced  the  other  sister 
the  same  excess  of  merriment.  I  medib 
upon  the  cause,  and  remembered  that  & 
was  full  of  gmle,  and  that  tears  and  sor 
came  after  ungodly  laughter.  I  there 
admonished  them  sharply,  being  amazed  1 
the  slave  could  cause  all  the  sisterhood  » 
trespass.  Anon  came  in  the  Merchant  i 
Father  John.  A  comely  and  well-favoi 
man  is  the  Merchant,  with  a  face  betokei 
much  steadiness  of  the  inward  mind.  I 
moved  towards  him  with  compassion 
good  will ;  I  hastened,  therefore,  to  pre] 
his  cell,  and  having  so  done,  and  pat  thei 
the  Flemish  works  in  wool,  wherein 
cunning  pattern  of  the  deer-h\mt  is  w( 
in  colours  like  unto  the  beasts  themselvt 
prepared  me  for  the  Refectory." 

And  into  the  Refectory  we  «rill  fo 
simple  Father  Ithel,  whose  astonishmen 
the  appearance  of  an  African  negro  migl 
easily  paralleled  from  the  lives  of  later 
more  sagacious  characters. 

The  sisters  are  busy  in  various  eng 
ments.     The  Father  Confessor,  at  this 
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not  an  eye  witnessed  thj  agitation,  by  t 
memory  of  certain  indelible  events.  Su 
perhaps  there  were  among  the  many  of  t 
Profession,  but  alas  for  thy  own  sublimi 
we  verily  believe  Father  Ithel's  descripti 
of  thee  in  his  worm-eaten  chronicle,  as  1 
easiest  of  easy  Abbesses,  to  be  altogetl 
true.  Dearly,  however,  did  thy  youth 
charges  love  thee.  If  at  times  they  w 
inclined  to  be  unmanageable,  thy  heart  ne 
proceeded  beyond  a  remonstrance — a  lecti 
so  kind,  so  intreating,  that  it  was  in  e£fec 
premium  on  insubordination.  Thy  chi 
hoodi  thy  youth,  thy  womanhood  had  fiov 
on  like  a  noiseless,  lucid,  blank  rivulet 
slight  ruffle  here  and  there  being  the  s 
int«miption  to  its  level  monotony.  Wl 
such  occurred  thy  invariable  ark  was 
good  Father  John ;  thou  wert  bom,  in  & 
not  to  manage  but  to  be  managed.  Sk 
Agnes,  the  new  comer,  already  effected  w 
she  pleased  with  thy  yielding  dispositii 
all  indeed  behaved  rather  as  younger,  t 
therefore  petted  sisters,  than  as  obedi 
daughters.  Certainly  thou  wert  serious  w 
them  at  times,  particularly  when  the  butte: 
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chibited  a  cUminished  conunissariat  of 
Jmon,  deer,  or  of  the  piles  of  preserves  of 
jsh  and  frait.  The  hypocrisy  with  which 
ley  shared  thy  surprise  at  the  imaccotmi- 
)le  mode  whereby  sundry  articles  disap- 
sared  could  only  be  excused  by  the  wicked 
sses  with  which  one  and  all  maoceuTred  to 
lence  thy  motherly  sohcjtude.  Thou  wert 
I  innocent  of  all  subtlety  at  forty  as  many 
'  thy  sex  at  fourteen.  If  none  of  thy  birds 
id  as  yet  flown  foolishly  to  other  nests, 
ind  Providence  and  thy  own  blameless  life 
ere  much  more  to  be  thanked  than  any 
jremmental  powers  of  thy  own.  Thou 
ert  at  thy  best  but  a  poop  ruler ;  even  when 
ipported  by  the  majesty  of  Father  John 
ly  justice  never  maintained  its  groimd 
gainst  an  appeal — it  was,  in  sooth,  a  rich 
ijoyment  to  hear  the  Confessor,  for  the 
tousandth  time,  protest  his  amazement  that 
ich  lack  of  discipline  did  not  result  in 
eplorable  consequences ;  nevertheless  the 
icte  were  all  in  thy  favour :  the  Convent 
roceeded  without  severity,  yet  admirably 
iministered  in  tone  and  comfort.  Once, 
ideed — we  are  divulging  confidence  here — 
VOL.  II.  r 
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once,  indeed — only  once,  when  Lady  ] 
the  novice,  found  the  Abbess  alone,  and 
her  how  impossible  it  was  for  her  to  ase 
the  Cistercian  discipline,  and  proceede 
explain  that  impossibility  by  devoutly  sta 
her  belief  that  she  was — she  cotdd  not  ezj 
— how  inuneasurably  adored  by  Amaoru 
Devereiu,  and  that  her  Uttle  heart  i 
tenderly  pitied  the  sad  condition  in  w 
the  Norman  cavaher  was  now  pinnged 
her  sake — all  but  dying — all  but  a  r 
spirit;  and  when  the  said  Amaorua  ' 
evening  at  the  gate  reciprocated  that  drea 
sentiment — though,  for  a  spirit,  he  appei 
in  remarkably  good  embodiment — ^the  g 
Gertrude  really  beUeved  neither  the  Com 
nor  the  world  would  last  much  longer, 
then,  after  all,  if  Elva  was  so  foolish  ai 
prefer  the  cares  and  annoyances  of  marri 
to  the  absolute  freedom  from  personal 
sponsibilities  which  she  now  enjoyed,  notb 
could  be  more  foolish.  What  was  to 
done?  Foolish  people,  if  their  happir 
is  really  involved  in  their  foUy,  miist 
sometimes  indulged.  Amanrus  also  : 
suddenly  become  a  benefactor  of  the  Chui 
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overwhelmed  with  distrcBs,  but  Father  Jd 
and  the  Abbess  bore  this  absence  of  intel 
gence  with  inexplicable  fortitude.    Mont 
afterward,  when  an  enormous  team,  lad 
with  wines  and  condiments,  arrived  thron 
the  highland  roads,  that  is,  the  dry  beds 
brooks,  over  the  shelves  of  rocks,  at  1 
Forest   G&te,  with    a   letter  clandestuu 
slipped  into  the  Father's  hand,  he  was  se 
to  become  very  greatly  conitued.     At  J 
evening  posset  the  messenger  roundly  as 
verated  that  his  lady  was  well  acquit 
with  Father  John,  and  required  his  servi< 
at  the  christening  of  her  child,  the  no 
young  Amaurus  de  Devereux.    The  Sist 
said  some  one  thing,  some  another;  < 
proceeded  to  such  extremities  as  to  ass 
that  the  Lady  Amaurus  de  Devereuz  \ 
no  other  than  Elva,  but  this  ezi 
course  never  reached  the  Father 
this  exception,  the  conduct  of 
the  niinnery  had  been  hithert 
able,  by  which  we  mean  that 
only  instance  which  had  disturl 
nimity  of  the  inmates,  or  raised 
suspicion  in  the  superior  autin 
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be  Father  in  his  chair,  the 
i  side,  the  nuns,  or,  strictly 
ivices,  for  the  foundation  was 
d  none  had  hitherto  taken 
aced  the  tows,  attentive,  the 
'ed  a  Yery  happy  domestic 

d  herewith,"  said  the  Con- 
ark,  my  children,  how  the 
hath  fortified  the  faith  with 
16  Apostolical  hishops,  even 
as  sorroonded  with  a  line  of 
^ht  he  connted  by  the  Hugs 

Mi  Pater." 

t,  therefore  another  decision 
,  certain  Bishop,  one  nursed 

of  thy  Church  and  pro- 
iriptures.  Him  my  mother 
le  would  vouchsafe  me  an 
lite  my  errors,  unteach  me 

me  in  the  truth,  which  he 
nth  persons  whom  he  judged 

reception.      But  he,   most 

now  admit,  refused,  telling 
at  present  indocile,  self-cou- 
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ceited,  too  eng^ed  with  the  mere  nove 
of  this  here^.  But,  said  he,  leave  h 
alone  as  he  is,  only  cease  not  to  pray  to  1 
Lord  for  him.  As  he  advances  in  readi 
he  will  discern  his  error  and  the  magniti 
of  its  impiety.  He  infonned  het  also  tl 
he  himself  had  in  his  infancy  been  commit 
by  his  deluded  mothffl-  to  the  instmct 
of  the  Manidueaiis — ^that  he  had  not  a 
read,  bnt  copied  out  almost  all  their  worl 
and  that  without  pemsing  any  refiitatioD 
them  or  being  by  another  convinced  ol  it 
fallacy,  he  had  himself  discovered  the  dre 
fill  impiety  of  that  sect,  and  therefore  ab 
doned  them.  Thus  spake  the  Bishop,  i 
my  mother  not  being  satisfied,  uid  e 
persisting  with  many  tears  and  entreaties 
importune  that  he  would  confer  persons 
with  me.  Go,  said  he  at  last,  £uid  God 
gracious  to  thee,  my  sister — it  cannot 
that  the  child  of  those  tears  shall  be  lost. 
sentence  which  he  received  as  she  has  nu 
times  siniie  told  me — as  if  an  oracle  ft 
heaven  had  delivered  it  unto  her."* 
"  There,  children,"  said  the  father,  dii 
"  Vita  AugoBtini." 
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bund  it ;  he  knew  of  no  other ;  he  was  no 
lonsciouB  of  any  desire  to  know.  Unde 
my  other  system  he  would  have  been  a  qnic 
)bedient  officer  of  rach  a  system,  provide 
here  existed  nothing  positively  irksome  c 
rrating  to  his  disposition  in  the  details  c 
ixecution.  With  the  present  condition  < 
hings  he  was,  therefore,  quite  contcntr- 
lis  was  not  a  captions  or  &ult-finding  nature 
he  very  reverse.  There  was  a  serenity  in  h 
labits,  conversation,  and  cotmtenance  whic 
>perated  with  double  effect  at  his  collation 
Sis  face  was  a  lamp  on  such  occasion 
rhere  were  few  requests  in  reason  to  whic 
le  would  have  said  "  Nay,"  after  his  lu: 
irious  but  kindly  eye  had  once  surveyed 
■ichly  furnished  board.  At  all  times  the: 
ivas  something  exceedingly  catholic  in  h 
lemperament;  but  on  festive  opportunitii 
t  glowed  and  expanded  with  a  species  > 
ittraction  that  embraced  the  very  dogs  an 
:atB,  even  the  sour,  malicious  old  raven  thi 
Toaked  and  turned  and  croaked  agtun  o 
;he  window-sill  within  its  caloric  influeno 
rhus  he  constituted  a  pleasurable  spectacl 
tt  the  head  of  the  huge  table,  his  eyes  beau 
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g  ineSable  satisfaction,  his  cheets  liBtenin 

ith  qoiet  good-hamonr  to  the  petty  sallii 

ritual  children.     Tl 

good  man's  digestii 

irt  overflowed.    Ait 

nrrendered  himself  j 

%  of  an  exceUeut  coi 

I  there  was  no  partic 

'  selfislmess,  no  ^proach  to  the  usual  cei 

alism  of  the  bon  vivant.     Father  John  a1 

lately  melted  himiBelf  away  in  the  warml 

'  his  own  love  towards  everything  withi 

le  action  of  his  dilated  Acuities.      Aft 

voting  a  blessing  on  the  act,  he  plungt 

is  biife  into  a  saddle  of  mountain  mutto 

id  as  the  incision  disclosed  the  precise  sta 

■at  satisfied  his  judgment,  he. looked  at  tl 

[eichant  with  a  serious  expression. 

"  My  son,"    said  he,    "  the  gifts  of  tl 

uth   are    doubtless   manifold ;    the   plai 

iTe  their  own  virtues,  but  the  lulls — the  hil 

round  us — are  endowed  with  a  most  choi 

reed  of  the  ovine  creation  with  which 

ly  mind  no  animal  of  the  lowlands  can 

amed.     In  the  firmness  of  its  flavour  bj 

le  delicacy  of  its  grain  it  ia  unapproachal 

f3 


106  RATHOND   DE   MONTHAaLT. 

by  any  fledi — I  ezc^t  not  even  the  venis 
of  the  South  Forests.  It  is  a  perpetual  : 
centive  to  appetite — not  in  excess — not 
excess,  my  son.  Thrice  a-day,  or  perchai 
if  the  day  be  long  and  the  stomach  clamoro 
four  times  a^y  suf&ceth  for  carnal  ind 
gence  herein  on  the  beast  that  depastun 
OUT  hills.  Much  am  I  distressed  when 
the  houses  of  our  Order  on  the  plains 
Engluid,  I  desiderate  on  the  board  the  ag 
limbs  of  our  mountain  dainty,  seeing  1 
breed  they  encourage  are  rather  fitter  for  i 
stomach  of  a  Saxon  ditcher  than  of  men  li 
unto  myself,  of  reserved  and  discriminati 
appetite.  But  thou  eatest  not,  Merchac 
Heed  not  the  damsels,  speciaUy  she  wb 
the  sisters  call  Agnes — Tentatrix,  tentatri 
she  verily  knoweth  the  name  and  the  flavr 
of  every  fawn  in  the  woods,  and  heathers 
Wales,  with  one  whereof  she  did  seduce  i 
weakness  at  the  noonday  refection.  Fie 
me ! — Fie  on  me !  for  my  desire  unto  t 
present  repast  is  thereby  dulled  and  jadt 
as  thou  mightest  well  observe.  But  La 
Deo!  it  will  again  be  exacerbated  by  t 
hour  of  the  morrow's  matins.     Laus  De 
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who  caiueth  such  eTer-recmring  pleai 
acxime  unto  ns,  miserable  Burners,  fix 
daily  satisfactioii  of  the  flesh." 

"  She  whom  you  name  Agnee,  is 
the  novitiate  ?" 

"  Son,  son,  refirain  thine  eyes  (n 
maiden,  or  verily  thoa  wilt  shame  he 
for  her  novitiate,  she  is  not  even  a 
Unt.  She  is,  in  troth,  a  ward  of  Sn< 
and,  till  of  late,  her  time  haUi  been  e 
paesed  between  Aberfiraw  and  the  C 
Convent.  Nevertheless,  I  marvel 
tuition  she  received  there  of  the  sistei 
the  skilled  devices  of  the  voice,  in  wh 
is  a  very  seraph,  wrapping  and  Inlli 
hearers  to  a  foi^tfulnesa  of  all  ' 
things.  For  the  rest,  if  she  be  as  n 
she  is  also  as  restless  as  a  woodlan 
She  knoweth,  I  trow,  every  bank  ui 
ing  spring  aronnd  us  better  than  tl 
foresters  themselves;  and  she  wieldt 
solute  empire  over  the  hearts  of  the 
bnlent  children  of  the  Kymm." 

"  How  is  that.  Father  ?  She  is  but 
to  influence  men  that  live  by  the  swo 

"  Ah !  my  son ;  but  she  doth  als 
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»  men  that  renounce  and  abominate  ti 

ord,    and   all  similar  inventionfl   of  tl 

lily  of  Cain;    not  that  even   the   mo 

;ific  soul  may  not,  under   extraordinaj 

tificatioD,  make  appliance  thereto ;  as,  f 

tance,  to-day." 

"  Assuredly,"  said  the  Merchant,  with 

ile. 

"  Even  me  she  winneth  to  her  ways  ai 

icies.     I  have  sorely  reprimanded  her  f 

^ing  too  much,  for  a  godly  maiden,  t! 

ights  of  the  harp  aud  the  song,  whei 

th  the  mountaineers  recount  the  Acts  ai 

ophecies  of  their  forefathers.      She  w 

t  answer  me,  save  with  some  such  soi 

Blf,  until  she  hath  sung  my  displeasii 

c  very  connivance,  I  may  say  approval, 

r  waywardness." 

"  But  that  argues  not  over-strict  dis 

ne.  Father." 

"  Nay ;   teU  I  not  sister  Gertrude  t 

ne  thing  every  day?  what  heedeth  sh 

have,  indeed,  been  very  stem  with  t 

mseL     I  have  accosted  her — ^that  is,  or 

as  becometii  one  that  beaxeth  not  the  r 

vain." 
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her  slightest  pleasure.  We  are  wheln 
th  boanties  on  her  behoof  from  the  foi 
ids ;  even  that  man  of  evil  renown,  R 
lit  Bhndd,  sendeth  us  wine  of  Gaso^ 
d  coin  of  gold  since  her  abiding  hi 
le  Saints  are  my  witnesses.  I  know  : 
w  to  use  them ;  they  are  spoils  of  wr 
d  violence.  But  it  proveth  that  he  h: 
11  remnant  of  grace  within  him.  He  t 
iendeth  unto  the  Houses  of  God  on 
rth  may  not  be  pronounced  altogether 
obate." 

"  And  does  she  permit  this  allegiance  ? 
"  She  taketh  it  seemingly  as  a  queen 
fht.  She  never  quitteth  these  walls 
e  trees  on  the  Rhiew  suddenly  appear 
metamorphosed,  as  the  heathens  n 
mt  to  fable,  into  armed  bands  for  esc 
ito  her.  Have  I  not  hastened  her  oft  i 
e  confines  of  this  blessed  sanctuary  w1 
e  hath  wandered  too  far,  lest  some  n 
Mice  should  befall  her?" 
"  And  she  is  wilful  ?" 
"  She  hath  terrified  my  soul  with  ap 
dons,  the  which  would  have  slain  Brot 
bel,  as  one  of  imresisting  and  fugitive  < 
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lot  the  damsel  unto  us  as  a  Castle  and  as 
Portress  in  the  midst  of  her  people  ?" 

"  I  would  speak  to  her.  Father." 

"  Make  a  covenant  with  thine  eyes,  m 
ion.  I  say  it  not  in  anger.  Verily  tl 
lamsel  is  of  a  beauteous  flavour,  and  tl 
tone  of  her  voice  is  as  the  Bethlehem  meloc 
bo  our  ears.  Why  shouldst  thou  acco 
iier?  But  it  may  be  for  the  wares  the 
^arriest;  yea,  for  the  wares.  And  thou| 
Eve  be  forbid  all  lasting  for  such  ingenuiti< 
)f  man,  yet  forasmoch  as  they  often  forefei 
worse  idleness,  and  that  I  myself  am  tl 
rather  devoted  to  Flemish  industry,  I  w 
not  prohibit  thy  desire.  Produce  thy  ges 
ion;  produce  thy  gear.  E'en  this  wine 
from  blessed  Clairvaux.  I  mefui  &om  t1 
rineyards  of  our  Clairvaux  firatemity." 

"  That  is  it  I  would  say.  I  have  som 
what  also  from  Clairvaux,"  replied  ti 
Qaerchant,  "  which  I  &in  would  have  pt 
jented  at  an  earlier  hour." 

From  Clairvaux,  Son?"  and  Father  Jol 
[noved  uneasily  in  his  coenacolar  seat. 

"  From  the  Prior  of  Clairvaux,  Fath( 
Be  and  I  are  not  strangers  either  to  other 


BATHOND   DE   HONTHAVLT.  113 

Bat  who  art  thou,  then?  Surely  thou  art, 
hou  beseemest,  a  'mercator  terranim;' 
that  sojonrneth  in  many  lands  for  gain." 
I  have  tmly  sojourned  in  many  hmds, 
last  being  France,  e'en  with  the  said 
r,  my  excellent  correspondent  on  more 
bers  than  traffic  and  carnal  lucre." 
Thou  hast  deceived  me,  I  fear,  Son 
eator.  Neverthdess,  our  couBcience 
g  no  accuser  unto  us,  we  are  the  rather 
i£ed  that  our  holy  Caput  hath  remem- 
il  us  in  our  low  estate  amongst  these 
>te  Talleys  and  forests  of  the  Kymru. 
a.  art  not  of  a  truth  a  '  scrutator  cul- 
m  inter  Fratres ;'  no  mission  bearest  thou 
latkind?" 

None,  none.  Father.  Nought  heard  I 
I  the  very  reverend  Prior  but  words  that 
iQuded  to  the  praise  of  thy  piety  and 
;ment,  in  nev^  causing  him  care  or 
ing  him  parchment  since  thou  didst 
jt  these  children  of  the  Severn  under 
shadow  of  thy  spiritual  wings.  He 
red  all  were  of  thy  quietude  and  silence, 
needs  such  qualities  in  the  larger  esta- 
liments  of  the  Order,  especially  in  the 
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houses  pertaining  thereto  in  Glouceste 
which  there  is  more  known  than  beseei 
men  forswom  to  the  clamour  and  conv' 
tion  of  the  world." 

"  The  holy  Prior  was  ever  a  sti 
advocate  for  peace  and  peaceM  men ;  a 
am  wholly  repugnant  to  din  and  dissid 
*  extra  et  intus  ecclesiam,'  wherein  oar  ac 
is  complete.  And  he  meditateth — ^ 
didst  thou  say,  my  Son— of  the  Glono 
houses  ?" 

The  Merchant  placed  a  missive  on 
table  before  the  Confessor.  "  Tis  wri 
within  ;  read,  and  be  wise  for  th^ 
Father." 

The  Confessor  gazed  on  the  despatch  ■ 
a  dubious  eye.  To  write  at  all  in  t 
days  was  an  art  which  the  reputed  sani 
of  the  priesthood  alone  redeemed  from  < 
nexion  with  magic.  A  written  commui 
tion,  with  its  broad  phylacterium 
massive  seal,  was  an  event  in  one  man'f 
out  of  a  thousand.  From  the  Pope,  it 
a  benefice,  an  abbey,  a  mitre,  a  palli 
From  the  Sovereign,  a  territorial  gian1 
escheatment,  a  baronage,  or  perc^iance; 
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dictmeut  and  execution.  From  a  auperior, 
I  order  of  life  and  death.  From  an  equal, 
^nily  union  or  feud  for  generations, 
■om  an  inferior,  a  subordinate,  a  client,  a 
d,  or  clansman,  nobody  conceived  such  a 

firet  charts  Father  John 

»m  the  astute  and  reso- 

Frincipal  of  his  order. 

3bot  of  Cwmhir  were  at 

5d  he,  leaving  the  docu- 

jnt  untouched.      "  Why  tarrieth  he  so 

ig  ?    His  promise  was  for  the  early  noon. 

herefore  tarrieth  he  when  my  soul  is  thus 

ttubled  ?" 

"Open  the  epistle.  Father,"  urged  the 
erchant.  "  Open  it ;  the  contents  are  not 
^rilous. 

"  Those  Gloucester  hereditaments,  my 
ad  luxxuiant  nature ; 
sting  nor  the  curb ; 
em  themselves,  nor 
emselves  to  govern 
ave  i  yea,  an  abun- 
thereof,  but  withal 
vy,    emulation,    dis- 
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heartedness.  On  these  hills,  though  all 
around  us  he  war,  we  have  reverence  out- 
wardly, great  quiet  of  mind  and  ease  of 
body  inwardly.  These  lambs,"  added  he, 
surveying  the  sisters  engaged  in  their 
various  employments  or  conversation,  *'  are 
a  flock  unto  my  own  liking.  It  may  be  the 
shepherd  also  suiteth  them.  And  these 
Kymru,  though  their  hearts  be  as  a  con- 
smning  fire  towards  their  fleshly  enemies, 
are  a  Gbd-toward  and  church-toward  people 
in  the  matter  of  our  houses.  I  need  con- 
sideration, my  son.  There  are  fat  fields  in 
GHoucester,  but  rather  would  I  eat  of  the 
herb  and  drink  of  the  rock-spring  m  a  wil- 
derness, than  cast  my  lot  amongst  impugn- 
ing and  contentious  men,  be  they  laity  or 
clere." 

The  fine  features  of  the  Merchant  insen- 
sibly assumed  an  expression  of  respect  and 
approval ;  then  followed  an  unconscious 
sigh. 

"  I  would  I  could  consult  herein  a  pro- 
phet in  Israel,"  continued  the  Confessor; 
"  for  verily  this  parchment  seemeth  a  vocation 
from  heaven,  coming  as  it  doth  from  the 
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ery  Principium  of  our  order.  And  if  it  be 
a,  it  were  sinful  to  refuse  the  work  laid  on 
ly  Bhoolders  by  them  that  have  authority 
>  bind  thereto.  But  I  have  mi^vings 
ithin.  The  feet  of  them  that  climb  are  as 
:  were  suspended  &om  the  solid  foundation 
f  the  earth  ;  they  walk  and  breathe  in  the 
ir,  even  all  such  as  have  a  desire  to  be 
lalted  in  the  world.  But  what  am  I,  and 
hat  need  I  that  I  should  seek  a  loftier 
sponsibility  ?  I  have  these  few  sheep  in 
ae  sanctuary  ;  wherefore  should  I  make 
nto  myself  a  new  home  amongst  the 
trangers  of  the  land  ?  Nay,  my  Son,  nay ! 
have  had  sufSdent  of  the  armour  unmeet 
ar  me  this  day.  I  will  not  open  this 
archment  until  the  Abbot  of  Cwmhir  be  at 
ay  side." 

The  supposition  of  what  in  modem  days 
fonld  be  called  preferment  was  entirely 
gratuitous  on  the  Father's  part.  The 
if  ercbant  neither  confirmed  nor  undeceived 
lim  on  this  point,  but  permitting  the  first 
lespatch  to  remain  unopened,  drew  forth  a 
lecond,  and,  to  the  Confessor's  eyes,  a  mach 
iaore  formidable  one  &om  his  vest.  The  latter 
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cast  a  terrified  glance  round.  Some  of  the 
sisterhood  had  disappeared ;  such  as  remained 
were  coUected  in  a  group  round  Agnes,  and 
just  behind  Agnes  smiled  the  cakn  compk- 
cency  of  the  Superior,  the  Lady  Gertrude. 

"  Holy  Mother !  who  art  thou  ?"  mut- 
tered  the  Confessor  in  accents  of  dismay  and 
consternation.  "  This  is  the  sigillum  of  the 
Apostles ;  the  manual  of  the  blessed  Pontiff 
himself!  And  to  me,  a  poor  brother  of 
Clairvaux  I  Me  niiiserum,  Mercator !  What 
hast  thou  done  unto  me  P" 

"  Fear  not.  Priest,"  replied  the  Merchant. 
"  Tis  not  against  thee  or  thine  that  the 
sceptre  of  righteous  judgment  will  be  held 
forth.  Obey,  and  be  exalted.  Treasure  thy 
mandates  for  the  present,  imtil  the  Abbot  of 
Cwmhir,  whom  partly  with  thyself  they 
concern,  be  arrived.  Collect  thyself,  and  be 
calm.  Father." 

But,  as  in  most  instances,  the  advice  was 
more  easily  delivered  than  followed.  The 
receipt,  indeed,  of  a  Papal  Prescript  might 
have  agitated  stronger  nerves  than  Father 
John's.  His  perturbation  could  not  escape 
the  discernment  of  the  Sisterhood.     Even 
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The  lips  of  the  ecdeBiastic  trembled  witi 
emotion.  The  obBeirant  Merchant  tool  d] 
the  Father's  alb,  which  in  his  agitation  hai 
dropped  from  his  person,  and  cast  it  carefoll; 
over  the  two  documents. 

"  Thou  dost  well  and  heedfolly,  my  Son- 
wherefore  shoidd  these  innocents  knoi 
ought  of  the  wrath  of  the  Lamb,  ougb 
save  his  love  and  mercy  and  truth  ?  "lis 
acre  behest  thou  hast  brought  me,  Merchaal 
worse  than  be&Us  in  any  mortal  feud  be 
tween  !Norman  and  Yenetines— as  speaks  th 
"Word  '  Every  battle  of  the  warrior  is  witi 
confused  noise  and  garments  rolled  in  blood 
but  this  shall  be  with  burning  and  fuel  c 
fire.'  'Tis  a  terrible  thing  to  raise  the  Ban 
ner  of  the  Ijord  for  war  against  a  humai 
soul,  be  it  even  as  the  soul  of  a  murderou 
Manasseh  or  blaspheming  Rabshakeh.  ^ 
dread  and  awful  work !" 

The  Confessor  made  a  movement  with  hi 
arm,  the  usual  signal  uf  dismission  to  hi 
spiritual  wards,  llie  Befectory  in  a  fei 
moments  was  abandoned  to  the  two  speaker! 
Many  a  mute  appeal  was  directed  to  th 
Abbess,  but  she  appeared  to  be,  as  she  reall. 
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shoulders.  Vfho  is  sufficient  fi 
)  batUeeP  Deliver  me  from  th 
I  advise  thoa  with  this  man  < 
-verily  my  own  feet  are  stmnblii 
nntains  of  darkness.  Alaa  I  whi 
med  Joannes  Monachus  for  sac 
B  ye  have  in  hand  was  a  pa 
)f  spirits.  Sit,  Brothra*,  and  go( 
ject  not  to  the  wine  in  this  presei 
of  my  soul.  I  touch  it.  as  the 
h     quaking — ^I     drink     it     wii 

and  with   careftdness.    Was 
,ed  unto  this  very  purpose  to  mal 
heart  of  man  in  his  sore  travai 
sun?" 

litate  I  —  precipitate  !'*  exclainu 
,  putting  aside  the  proffered  potatit 
nfesBor.  "  I  feared  it,  and  to  u: 
lid  have  prevented  it.  This  heai 
.  impetuous  Chief  of  Caereinion  hs 
entary  temptation,  broken  throng 
re  had  determined  on,  s^aiost  tl 
e  of  wickedness  yonder." 
we  surmised  such  a  contingency, 
)  Merchant.  "  What  cause  has  f 
ilizedit?" 
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the  gratification  of  present  vindictivenesE 
did  he  finally  consent  to  les^e  himself  in 
holy  cause.  Shall  its  sgis  be  stretched  ove 
such,  when  the  work  prescribed  them  i 
done  ?  Shall  the  pure  and  impure  motive- 
shall  Caleb  and  Achan  be  alike  protect 
or  stand  alike  in  the  great  congr^ation 
Not  so,  the  chaff  and  the  wheat  are  on 
grain  iti  the  field,  but  not  in  the  garnei 
Had  I  discovered  the  grace  of  compunctioi 
in  hirn  I  would  essay  to  make  up  his  hedgt 
I  would  stand  in  the  gap  before  thee  tha 
he  should  not  be  destroyed ;  instead  thereo 
I  found  nought  but  the  haughty  spirit  tha 
precedeth  a  fall.  Let  his  own  way  therefoi 
be  recompensed  unto  him.  Judge  thou  hii 
by  the  furbished  sword  in  the  land  of  hi 
Nativity." 

"  I  will  have  mercy  and  not  sacrifice, 
said  Father  John,  in  a  tone  very  low,  be 
which  did  not  escape  the  acute  organs  of  th 
Abbot. 

"  Brother  John,  thou  hast  well  said  tha 
thy  gifts  are  not  for  the  day  of  war  an 
of  battle,  intercede  not,  therefore,  when  th 
wicked  are  brought  low  by  mightier  enei^e 
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itself.'    Shall  the  Servants  themaelTes  dir 

it?" 

"Nay,  Brother,  nay — the  saints  forhid 
in  every  one  of  na.  I  will  obey,  Brother- 
will  obey ;  but  pat  me  not,  I  pray  thee, 
the  fore-front  of  the  battle." 

"  Sooth,  my  dear  Brother,  no,"  sud  i 
Abbot,  with  a  smile,  "  I  should  othem 
gaiiuay  my  own  words  of  thee.  But  t1 
which  is  assigned,  to  thee  to  do,  thou  thyi 
must  do  it." 

Father  John  by  this  time  repented  I 
of  hia  interruption.  His  eac^,  placable  ( 
position  was  under  no  circumstances  a  ma 
for  his  higher-pitched  Confrere's — much  1 
could  it  stand  collision  on  such  a  topic 
was  now  under  discussion. 

"  Finding  thus  the  mark  of  impenitea( 
resumed  the  Abbot,  "on  the  fcn«head  i 
on  the  hand  of  Ap  Cadvan,  I  desif 
from  the  exercise  of  a  vain  importui 
concerning  spiritual  things.  Whereupon 
referred  to  the  fend  he  entertaineth  towi 
the  young  Seigneur,  Banulph  de  Mentha 
for  his  forwardness  towards  the  dan 
Avren,  his  daughter,  and  straitly  on 
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1  qnarrel  took  upon  him  membersliip  ii 
league." 

And  Snowdon  P"  asked  tlie  Merdumt. 
I  gnaranteed  him  the  carnal  advantage 
pacification  with  Snowdon  and  FowyG 
ugh  in  truth  even  these  were  secondar 
siderations  to  his  own  passions.  Beholi 
seal  and  signatures  thereto.  I  will  dea 
y  with  him  in  all  his  soul  desired.  Ii 
b  which  it  despised,  let  the  sickle  tha 
jeth  reap." 

All  that  is  herein  pledged  shall  b 
hfiilly  redeemed  unto  him,"  said  tb 
rchant. 

[he  Abbot  bowed,  and  proceeded. 
'  From  the  Castle  he  escorted  me  hithei 
d,  not  knowing  indeed  that  he  or  '. 
old  meet  any  forces  of  Snowdon  on  th 
i.  We,  nererthelesB,  came  upon  a  bod; 
the  TJcbelwyr  of  Arron,  under  the  wil 
)tain  I  named  to  thee,  Beynallt  < 
varran,  hasting  with  all  speed  on  som 
^ward  errand  of  his  own  to  the  Herefor 
[der.  One  of  the  runners  also  of  Eryi 
Bsed  our  path,  with  whom  I  held  som 
Bf  colloquy.    In  sum,  commending  thei 
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[)  peace  amongst  themselves,  with  my  oi 
ttendants  continued  my  joum^  onward 
elayed  me  for  a  time  at  our  cell  at  Manav 
n  the  river;  and  on  departing  thence,  1 
ae  aforesaid  runner  overtook  me,  annomici 
[lat  intelligence  had  reached  Ap  Cadv 
lat  a  squadron  of  Monthault  was  approa( 
ig  the  pass  of  the  Ehiew.  What  doeth  1 
at  forthwith  planteth  aa  amhush  1 
lem." 

"  And  the  result,  Abbot  ?" 

"I  know  not.  Son — save  that  it  who] 
larreth  my  understanding  with  CJantron 
'ancevot.  I  dispatched  from  Caereinion 
lessenger  attached  to  the  Fane  of  St.  Bav: 
)  the  Bishop's  Keep,  advising  De  Pance^ 
r  Ap  Cadvan's  adhesion;  and  strid 
larging  the  said  messenger  to  retom 
9  here  by  the  hour  of  sunset.  Now  w 
lis  fiery  Welshman  ruin  all  by  his  temeri! 
he  Marcher  will  have  taken  the  alarm ;  a 
1  his  knaves  of  the  Dyke  will  be 
arrison  ere  two  nights  be  past." 

"  Well,  it  win  be  a  serious  error.  Abb 
1  the  Welshman's  part.  Thou  didst  wm 
» try  thy  present — or  rather  thy  late  com! 
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"  The  damsel  Agnes  t"  exdaimed  tlu 
Merchant. 

"Her  little  fing^  has  more  inflneiia 
with  him  than  the  Grown  of  Aber&aw  cai 
hope  to  exercise." 

"  Bat  stayed  not  this  Beynallt  Ehndc 
with  the  ambnshP" 

"  An'  if  he  did,  the  ambush  once  fought 
he  would  sweep  from  its  spot  of  action  tb 
next  minute,  with  a  Peregrine's  pinion,  ti 
where  his  presence  was  next  needed — be  i 
Chester  or  Chepstow.  When  he  is  on 
with  the  Arvon  Uchdwyr  it  will  reqain 
hunter's  pace  to  overtake  him,  and  i 
stronger  lure  than  I  can  throw  up  to  briiij 
him  back  to  hand.  But  this  Maiden  cai 
well  do  it;  she  hath  the  right  to  command 
as  it  is  hia  duty  to  obey." 

"  Thou  art  well  satisfied  of  her  right 
Abbot?" 

"Fear  nothing;  and  doubt  nothing  o 
her  right,  and  his  bom  duty,  Sir  Envo; 
Thou  shalt  in  due  time  receive  a  fulle 
confidence — at  present  trust  we  each  othei 
I  thee  in  thine,  thou  me  in  my  reset 
vations." 
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tdem  notation.  The  sun  was  loitering, 
>ad,  haxy,  ringed  with  loscioos.  Amies  in 
I  western  court.     The  breeze — if  bo  gentle 

undulation  deserved  the  name — stirred, 
bh  an  effort,  a  leaf  or  two  on  the  oaks. 
le  noon  had  been  sultry  and  oppressive, 
t  the  air,  tiding  in  from  the  West,  had 

this  time  slightly  tempered  its  effects 
a  refreshing  infusion  of  the  saline 
sathing  of  the  distant  sea.  The  Merchant 
i  the  two  Ecclesiastics  advanced  to  thf 
xgin  of  the  natural  terrace  in  frvnt  o1 
!  Convent — inmiediately  under  which, 
I  the  bound  fine  of  the  Sanctuary.  Twc 
by  stone  crosses  here  indicated  the 
narcation  between  the  profane  and  sacred 
ritories.  Some  of  the  Forest-guards  and 
ants  had  already  preceded  them  to  thii 
it,  hut  fell  back,  on  their  presence,  to  the 
r. 

E^or  an  interval  the  noise  seemed  to  dii 
ly ;  then  with  more  volume  it  burst  fort! 
I  swept  by  anew.     It  appeared  to  drifl 

the  half-dry  channel  of  the  stream — s 
d,  cymbal-like  sound. 
'That's  the  war-cry  of  Caereinion,"  ob- 
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•TveA  the  Abbot,  as  an  irregular  shout , 
rerpowered  for  a  moment  the  more  metallic 
iverberation. 

"  There  is  no  re-chai^  to  it.  Abbot ;  it  is 
chase  of  Ap  Cadvan's  P  But  here  it  comes 
-lo !  there's  life  or  death  in  yonder  riding." 
s  the  Merchant  spoke,  a  horseman  in  fiill 
mooTi  and  at  fiill  speed,  spurred  round  the 
igle  which  had  hitherto  concealed  him 
3m  view.  He  kept  in  the  bed  of  the 
'ook,  dashing  alike  without  discrimination 
rough  the  water-pools  and  over  the  flying 
ingle.  The  red  distended  nostrils  and 
aving  chest  of  his  flTiimftl  betrayed  the 
verity  with  which  he  was  pressed,  and  the 
llant  exertions  he  was  making  to  answer 
e  rider's  call.  Yet  the  latter,  with  bared 
'ord  in  hand,  sat  him  as  he  bounded — ^for 
ery  stride  was  a  leap — over  water  and 
ck  with  the  ease  of  an  accomplished  che- 
lier.  His  shield  was  slung  back  over  his 
oulder — his  vizor  closed — his  head  some- 
lat  reverted ;  for  ■  not  a  length  behind, 
ising  his  javelin  in  the  act  of  aim,  foUowed 
mounted  Venetine,  gaining  every  step  on 
e   heavy-weighted  object  of  his   pursuit. 
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Souroely  in  his  rear  fdlowed  a  score  of 
oonntrTmen,  ui^iag  their  foam-flaked  bei 
with  heel  and  voice:  from  the  midst 
them,  as  they  once  more  recovered  line  « 
the  Knight,  ahot  ont  the  javelins  of  the  hi 
but  the  armour  they  strucli  and  glan 
from  was  of  too  true  a  finish  to  be  piei 
M  riven  by  their  generally  trenchant  por 
The  horseman  and  his  steed  held  on  tl 
plunging  course  uninjured  and  unimpe< 
The  hoarse  yell  of  the  Welshmoi  as  tl 
Chase  diminished  the  distance  between  I 
and  the  Convent  terrace,  elicited  not  a  sy 
ble  from  him  in  reply.  His  attention ' 
engrossed  by  the  movements  of  the  more  d 
gerous  foe,  that  by  this  time  rode  as  fiirioi 
as  himself,  neck-and-neok  on  his  right  fls 
The  javelin  had  long  remuned  snspem 
for  the  quick  blade  of  the  Knight  se^uec 
possess  the  power  of  anticipating  its  addr 
Not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost.  TheConv 
bell  had  by  this  time  sounded.  Its  d 
alarm  was  echoing  down  the  hollow,  st 
moning  the  vassals  to  vindicate  in  pere 
if  the  exigency  required,  its  holy  and 
galized  privileges  against  all  assault  orvi< 
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"  Thou  shalt  have  it,  Son,  whoever  tho 
art !"  BaiA  the  Abbot,  interposing  his  pereo 
at  once  between  the  Bjiight  and  the  fierc 
throng  that  in  a  wild  melee  pulled  up  thei 
hoTseB  oyer  the  dead  body  of  their  lat 
leader,  almost  within  the  forbidden  portal 
of  the  Sanctum. 

The  scowl  of  baffled  vengeance,  weapon 
still  quivering  in  the  grasp,  the  menacin 
gesture,  and  the  bitter  curse  of  the  tongn 
met  him  as  he  stood  6ice  to  fece  with  th 
riders  of  Caereinion — their  pulses  maddene 
with  the  excitement  of  pursuit,  and  th 
sight  within  reach,  but  not  attainment,  < 
their  hat«d  enemy.  With  the  confidence  ( 
command  and  authority,  the  Priest  kid  hi 
hand  on  the  rein  of  the  nearest  horseinu 
and  with  the  other  waved  his  fellows  back. 

"Will  ye  defile  the  very  Temple  niti 
human  blood  ?"  said  he ;  "  Will  ye  cor 
denm  your  own  souls  by  sending  a  supplian 
unto  God  from  the  horns  of  His  altar?  I 
there  amongst  you  one  so  frantic  and  im 
pious  as  to  lay  the  shadow  of  bis  weapo' 
on  the  man  that  has  sought  and  found  on 
of  the  Eefiiges  of  the  Prince  of  Peace?     I 
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a  whose  life  has  once 

from  the  slaughter  by 

that  wouldst  dare  raiBe 

oUute  its  fold  ?" 

J  kinsman  is  smoking 

twfore  me,"  replied  Tudwal — "  the  hand  of 

ny  sister's  son  is  warm  in  its  death  at  thy 

loor.     Let  the  Norman  come  forth  and  do 

)attle  with  me — ^none  of  the  sons  of  Caer- 

iinion  shall  interfere  between  Tiim  and  me. 

But  life  for  life  is  Venetine  and  Norman 

aw — let  him  come  forth." 

"  Neither  weapon  of  blood  nor  strife  of 
)lood  shall  be  witnessed  or  permitted  in  my 
dght,  Tadwall  ap  TUin.  Take  hence  thy 
■ebel  fece — call  off  thy  coimtrymen — remove 
iy  dead — ^return  to  Caereinion — announce  to 
hy  Lord  that  which  none  should  know  and 
■evere  better  than  a  Border  Welshman, 
[^either  Norman  Prince  nor  Venetine  Chief 
ihalt  touch  a  hair  of  the  head  that  lays  itself 
lown  for  safely  in  the  bosom  of  the  Church." 
And  the  Abbot  stooping  to  the  sword  of 
the  Knight,  delivered  it  to  Father  John,  who, 
vrith  genuine  antipathy,  threw  it  far  outside 
the  Convent  cordon. 
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"  This  is  the  Abbot,"  said  Tudwal, 
one  of  his  comradeB,  "  of  whom  ti 
didst  now  swear  to  me  that  he  was  in 
alliance  of  Caereiuion  against  the  Nora 
Towers." 

"  It  is  the  truth,"  replied  the  other,  " 
is  so.  I  heard  the  Chief  affirm  the  &ct  t^ 
mine  own  ears." 

"  Then  wilt  not  harbour  the  fhgil 
yonder,  Abbot,  when  his  name  and  line 
are  revealed  to  thee.  He  is  the  doable 
ofCaereinion  and  thyself — the  second  of 
brood  thou  and  Ap  Cadvan  art  bonded 
destn^.  Wilt  thou  the  same  day  forsn 
thy  plight  and  honour  to  our  Chiefti 
rather  than  yield  yonder  Peers  de  Monthi 
to  the  doom  he  deserves.  What  do  sucl 
he  on  the  Cymro's  soil  P" 

"  Had  he  slain  the  twin  of  my  moth 
womb,  or  let  forth  the  soul  of  thy  Chieft 
himself,  be  he  stranger  or  foe  prodain 
and  so  heralded  even  by  my  own  month, 
forty-eight  hours,  nevertiieless  should 
person  be  as  sacred  from  harm  as  the  Eii 
that  sits  on  the  Westminster  throne.  A 
that,  let  the  law  of  this  coontty  t 
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tween  him  and  his  deeds.  Free  till  iheil  is 
be  to  stay,  free  to  go." 

"  Well,  Prieat,  we  break  no  Sanctuary, 
though  it  be  granted  to  our  worst  foe  in  the 
"ed  hand  itself  of  my  nephew's  death.  Well 
lide  the  time :  on  my  head  be  the  ban  of 
ny  race  if  he  ever  return  to  Monthault." 

The  Yenetine,  with  his  conntiymen,  dis- 
Doonted,  pitched  their  javelins  in  the  earth, 
lud  after  a  low  consultation  amongst  them- 
elves,  proceeded  with  their  short  swords  to 
brm  a  green  bier  of  the  branches  of  trees  for 
heir  dead  Captain.  By  his  side  they  placed 
lis  offensive  weapons — on  bis  breast  the 
teel  cap  that  had  rather  crowned  than  pro- 
ected  his  bead,  which  was  replaced  in  the 
latoral  connexion  so  ruthlessly  sxmdered  by 
he  Norman's  blow.  Picqueting  their  horses 
>n  the  outside,  with  their  swords  attached  to 
he  accoutrements,  they  themselves  raised 
ind  bore  the  bier  into  the  interior  space, 
[liey  passed  dose  by  the  Norman  knight, 
rho  still  retained  his  £rst  position,  bat 
leither  party  now  exhibited  any  symptoms 
hat  they  recognised  the  existence  of  the 
ther. 
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"  I  pray  thee,  Father  John,"  said  Tudwa 
"  let  the  first  mass  ye  hold  be  for  my  kini 
man's  soul.  It  shall  be  fairly  requited  on 
of  the  Monthault  spoil  yonder.  Some  sixt 
of  the  Norman  troopers  have  we  waylaid  an 
quieted  at  the  Aberrbiew  PaBS.  None  bu 
He  yonder,  I  think,  remains  alive  to  tell  th 
Marcher  his  loss;  and  by  St.  Garmon, 
would  rather  have  his  life  than  the  lives  c 
thrice  the  sixty  that  have  fallen." 

"  But  it  must  not  be — it  must  not  b 
thought  of,  Ap  Tllin,  to  say  nought  of  othe 
considerations.  Snowdon  and  Powys  woul' 
not  leave  a  roof-beam  unfired  in  your  tribe  i 
ye  laid  sacrilegious  hand  on  the  sanctuary- 
sworn  of  St.  Lygan." 

"  My  poor  Boy!"  muttered  the  Welsh 
man,  depositing  his  nephew  under  the  pre 
tection  of  the  chapel  porch :  "  he  was  a  brav 
lad,  Priest.  He  has  died  in  his  harness,  i 
the  good  fashion  of  his  fathers.  His  soul  b 
with  the  saints.  We  shall  all  follow  in  th 
right  time ;  but  111  win  his  value  from  th 
Norman  before  that  time.  Put  the  blessing  c 
thy  office  upon  him.  Forget  him  not.  H 
never  wronged  Cowl  or  Steeple,  and  ha 
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even  aa  cold  as  my  lnTmma.n  now  is.  i 
forbid  I  should  dishonour  the  law  that  as 
me.  'Tis  right  and  &ir,  if  iairly  admj 
tered: — yesterday  Tudwal  ap  Yllin,  to- 
Peers  de  Monthault,  hie  them  to  Privil 
I  am  no  rebel,  Priest,  bnt  a  loyal  man  her 
but  for  all  that,  the  man  ye  shelter 
never  see  Monthault  i^ain." 

And  Ap  YUin,  leading  his  party  bad 
the  p<H'tal,  and  not  trusting  ^iTnn^jf  i 
further  delay  so  near  the  person  of 
Nonnwi,  bowed  very  gravely,  but  with  a 
wratihM  eye,  to  the  Abbot. 

"  Have  him  in,"  said  he  to  the  Ec 
siaBtic,  with  an  indication  of  his  hel 
towards  Sir  Peers,  "  have  him  in,  out  of 
scope  and  ken.  I  lun  no  rebel.  Abbot, 
it  is  iU  holding  out  scarlet  to  a  moun' 
boll.  Hide  him  from  the  Cymro'e  eye 
enow  of  them  will  be  fixed  tm  the  Lygai 
Icmg  as  Peers  de  Monthault  continues  wij 
its  walls." 

The  Yenetine  and  his  troop  slowly  del 
off  on  the  road  to  Caereinion.  The  nngi 
the  river  again  concealed  them  from 
Abbot's  view,  but  he  was  too  oonven 
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nore  entitled  to  refuge  when  chased  by  t 
^hland  rabble,  than  kerne  or  serf  when 
;itiYe  from  their  belted  lord.  I  ask  no 
re  than  ye  grant  to  the  lowest  and  the 
jst — I  demand  no  less.  A  roof  for  my 
mbers  and  food  for  my  hunger  for  twice 
inty-four  hours  are  scant  returns  for  the 
dly  foes  to  Monthault  ye  have  sheltco^ 
m  oar  warcry  and  nursed  for  renewed 
laught  in  these  wilderness  walls." 
'  The  man  speaks  boldly  and  to  the  pnr- 
e,  Abbot,"  said  the  Merchant,  '*  He  is  a 
ven  warrior,  doubtless  therefore  he  scorns 
iterfuge  or  lies.  Pity  he  comes  not  of  a 
iler  stem." 

'  I  come  of  the  stem  of  Normandy,"  re- 
td  Sir  Peers,  lifting  for  the  first  time  his 
)r,  "  that  never  bend  knee  save  to 
eraon  or  to  the  altar  of  God — never  yield 
ipon  save  to  lady  or  Priest — as  thoa  hast 
a." 

bid  he  touched  his  empty  scabbard. 
'  I  have  lost  my  followers  in  a  Venetine 
juscade — ^lost  them  to  a  man.     Had  ten 
nved,  our  steeds  would  have  neighed  at 
Montbault>-portals  ere  now,    maugre  a 
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thousand  scnlking  Cambrians.  Cambrians  ! 
it  was  the  will  of  God !  What  had  armed 
men  to  do  from  Caereinion  to  Monthault  or 
MoQthault  to  Caereinion  when  the  peace  of 
the  Church  was  unexpired  between  them  ?" 

The  severity  of  the  Abbot's  expression 
relaxed  a  little. 

"  What  was  the  object  of  your  expedition 
to  Ap  Cadvan,  Norman  ?" 
"  Eeveby  and  alliance.  Priest." 
"  The  daughter  of  Caereinion,  Norman  P" 
"  No — aUiance  of  banners,  not  blood." 
"  Nothing  more,  nothing  beneath  this  sem- 
blance of  pledge  and  amity  p" 
Sir  Peers  was  silent. 
"  Ye  fered  ill  on  an  ambassage  of  love." 
"  We  fiired  as  they  do  who  unglove  the 
hand  in  feeding  a  treacherous  hawk." 

"  Not  so,  Norman.  The  treachery  was 
anticipated,  not  invented,  by  the  Tenetine. 
Thy  sire  would  never  have  released  Ap 
Cadvan  from  bowl  and  banquet." 

"  Perchance   not  till  the   Snowdon   flag 

had  disappeared  behind  the  Berwyn  ridge." 

"  That  is  very  certain — certain  also  not 

tall  Avren  of  Caereinion  had  become  the 

VOL.  11.  B 
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wedded  mate  of  Ranulph,  thy  brother, 
are  ye  ever  to  the  Venetine  in  word, 
false  in  faith  and  facts,  as  year  own  c 
testify  from  Gwentland  to  Arvon.  It  n 
who  touched  and  opened  the  ey« 
Caereinion  to  such  devices  as  under  the  s 
of  the  Church's  peace  might  come  in  a 
rent  friendliness  from  the  subtle  bosom  ol 
Father;  but  I  never  deemed  the  nece 
for  the  warning  was  so  near  as  it  has 
proved  to-day.  Thy  men  hare  fallen  ii 
perpetration  of  a  lie,  Peers  de  Monthau 
thoQ  wouldst  have  aided  thy  kin  in  sig 
the  marriage  of  Arrou  ap  Cadvan  in 
blood  of  her  ensnared  and  captive  father 

"  No,  no.  Priest !"  said  Sir  Peers,  ( 
getically,  "  but  what  canst  thou  k 
except  by  guess  and  conjecture,  of  the  i 
or  designs  of  Baymond  de  Montbaolt! 
am  privy  to  none  of  these  misgivings 
led  my  squadron  to  the  Severn,  and, 
many  goodly  bands  before  them,  they  1 
quartered  their  bones  under  the  oak- 
palls  of  this  Powysland." 

"  By  the  will  of  God,"  said  the  Abl 
repeating  Sir  Peer's  words.     "  rHsgtiisi 
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the  ungracions  Franklin  fixes  me  thus 
And  he  directed  his  fierce  mien  towards  t 
Merchant.  Then  a  faint  shadow,  soon 
gloom  of  perplexity  succeeded.  The  &cn] 
of  recollection  in  the  Norman  seemed  gathi 
ing  and  concentrating  itself  painfully  a. 
unsuccessfully. 

"  Who  am  I,  Norman  ?"  answered  t 
Merchant.  "  One  that  has  longed  to  see  wl 
I  now  at  last  do  see — the  living  hody  oi 
Monthault,  of  that  Blood  who  have  won 
the  lance  and  the  poignard  a  Rock  for 
Castle  and  County  for  a  March — ^who  peri 
neither  foe  to  out-hate  nor  friend  to  out-lc 
them — who  heat  back  with  the  storm  a 
the  thunderbolt  the  attacks  alike  of  t 
craven  conscience  within  and  the  ruthli 
Venetine  without — ^who  have  planted  th 
11^  on  the  isthmus  between  life  and  death 
who  stamp  on  the  neck  of  the  Saxon  a 
ride  an  everlasting  crusade  against  the  Fn 
men  of  the  hills.  Such  an  one  has'  my  si 
yearned  to  look  upon — the  race  that  I 
already  conquered  the  race  which  conqnei 
Rome ;  that  now  matches  itself  in  castle  a 
mail  against  the  forests  and  the  hrasts  whi 


RATMOND    DB    MONTHAULT.  149 

£om&n,  and  Saxon,  oad  Dane  left  as  they 
the  axe,  unfettered  by 
iB  of  Sicily — of  Italy — of 
^liue,  and  the  Bhone — 
y  a  Tanqoished  serfdom 
r  have  I  often  seen — ^the 
i  tourney — the  first  in 
rhere  the  Southrons  of 
ot  for  years  tUl  now  have 
F  the  Severn  Marches — 
of  tiie  r^on  of  eternal  wax— one  sworn  to 
extenninate  whom  Qod  hath  sworn  shall 
never  be  exterminated — to  possess  a  land 
which  Crx)d  has  sworn  shall  never  be  other- 
wise thaQ  it  is  now  possessed — to  inherit  a 
soil  never  to  be  otherwise  than  it  is  now 
inherited.     Ye  are  better  worth  the  gazing 
at  than  the  victors  of  France,  the  lords  of 
the   Seigneurs   of  the  Jongleur 
sir  battles  long  are  ceased — ^their 
on — soil  and  souls  alike  are  theirs  ; 
im  the  conquered  and  the  past. 
JUT  race,  ye  pitch  your  granite  tent 
st  of  free-bom  enemies — ^ye  blow 
your  trnmpets  on  the  winds  whose  answer- 
ing echoes  are  the  charging  shouts  of  liberty. 


150  RAYMOND    DB    HONTHAVLT. 

Ye  are  Normaas  indeed  of  the  Noitl 
seed,  and  I — I  am  one  that  have  now  lot 
upon  and  shall  remember  what  like  the} 
the  stones  of  whose  Castles  axe  numherei 
the  lives  of  themselves  and  their  foes." 

"Aye,  of  their  foes!"  mechanicaUj 
peated  Sir  Peers,  for  the  voice  of  the  1 
chant  rolled  over  him  as  a  river,  deepe: 
the  dreamy  sensation  produced  hy  his  as] 

"  Of  their  foes ;  and  Monthault,  Non 
Monthault,  hy  the  lives,  too,  of  its  firie 
The  blood  of  foes  dries  up— of  friends,  m 
Therefore  time  shall  never  oem^it  the  m( 
of  Monthault." 

And  the  Merchant,  observing  a  q 
change  in  the  Knight's  countenance,  : 
he  had  now  discovered  the  clue  he  had  1 
at  a  loss  for,  turned  away,  and  re-ent 
the  Convent. 

The  muttered  words  of  Sir  Peers  ' 
lost  in  the  bars  of  his  helmet ;  but  his  d 
was  paler  than  when  chased  by  the  ride: 
Caereinion. 

"  Come,  Norman,"  said  the  Abbot ;  " 
steed  shall  he  well  squired,   thyself 
chambered,  whilst  thou  stayest  in  St.  Ly 
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said,  "  Thou  wilt  ever  be  what  tboa  art — 
anchangeably  Peers  the  Norman." 

"  No,  no,  Maiden.  I  have  been,  I  am, 
selfish,  saogiiinaiy,  hateful  to  myself,  tyran- 
nous to  others ;  but  have  pity  on  me — re- 
deem me.  What  object  have  I  had  to  love, 
what  to  love  me?  Do  not  leave  me  except 
in  mercy.  Speak  to  me  the  words  of  kind- 
ness, and,  O  Maiden,  I  will  worship  thee  iis 
men  do  God." 

"  There  can  be  no  love,  Norman,  between 
the  Castle  and  the  Forest." 

"  Say  not  so ;  it  is  false ;  false  to  many  a 
Norman  heart,  felse  to  mine.  0,  my  God  I 
how  beautifid  thou  art !" 

And  Sir  Peers  covered  with  his  hands  the 
fece  to  which  the  power  of  love  had  im- 
parted the  glow  and  flashing  of  nobility. 

"  Thou  wouldest  not  dare  utter  such 
words  before  the  daughters  of  thy  compeers, 
Norman;  before  the  men  with  whom  thou 
art  leagued  against  the  people  of  my  race." 

"  Give  me  thy  name.  Maiden,  thy  place, 
thy  linea^.  I  will  proclaim  thee  the  star 
of  heaven  to  Peers  de  Monthault  wherever 
spears  are  shivered  or  corslets  riven.     But 
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why  hast  thou  come  at  this  hour  of  m 
night?  Why  dost  thou  haunt  the  saa 
ground  ?    Art  thou  not  alone  ?" 

"  I  am  never  alone,  Norman." 

Sir  Peera  drew  back.    The  Bole  passion 
his  heart  was  not  proof  against  the  sup 
stition  which  this  reply  suggested  to 
imagination. 

"  Hast  thou  no  name,  then  ?  Know  1 
priests  of  thy  being  here  ?  Thou  hast  ] 
charms  to  spell  the  soul  in  love  ?  1 
Maiden,  thy  face  belies  it.  Thou,  too,  h 
a  human  heart ;  a  woman's  feelings  thrill 
thy  veins.  Perhaps  thou,  too,  needest 
be  loved.  Hear  me,  Maiden  I  With  tl 
would  I  rather  share  hell  than  without  t) 
paradise." 

"  Ask  not  my  name,  nor  seek  my  linea 
Norman.  I  am  a  child  of  the  First  Pec 
that  have  drenched  the  land  thou  wouli 
usurp  with  the  blood  of  heroes  and 
demi-gods;  that  r^ounce  and  abhor  t 
race  in  life ;  that  mingle  with  them  oi 
in  the  ashes  of  the  tomb  and  the  caii 
of  the  battle-field.  Thon  dost  not  und 
stand  the  daughters  of  the  North,  or  th 
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ildst  never  speak  to  them  of  a  Kormi 

It  is  her  voice  that  trances  me,"  n 

'ed  Sir  Peers  in  accents  of  slow  infi 

a. 

Thoa  wonldst  not  love  one  that  hi 

,  Norman." 

Do  not  repeat  that,"  said  Sir  Pe 

1st  the  blood  rushed  into  his  frown 

[lead. 

Said  I  not  so?"  sud  the  Maiden.     ' 

thy  heart  beating  at  this  moment  -vi 

blood  of  thy  birthdom,  Norman  ?    L 

ne!" 

Try  me.  Maiden.    Be  my  queen  for  ' 

F  month ;  let  me  be  thy  slave.     I  ' 

dishonour  thy  service ;  but  do  not  s 

rith  scorn.    Do  not  look  upon  me  ag 

lou  didst  when  thon  saidst  those  woi 

3  before  has  ever  said  such  words 

■3  de  Monthanlt,  and  lived  ?    Do  soi 

g  to  make  me  forget  that." 

And  thou  wouldst  win  affection  by  si 

deeds,  Norman  P" 

Ought,    ought.    Maiden,   that  may 

I  without  aid  of  Sathanas." 
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"  I  have  a  vow  on  my  soul ;  wilt  thou  aid 
me  in  keeping  it  ?" 

"  With  heart  and  hand,  Maiden.*' 

"  A  vow  against  the  fives  of  the  Barons  of 
thy  order  and  blood." 

"  I  care  not,"  replied  Sir  Peers,  his  fea- 
tures assuming  confidence  at  hearing  a  re- 
quest not  uncommon  in  the  merciless  retali- 
ations of  the  Border. 

The  Maiden  shrouded  herself  in  the  dark 
vestments  till  her  eyes  looked  as  two  twin 
radiances  in  the  otherwise  unillumed  night. 

"  They  are  the  last  of  many  once  doomed, 
now  fallen,  Norman." 

"  Name  them,  name  them !  By  the  cross 
of  Avalon,  I  will  be  thy  true  Knight." 

"^  The  first  is  Ghmtron  de  Pancevot,  Warden 
of  the  Bishop's  Keep,  thy  father's  ally  and 
frere." 

"  Stop !"  said  Sir  Peers,  with  savage  sim- 
plicity. "  Let  thy  love  be  the  guerdon  of 
their  deaths.  Within  this  year  shall  they 
die.  For  thy  sake  will  I  chase  them  to  the 
grave.  Gantron  de  Pancevot !  my  fisd^her  s 
oldest  companion  in  arms,  he  shaU  die! 
The  next?" 
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endear  life  to  thee,  or  to  plant  a  flower  above 
thy  grave  ?    A  woman,  and  alone  P* 

A  glare  of  fire — soft,  green-tinted,  bril- 
liant— ^rose  in  the  distant  horizon,  casting 
its  reflection  on  wood,  convent,  walls,  the 
Norman  and  the  Maiden ;  but  it  elicited 
neither  observation  nor  question. 

"  Thou  shalt  know,*'  said  the  Maiden. 
"  Listen,  Norman.  Years  ago,  when  thou 
wert  a  child,  one  of  thy  race  came  to  my 
father's  hail.  He  was  poor — ^he  received 
treasures.  A  rebel — he  received  protection. 
Weak  and  friendless — ^he  received  strength 
and  support.  For  two  summers  they  lived, 
they  feasted,  they  hunted  together.  My 
fibther  s  land,  my  father's  heart,  were  his. 
Then  to  the  castle  came  the  Snowdon  prince. 
He  saw  the  Norman  knight.  Hewaawise; 
my  father  was  foolish,  because  he  was  con- 
fiding.  The  Norman  left  not  till  the  third 
winter,  nor  without  men,  gold,  and  power  in 
his  train.  With  a  true  and  fervent  spirit 
did  my  father  bless  him  and  his  children. 
With  the  gifts  of  my  £ather  the  Norman 
purchased  his  peace  and  pardon  at  his  Suze- 
rain's court ;  he  purchased  more — ^the  sword 
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murdered  them  in  their  own  beds,  the  Nor- 
man guests  poignarded  them  in  the  hall  of 
their  gladness  and  faith.  They  left  me  not 
one — ^not  the  little  foster  brother  that  shared 
my  anger  and  my  sports.  He  was  slaugh- 
tered, as  a  May-day  lamb,  on  my  father's 
body,  by  the  dagger  of  a  Norman  boy,  the 
son  of  my  father's  friend,  the  son  of  Eay- 
mond  de  Monthault !  By  thee,  by  thee, 
Peers  de  Monthault  1  Knowest  thou  me 
now;  canst  thou  now  divine  why  all  the 
doers  in  that  accursed  deed  are  dogged  one 
by  one  in  the  Forest  Chace  to  the  grave  ?" 

The  stiU  unmoving  eye  of  Sir  Peers  was 
palsied  in  stupor;  he  gave  one  dread&l 
groan  and  stood  rooted  to  the  spot.  A 
flame  appeared  to  dart  through  every  vein  in 
the  white  smooth  skin  of  the  Maiden.  Her 
lips  had  become  pale  and  thin;  her  sable 
eye-brows  contracted  above  the  settled  inex- 
pressible hate  of  her  steady  glance. 

"  Thou  wilt  never  again  speak  of  love  to 
a  Venetine  maiden,  Norman.  I  need  none 
but  my  own  people  to  avenge  my  people's 
cause — ^least  of  all  one  of  thy  blood.  Not 
of  my  own  will  am  I  come  to  thee;  the 
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"  Not  by  my  hand,  Norman ;  it  is  other- 
wise fated." 

"  Death  itself  has  its  pleasures,  Maiden," 
said  the  Knight,  with  a  fearful  wildness. 
"Lol  here  I  kneel — ^it  is  nothing  to  thy 
hatred.  Speak,  speak  I  let  me  hear  thy 
voice ;  kill  me  whilst  it  yet  sounds  in  my 
ears!" 

And  the  Norman,  with  closed  eyes,  re- 
mained rivetted  on  his  knees. 

There  was  no  response.  Slowly  he  raised 
his  swollen  features,  whose  livid  pallor  was 
enhanced  by  the  tint  of  his  hehn  of  steel 
gleaming  in  the  light  of  the  distant  confla- 
gration of  Caereinion.  Nought  met  his  gaze 
but  that  fiery  reflection  of  the  many-coloured 
flames  now  shooting  6x  and  wide  over  the 
expanse  of  the  heavens.  Murmuring,  *^  Grone, 
gone  1"  in  a  dreadfiil  tone,  he  fell  prostrate 
and  insensible  on  the  stone  floor  of  the  saac- 
tuary. 

We  step  into  the  open  air.  The  Abbot 
and  the  Merchant  are  watching  the  corusca- 
tions sweeping  athwart  the  night.  North- 
ward bums  a  central  spot,  from  which  to 
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every  qnarter  Tolmnes  of  igneous  exhalations 
float 

"  Were  it  not  that  I  live  in  a  Bedeemed 
land,  I  should  say  yonder  was  no  mortal  fire." 

"  To  me,"  said  the  Merchant,  "  that  blading 
pyramid  in  the  far  east  is  a  more  appalling 
spectacle — a  fire  and  a  cloud  tiiat  neither 
feeds  on  the  air  nor  bends  to  the  wind." 

"  'Tis  the  Stipas  Fiend,  my  Son ;  but  be- 
hold the  colouring  of  yonder  flames ;  saw  ye 
ever  the  lite  on  this  nether  earth  ?" 

"  Often,  Abbot ;  'tis  the  Monthaolt  !ESend 
has  kindled  them;  he  has  fired  the  forest- 
castle  of  Cadvan  of  Caereinion,  and  this  rush- 
ing breeze,  that,  lite  the  sunrise  in  a  July 
mom,  wafts  a  glow  across  the  dusky  Welkin, 
hears  on  its  pinions  the  last  yule-log  heat 
that  will  ever  warm  ttie  hall  of  Cedewen." 

"  It  cannot  be." 

"  It  is.  Priest ;  it  is  thou  that  now  for- 
gettest  Monthault." 

"  I  say  it  cannot  be ;  let  him  swoop  as  the 
Norway  peregrine  on  the  cushat;  quick  as 
the  bolt  upon  the  flash ;  he  has  neither  flint 
nor  fuel  that  can  kindle  flames  on  the  sheer 
rock  and  sap-green  bastions  of  Caereinion.  It 
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has  been  tried  once  and  again ;  the  flame  has 
died  awajy  as  the  sparkling  tinder  cast  on  a 
river's  bed,  quenched  ere  lit.  Holy  St.  Dewi, 
if  I  saw  not  the  Stipas  Fiend  in  his  own 
chair  I  should  say  he  had  shifted  his  throne 
to  the  hearth  of  Ap  Cadvan.  It  is  porten- 
tous— B.  fire  of  emeralds  and  rubies !" 

«  La  some  things.  Father,  tiie  wisest  is  as 
the  fool.  'Tis  true  no  fire  of  the  West  could 
fasten  a  tooth  on  the  moist  substance  of  the 
living  trees  of  Caereinion,  save  to  blacken  and 
wither  them.  None  such  has  been  appUed 
to  yonder  Aid ;  it  is  the  fire  of  Gbeece  that 
licks  up  even  the  ashes  of  the  stones  of 
Oaereinion — ^that  devours  water  as  the  candle 
does  the  wing  of  the  moth." 

"  But  how  came  that  devilish  engine  of 
torture  into  these  parts — into  the  possession 
of  the  Monthault  Marcher?  The  fire  of 
Greece!  a  drop  thereof  bumeth,  I  have 
heard,  through  brazen  breastpiece  into  the 
very  marrow  of  the  bones.  It  is  not  fire; 
water  will  quench  fire,  but  water  is  as 
aliment  and  oil  to  this  unknown  element; 
and  how  knowest  thou,  Merchant,  it  is  the 
fire  of  the  East  ?" 
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"  I  have  seen  it  in  the  East ;  I  bare  Been 

travel  tlie  sea  as  a  serpent  the  land.  I 
iVB  seen  it  chmb,  and,  as  it  climbed,  c!rumble 
ito  smoke  donjons  of  thirty  feet  granite, 
have  seen  it  wipe  np  a  fleet  of  argosies  as 
would  wipe  dust  from  a  table.  I  have 
«n,  too,  the  Mahmoud  warriors,  whom  no 
Tay  of  steel  could  deter  from  charge,  flee  aa 
omen  from  one  drop  of  that  present  hell." 

"  But  by  what  transit  came  it  here  ?  Thou 
rt  speaking  of  lands  a  year's  journey  from 
'enedotia." 

"  Tis  men,  Abbot,  not  lands  that  form 
16  world.  They  that  champion  Christendom 
1  the  East  bring  the  East  into  Christendom. " 

"  But  not  into  the  castle  of  De  Mon> 
hault  ?" 

"  As  thou  art  witness,  that  is  the  Greek 
re.  De  Monthault  applies  it,  and  the  Fo- 
est  Castle  sinks  into  red  breath  before  its 
urnace." 

The  Abbot  evinced  great  inquietude. 

"Have  we  not  each  our  reservations?" 
isked  the  Merchant,  with  a  serious  smile. 
'  Fear  not,  Father,  nor  mistrust — 'tis  all 
well ;  all  ordained  for  good.    I  know  it ;  do 


>  RATHOND    DE    HONTHAULT. 

m  believe  it  for  a  few  days — ^thou  sli 

n  also  know.    See,  the  flames  be^ 

e." 

'  And  mine  eyes  are  heavy  unto  slnmlie 

lied  the  Abbot.     "  I  will  not  furtl 

jstion  thee." 

'  Thon  hast  done  devoir  as  a  diligf 

ght,  Priest." 

'  'Tis  the  Lord's  battle,  we  may  not  fw] 

'enty  messei^erB,  no  fewer,  have  I  tl 

r  dispatched  at  thy  behests.     In  a  wa 

furthest,  my  Son,  thou  mayest  nail  t 

11  of  the  blessed  Fontiff  on  the  For 

Monthault.    By  that  time  will  I  ha 

pared  for  this  battle  of  Armageddon,  ea 

I,  from  BeynaUt  Bhudd's  to  the  serj 

,t,  under  the  scourge  of  Bastoi^us,  she 

:  very  horses  of  Monthault." 

'  When  the  first-bom   of  the  land  i 

n — not    before — comes    the    deUverai 

n  Egypt,"  said  the  Merchant,  as  they  i 

ered  the  convent.     "  There  wiU  be  mc 

od  on  the  brow  of  the  Marcher  before  : 

btlesB  orbs  are  filled  with  the  clay  of  t 

ab." 

Che  hush  of  the  serenity  of  night  pres 
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.gain  as  a  concave  shield  on  the  sleeping 
oldiere'  breast  over  the  hills  of  Cedewen. 
Jeneath  it  the  panting  of  patriotism,  the 
pasms  of  ambition,  the  achings  of  misery, 
btain  a  momentary  lulL  The  Spirits  of 
linistry  that  winged  their  missions  through 
le  undisturbed  ether  could  alone  observe 
le  exceptions.  Many  are  they  at  all  times, 
lany  are  the  hearts  eaten  of  the  vulture 
nseen  of  all  but  Qtjd. 

"  Up,  Norman  I"  says  Jarl  Bronz,  shaking 
'eers  de  Monthault  in  the  very  centre  of 
lie  sanctuary ;  "  up !  and  away  with  us. 
lust  we  tarry  till  thy  Mend  Ap  Tllin 
stums  from  watching  the  cinders  of 
'aereuiion  P  The  signal-fire  we  lit  to-night 
as  cleared  the  woods  of  every  Venetine." 

"  How  comest  thou  hither,  Jarl  Bronz," 
sked  Sir  Peers,  neither  lifting  his  head  nor 
tirring  a  limb.  "  How  hast  thon  passed 
^challenged  the  Convent  watchers — the 
invent  gates  ?" 

"  The  troopers  outside  shall  answer  thee, 
Gorman.  Come  ! — what  hath  betided  thee? 
iVhat  Marcher  or  Marcher's  son  hath  not 
ost  many  a  threescore  squadron  ere  now. 
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J  steed  is  at  the  portal ;  thy  brand  at 
T ;  the  smell  of  the  mom  rises  from  i 
ther.  Home  to  thy  Castle,  Peers 
nthault !" 

rhe  Knight  raised  his  sad,  bewildei 
3  to  the  Breton.  "  I  have  seen  a  visii 
1  Bronz,"  said  he.  "  "When  De  Pancei 
leaf  to  the  cry  of  his  standard — yes 
t  was  it ;  but  that's  nothing.  Deatl 
hing.  Why  should  she  mention  that 
Norman  ?" 
'WhoP"  asked  Jarl. 
'  She — the  Vision ;  she  that  called  hers 
daughter  of  Cador  Hardd ;  she  that  b 
of  hatred." 

'  Then,  didst  thou  speak  to  her — ^to  1 
ion — of  Love  ?"  said  Jarl,  his  dented 
ir  and  gashed  accoutrements  seeming 
itle  and  worm  with  emotion. 
'  What  hast  thou  ever  known  of  love 
lied  the  Knight ;  "  what  has  any  worn 
r  been  to  thee  ?  Where  is  the  Ahbt 
ould  be  exorcised,  Breton.  The  finger 
an  is  probing  my  soul," 
■  No,  Norman!"  said  the  voice  of  1 
twt.     "  'Tis  the  waming  of  Gtjd  whi 
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plncks  thee  liack  from  G^ehenna.  Obey  it, 
and  thoQ  shalt  live ;  reject  it,  body  and  soul 
then  perishest." 

"  Ye  are  ftdl  of  threats,  ye  churchmen," 
mattered  Sir  Peers. 

"  So  is  the  Soul ;  question  it,  Norman. 
What  is  the  Church  but  the  Soul  in  its  own 
action  ?  Thou  wouldst  now  crush  its  move- 
ment, and  die." 

"  I  am  my  father's  son,"  said  Peers. 

"  And  wilt  thou,  against  thine  own  salTa^ 
tion,  league  with  thy  &rther  P" 

"  Ho  I"  cried  the  Breton,  "  what  lan- 
guage is  this.  Sir  Abbot?  Listen  to  my 
Bretons  ontside.  They  are  not  prepared  to 
meet  a  second  ambuscade  ere  sunrise.  So, 
Iforman,  let  us  moimt  and  away  ere  the 
forty-eight  hours  expire.  Men  cannot  fight 
and  work  as  I  have  done  three  days  sleep- 
lessly." 

"  Who  is  the  Franklin  here  ?"  asked  Sir 
Peers ;  "  he  that  cut  me  to  pieces  with  his 
eyes  ?" 

Jaxl  stamped  impatiently  wiUi  his  foot. 

"  Thou  wilt  never  see  Franklin  or  Nor- 
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CHAPTBE  rv. 

JARL    BB£TON    UNHELUS. 

It  was  licence  night  with  the  Barou's  gai 
rison,  yet  the  licence,  though  deep,  wa 
neither  boisterous  nor  immilitaiy.  Th 
tabl&s  had  been  cleared  of  the  unwield 
masses  of  provision  which  constituted  th 
hre  of  mediseral  mercenaries.  Flagons  am 
chalices  of  ale,  mead,  bragawd,  metheglii 
had  iqilaced  tiie  solid  viands  of  beef,  brawr 
and  moontain  mutton  under  which  the  stou 
boards  had  hitherto  bent  and  creaked ;  cup 
and  horns  of  all  forms  and  materials  stndde< 
the  difierent  seats,  mixed  not  nnpictn 
resquely  with  arms  and  accoutrements  de 
posited  among  the  paci£c  vessels  of  con 
viviality.  Between  the  tables  and  acros 
the  lower  end  of  the  vast  apartment  sen 
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tinels^    armed    cap-a-pie,    were    posted   at 
regular  interval.     These  neither  stirred  nor 
spoke,  nor  betrayed  any  symptom  of  vitality, 
presentiag  in  this  respect  a  marked  contrast 
to  the  Aill  flood  of  animal  life  over  which 
they  kept  watch  and  ward.     Not  unneces- 
sarily ;  for  it  required  some  visible,  tangible 
mementos  of  the  Marcher's  instantaneous 
method  of  dealing  with  unreasonable  rioters 
to  restrain  the  passions  of  these  relentless 
men,  or  to  prevent  the  revel  from  degene- 
rating into  scenes  of  the  most  unbridled 
debauchery.     These  mementos,  in  addition 
to  the  sentinels,  consisted  of  half  a-dozen 
nooses  suspended,  ready  for  immediate  ap- 
plication to  any  refractory  neck,  from  one  of 
the  mighty  beams  that  supported  the  open 
roofing  of  the  hall.     Many  a  brutal  face  in 
the  midst  of  some  incipient  sallies  of  fero- 
city changed  its  expression  immediately  its 
eye  encountered  these  pendulent  monitors  of 
discipline  and  order;    many  a  thumb  was 
jerked   back  in  the  direction  where  they 
swung  by  way  of  caution  to  some  too-free 
and  obstreperous  comrade  ;   many  a  bold 
face  suddenly  blanched  as  it  looked  up  and 
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^held  the  ominous  fi^are  of  the  Provost 
lialting  OQ  his  circuit  opposite  the  spot 
riinch  an  instant  before  had  witnessed  some 
•buUitioa  of  insuppressible  fury.  No  spec- 
ator  coold  have  viewed  the  countenances  at 
ihis  Border  board  without  perceiving  that 
he  apprehension  of  quick  and  unsparing 
aetigation  was  the  only  feeling  which  pre- 
lerved  such  decency  and  decorum  as  were 
lot  altogether  lost  in  the  deepening  corrent 
jf  their  revelry. 

But  on  this  occasion  Baymond  Be  Mon- 
Ihanlt  was  little  disposed  to  extra  severity. 
From  the  observance,  indeed,  of  militaxy 
lisrapline  he  never  swerved,  nor  did  he  for  a 
moment  quit  from  his  own  grasp  the  rein  of 
power ;  yet  this  night  the  tone  of  his  mind 
wsB  one  of  stem,  unalloyed,  vindictive  satis- 
Action.  His  triumph  was  complete.  Caer- 
einion  and  the  Bsihop's  Keep  were  both  in 
ashes ;  the  conspirators  against  his  life  and 
person  iucarcerated  in  bis  own  dungeons ; 
the  shock  of  bis  success  and  undaunted 
actions  already  vibrating  through  the  ex- 
dted  districts  of  the  Frontier ;  his  garrison 
hourly  increasing  in  numbers   and  confi- 
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deikce.  As  he  paused,  therefore,  in  his 
pacing  of  the  dais,  his  eye  selectrog,  one 
after  another,  the  most  active  and  sanguinary 
of  his  men— dwelt  upon  each  with  such 
parental  affection  as  the  tiger  may  be 
imagined  to  feel  for  the  most  promising  of 
iZwly-fleshed  cuhs.  His  Ups  wouldjnst 
move  towards  a  faint  similitade  of  a  smile 
when  some  unusually  vivid  jest  burst  from 
one  of  these  grun,  remorseless  minions. 
His  keen,  intense  pupils  would  glitter  like 
the  points  of  a  dagger  as  they  watched  the 
death-blow  of  some  luckless  Cambrian  re- 
enacted  by  the  truculent  Condottier  that 
inflicted  it.  All  this  was  congenial  to  his 
ordinary  temperament,  but  told  with  re- 
doubled gratification  at  a  moment  of  con- 
quest consummated  and  vengeance  achieved. 

"  Montre  Ihipaltier !"  exclaimed  the  Pro- 
vost to  a  sinewy  soldier,  whose  fist,  in  the 
act  of  adding  emphasis  to  his  assertions,  was 
ringing  on  the  table — "  up  to  the  Baron." 

Bupaltier  took  a  hard  look  at  the  speaker, 
but  no  inference  could  be  elicited  fix>m  the 
stony  lineaments  of  that  unpopular  fimc- 
tionary.      In  a  state  of  uncomfortable  un- 
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certitude  whether  he  was  to  be  preferred  or 
hanged — he  advanced  to  the  dais. 

The  Baron  raised  his  Baton,  and  silence — 
as  if  a  lance  had  heen  stretched  from  hne  to 
Kne — succeeded  the' roar  of  dissipation.  All 
eyes  were  tamed  to  the  spot.  De  Mon- 
thaidt's  selection  augored  at  times  no  especial 
exercise  of  the  law  of  kindness  to  its  object. 

"  Montre  Dupaltier  I"  said  he,  "  thon  art 
the  best  man,  Ifaving  no  men  under  thee  in 
the  ranks  of  Monthault.  I  saw  thee  hew 
last  night  at  the  Welshmen's  lives  in  a 
feshion  after  my  own  heart.  Thou  meritest 
largesse,  and  thou  shalt  have  it.  Bold  and 
waxy — sans  fear,  sacs  folly — are  the  swords 
I  need.  Such  art  thou.  Hold  out  thy 
basnet." 

And  the  Baron  poured  into  it  a  clinking 
stream  of  angels. 

"  Wear  thou,  too,  this  silver  cordon  as 
thy  token  of  preferment.  I  have  work  in 
noose  me  out  forty  of  the 
troop — men  that  fear  not 
devil — ^that  will  listen  to 
hing — ^the  Marcher's  voice 
inst  find  thee  such  P" 
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"  Like  officer,  like  men.  I  have  tiiem 
now,"  replied  the  sub-lieutenant. 

"  (Jood ;"  said  the  Baron.  "  Provost  I 
room  for  Dupaltier  at  the  second  dais." 

"  Where  is  Amot  Debras  ?  He  too  is  a 
good  man  at  arms,  aijid  never  swerved  the 
length  of  a  palm  from  a  vanward  line." 

And  thus  with  an  effect  in  which  martial 
dignity  suppUed  the  place  of  grave  or  per- 
sonal  consideration,  the  Baron  went  through 
a  roU  of  ten  whom  he  had  designed  for  los 
and  promotion. 

This  was  prefatory — ^intended  as  such — 
to  the  subsequent  scene.  The  Provost,  after 
a  brief  colloquy  with  the  Marcher,  passed 
down  the  hall  delivering  instructions  right 
and  left.  A  double  file  of  the  Breton 
troopers  deployed  down  the  centre,  their 
stem  and  pitiless  features  resting  as  if  in 
unnatural  sympathy  on  the  iron  shafts  of 
their  spears.  The  Marcher  himself  resumed 
his  chair,  supported  by  his  three  sons  behind 
him-(W^e  witix  his  insepaxable  sneer^ 
Peers  with  his  sullen  ferocity  —  Eanulph 
witir  his  knight-like  rapacity,  a  trio  of  which 
any  Normaa  adventurer,  under  the  circum- 
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stances  wMch  then  constituted  destinies, 
may  have  felt  meritedly  proud.  Each  was 
r^arded  by  their  sire  as  both  the  vaticina- 
tioD  and  the  instrument  of  illimitable  success. 
Below  the  Baron,  in  a  vacant  space,  leaning 
as  usual  on  his  double-edged  battle-axe,  stood 
Jarl  Bronz. 

"  Bring  in  Botpert-ap-Cadvan  of  Caer- 
eioion,"  said  the  Baron,  falling  back  on  his 
chair  and  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  low,  pon- 
derous archway  at  the  extremity  of  the  hall 
which  led  down  to  the  black  ergastida  of  his 
Castle.  The  command  was  answered  by  the 
unfolding  from  the  other  side  of  the  metal- 
banded  door,  and  Ap  Cadvan,  with  fetters 
on  his  feet  and  manacles  on  his  hands,  was 
escorted  into  the  presence.  The  Plume  of 
tite  Baron  seemed  to  assume  a  deeper  hue  of 
midnight  as  the  prisoner  advanced  between 
the  Breton  troops,  and  was  placed  at  last 
face  to  his  face  with  his  judge  and  execu- 
tioner. The  lights  from  the  countless  torches 
and  candelabras  flashed  redly  on  the  Chief- 
tain's person.  His  grey  hair  was  flung  or 
rather  shook  itself  haughtily  down  his  shoul- 
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ders,  whilst  his  eyebrows  contracted  with 
fierce  scorn  as  he  snrvejed  the  motionless 
ranks  that  glared  upon  him. 

''  So,  Norman,  thon  hast  drawn  out  court 
and  service  to  do  the  last  honours  to  Botpert 
of  Caereinion.  Thou  dost  well :  thus  in  castle 
or  in  field  should  a  lord  of  the  Hills  be  ever 
received.  Never  a  sight  so  welcome  to  mine 
eyes  as  Norman  or  Saxon  cuished  and  glaived 
for  conquest  or  the  grave.  By  the  sword  of 
Arthur !"  added  he,  slowly  examining  the 
number  and  appearance  of  the  Breton  mer- 
cenaries, ''if  thou  hast  as  many  friends  as 
there  are  heads  beneath  these  helms  thou 
must  needs  be  potently  obeyed." 

"  Thou  knowest  their  faces  of  old,"  repUed 
De  Monthault,  with  a  slight  exhibition  of 
his  teeth. 

"  No,  by  my  soul !"  replied  Ap  Cadvan, 
'*  thou  hast  marshalled  them,  Norman,  in 
wrong  fashion  to  be  recognized  by  the  Ve- 
netine  of  the  Hills — ^their  backs  are  better 
known  west  of  Severn  than  their  faces.  Thy 
serfs  and  sassenachs  have  shown  us  of  late 
more  cruppers  than  bridles." 


^    I..   • 


A. 


.  1      ^ 


.  ;•     •; ..  ■ .  v«-. !    : 


;■    <*•'■■•      ■■■* 


■■  Y 


"f 


.^ 


-;  *  ':  ^  I)  ■      •  ' 


» 


I.    . 


.!•,■ 


Ll 


.<  '  •-  *' 


« 


.    I    i 


I     » 
.  I 

»  1 


■•*»■»*       .  •    , ) 

•  •         •         »  ••     I"     ■  :       , 


.1     !. 


V    I 


,  .'  t 


•    *•  I'  • 

.    I  '     -•     I'  . 

'    •       -  !      I         • .       '       »■ 


-I 


180 


RAYMOND   D£   MONTHAULT. 


father,  seated  at  home  amidst  tiiine  own, 
where  thy  sires  had  sat  since  the  acorn  grew 
in  the  Severn  clay.  Who  more  ancient,  more 
carolled,  as  gentle  and  generous,  as  the  race 
of  the  broad  brow  and  the  nnclosed  hand 
than  thou  and  thy  battle-breed  of  Caer- 
emion  r 

The  Welshman,  folding  his  arms,  con- 
fronted with  unflinching  steadiness  the 
withering  expression  of  triumph  that  with 
a  baleful  light  illuminated  the  lineaments  of 
the  Norman. 

"  Yesterday,  wert  thou  this — ^Dog  of  a 
mountaineer,  what  art  thou  to-day?  Thy 
wife  and  wealth,  thy  tribe  and  kinsmen,  thy 
might  and  means  are  ashes  in  the  fire  of  thy 
ancestral  hall.  Beadest  thou  now  the  Nor- 
man's lesson — ^the  lesson  which  ere  we  have 
done  our  work,  I  and  my  comrades  will  grave 
in  these  same  characters  of  flame  on  eveiy 
hill  where  a  Venetine  treads,  every  house 
and  hovel  where  a  Venetine  sleeps.  When 
thou  didst  command  the  brands  and  glaives 
of  living  men — ^when  swords  and  walls  rose 
between  thee  and  me — ^thou  wert  one  to  be 
armed  against,  one  tq  be  watched  and  cal- 
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calated.  Now,  thou  landless,  spearless,  com- 
panionless  old  man,  wherefore  should  I  kill 
thee  ?  Is  it  to  save  thee  from  the  scorn  of 
thy  countrymen  whose  harps  will  rhjrme 
thee  as  the  tame  Yenedotian  that  let  the 
Norman  harry  his  eyrie  whilst  his  nestlings 
couched  within  ?  Go — ^thou'  art  not  worthy 
the  axe  that  will  decapitate  thee." 

"Thou  parleyest  valiantly,  aa  is  the  Nor- 
man wont  in  their  own  den,"  repUed  the 
Chief.  "  Why  shouldst  thou  kill  me  ?  Be- 
cause thou  fearest  me.  Not  one  is  there  of 
my  race  on  the  hUls,  though  he  be  as  I  am 
now,  kithless  and  hearthless,  but  thou  wouldst 
kill  him  because  thou  fearest  him.  Un- 
fetter me  else." 

"  Art  thou  not  weary  of  fighting  Ap  Cad- 
Tan,"  exclaimed  Guadere;  "not  weary  of 
Norman  sociality?  Where  wouldst  thou 
erect  thy  castle — of  what  wouldst  thou 
build  it  ?" 

"  Of  Norman  skulis,  thy  two  dead  bro- 
thers amongst  them,"  replied  Caereinion, 
throwing  out  his  arm  with  a  gesture  of  de- 
fiance. "  Oh !  ye  are  gallant  enemies ! 
Against  the  naked  breasts  of  my  people  ye 


« 

■     ♦ 


i       ■  . 

•  If    . 


'  ■  •t 


\  ■■  ■■ ' 


»■  >•  }• 


IS'.-         « 


..» 


y 


"•  I 


.♦   ' 


t 


?• 


»*• 


•  •        1  '_         ' 


I      t 


•*'...     '    ••4..  i*-  '.  .     :       '»•     4" 


•  V  v«  V- 


.  >     • 


'•■'•',  -1'-.  i.>r  .-•  .  • 


•  ."    'I 


1. 


.■..' 


. '  •      ^  fc  *  '  ' 


:.K     '-t 


f  - 


.   » 


.1  f 


- » t 


I. 


•  '.I 


/1-:  .,  ■\ 


••    •  L"*''      »"     . 


•     .♦.■      '''-k^  J''/'««1  ..''^.''*  *>      .    ■ 


182 


RAYMOND    DE    MONTHAULt. 


come  to  battle,  rider  and  horse,  mantled  in 
iron  and  brass — against  the  homes  of  my 
land  ye  come  shrouded  in  night — ^against  the 
fair  march  and  free  field  of  warriors  ye  build 
yourselves  in  walls  and  gates  of  triple  gra- 
nite—against one  Yenedotian  in  the  midst  of 
your  mailed  bands  ye  heap  in  your  own  castle 
the  fetter  and  the  chain,  the  taunt  and  the 
jibe  ?  Is  it  to  such  the  First  People  shall 
ever  yield?  Were  I  in  my  hall  again,  my 
wife,  and  child,  my  tribe  around  me— tribe, 
child,  wife  and  hall  would  I  bum  with  this 
hand  ere  a  knee  of  my  race  should  bend  to 
any  being  but  the  God  of  their  souls — least 
of  all  to  such  as  thou  and  thy  horde  of 
slaves.  Come  hither,  Breton  I  thou  for  lack 
of  better  priest  shall  shrive — what  from 
Severn  eastward  to  Medway  may  never 
amongst  yourselves  be  found — ^the  spirit  of  a 
Freeman." 

Slowly  Jarl  moved  from  his  position. 

"  What  wouldst  thou  with  me,  Eotpert  ap 
Cadvan?" 

^  Thou  art  the  axe  that  fells  the  groves  of 
the  Kymru,"  said  the  Chief.  "  Thou  art  he 
that  for  hire  and  coin  barterest  thy  nerve 
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and  bone  in  order  to  obey  the  best  of  a 
foreign  knee  against  those  that  never 
mulcted  or  injured  thee  or  thine.  And  well 
lost  thou  observe  bargain  and  compact — hell 
lias  no  fiend  truer  to  its  king  than  thou 
to  thy  chosen  lord;  nevertheless  thou  art 
[le  alone  of  these  hundreds  around  that  shall 
■elease  the  Welshman's  life.  Tbou — ^the 
Norman's  sword  and  arm — hast  more  than 
Norman  honour.  Thou  murderest  our  lives, 
t>ut  thou  hast  never  lied  to  our  souls.  Up 
nth  thine  axe,  and  when  I  have  knelt  the 
»unt  of  ten,  strike,  and  give  Cadvan  of 
[)aereinion  his  passblow  to  heaven," 

"  Not  here,  said  the  Breton  —  on  one 
ipot  alone  must  Cadvan  of  Caereinion  die. 
2ome." 

And  with  one  hand  on  the  Chieftain's 
shoulder,  Jarl  led  him  down  the  extent  of 
thehaU. 

"  Is  it  here,  Breton  —  Ah !  would  thou 
onpin  these  arms,  that  I  might  have  one 
more  onslaught  on  yonder  Monthaiilt  gang 
— and  so,  like  my  fathers,  die  on  the  dead  !" 

"Not  here  Ap  Cadvan — death  and  thou 
must  be  alone — ^foUow !" 


KATHOND  DE  HONTHAULT. 
Qg  me  Ids  head,  Breton,  ere  I  qnaj 
ilice  out,"  eiclaimed  Do  Monthanll 
ell,  Venedotian — the  Norman  drini 
wn  in  thy  land  and  life.  Away  wit 
rl,  to  his  fathers." 
,ofty  stature  of  the  Welshman  tnrnft 
instant  as  if  to  retort — bat  his  fea 
ttled  into  a  noble  calm,  and  simpl; 
J  upward  with  bis  chained  wrists 
)peared  from  the  Marcher's  view,  am 
1  the  Breton. 

stood  in  a  few  minutes  beneatli 
le  foliage  of  which  drooped  over 
spring  within  a  stone's  throw  of  th 

Hard  by  waa  an  open  grave — bu 
as  no  priest,  no  shroud,  no  ceremonii 
ing  but  the  moonlight,  the  motionlef 
.  the  two  men. 

loilzie  thyself  to  God,"  said  the  Bre 
nting  to  the  grave.  "  Bethink  the 
leaviest  sin." 

h!"  said  the  Venedotian,  lookiu) 
J  round — "  'twaa  here  I  plight** 
»  Cador  Haidd.  "Why  hast  thoi 
;  me  here  ?  "What  is  Cador  Hardi 
are  the  Dead  to  thee  ?" 
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"  I  deal  with  death  and  the  Dead,"  repHed 
^arl,  "bat  I  slay  not  souls.  If  thou  re- 
entest  of  thy  deeds  to  Cador  of  Pgwys, 
anfess  thyself  above.     I  will  bide  thy  time." 

And  Jarl  turned  his  back  on  the  C^tive. 

"Never,  Breton,"  replied  Ap  Cadvan. 
So  said  I  in  the  midst  of  my  people  to  the 
Lbbot  of  Cymmer — so  say  I  on  the  verge  of 
tie  grave  to  thee.  My  spirit  repents  not  the 
lode  or  the  act  of  its  own  revenge — no 
Hding  am  I  to  weep  in  the  hour  of  account 
)r  the  brave  hates  I  have  indulged  in  the 
trength  of  my  manhood.  I  die  what  I 
ave  lived ! — strike !" 

And  the  Chieftain  knelt  with  his  arms 
nnly  crossed  on  the  vetge  of  the  grave,  and 
is  aspect  fixed  on  the  illimitable  depths  of 
tie  star-studded  skies. 

"With  bis  left  hand  Jarl  removed  bis  own 
lelm — ^his  axe  dropped  on  the  sward. 
)rawing  his  heavy  blade  with  his  right,  he 
lUce  more  confronted  his  prisoner. 

But  a  ghastly  expression  at  the  sight  of 
Farl  unhelmed  overspread  the  features  of  the 
tckless  intrepid  Welshman.  His  cheeks 
laled,  and  his  orbits  distended  with  terror. 
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"  Thou,"  groaned  he,  "  thou— my  God ! 
do  not  the  Dead  die  ? 

"  None  die — there  are  none  dead — 'tis  the 
Uving  thou  wilt  meet  beyond  this  grave- 
beyond  yonder  sky." 

The  head  of  ApCadvan  sunk  on  his  bosom 
-an  indistinct  murmtir  gurgled  in  his  throat 
— ^he  bent  forward  to  meet  the  flash  of  tiie 
Breton  s  steeL  The  next  moment  he  was 
a  detruncated  corpse. 

The  Breton  threw  his  mantelet  over  tiie 
headless  trunk,  wiped  his  blade,  and  sat 
himself  down  on  the  bulging  root  of  the 
tree.  He  had  resumed  his  helm  before  ihe 
blow  was  struck. 

''What  renders  thy  &oe  so  horrible, 
Jarl  Bronz,"  said  the  Marcher,  emerging 
from  the  shade. 

But  the  deadly  light  of  Jarl's  eyes,  and 
the  writhing  of  his  black  moustache  waned 
the  Baron  of  his  imprudency. 

Keep  thy  hideous  wound  covered  'an 
thou  wilt,"  said  he,  lifting  up  the  mantelet 
"  So,  this  is  thorough  work,  he  will  never 
enact  the  traitor  again." 

"  Never,"  answered  Jarl,  "  for  I,  like  thee, 
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Norman,  am  thorough  in  my  doings.  Leave 
me.  Send  none  hither.  Two  must  be  buried 
in  this  pit,  quit  me  fill  I  lay  De  Pancevot 
by  his  side." 

The  Nonnan  whLiperii^,  "  Thou  art 
thorough  indeed,"  glided  back  into  the 
Castle.    He  had  seen  and  was  satisfied. 

Ten  thousand  stars  looked  down  upon 
Jarl  Bronz,  the  man  of  cruelty  and  carnage. 
What  could  detain  him  on  such  a  spot  after 
such  a  deed?  Detain  him  after  the  sound  of 
the  Baron's  steps  expired  on  the  rock,  so 
filed,  HO  motionless,  so  entranced.  The  un- 
violated  quietude  of  the  plain  stretched  iar 
before  him,  t^  pure  sheen,  the  unrippling 
flood  of  moonlight,  in  which  crags,  woods, 
hills,  petty  promontories,  stood  forth  project- 
ingly  as  mellowed  islands  in  a  silent  sea — the 
fall  of  the  sentinel's  tramp — the  faint,  distant, 
worn-out  reverberation  of  the  renewed  festi- 
Tity  in  the  Castle — formed  a  combination  ol 
influences  that  might  harmonize  with  gentler 
n&tores,  but  what  possessed  they  in  common 
with  the  mind  or  meditations  of  Jarl  the 
Breton?  Yet  there  he  remained,  his  foot  on 
the  edge  of  the  doak  which  conceded  the 
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■  Ap  Cadvan,  his  chin  resting  on  hii 
band,  his  Crimson  Flume  stirless  ai 
}le  efBgy  in  sepulchral  monoments 
r  of  his  visor  was  again  lowered,  aai 
li  the  hollow  apertures  his  eyes  wer 
ig  his  spirit  far  away  beyond  all  tb 
1  of  material  Tision.  The  removal  a 
atelet  had  exposed  his  enormous  an 
ing  bust,  whilst  his  sword  still  k 
[  unsheathed  athwart  his  knee.  Pre 
pausing  just  long  enough  to  ioidicat 
lence,  a  figure  wrapped  in  a  dark  gowi 
ed  to  Jarl's  side.  The  Breton  mad 
1  of  recognition. 

7  the  word  of  the  Lord,"  said  th 
which  was  no  other  than  the  Abbot  t 
er,  "  were  the  heavens  made,  all  tb 
)f  them  by  the  breath  of  his  moatt 
ihall  perish,  but  thou  remainest.  A 
ire  sbalt  thou  fold  them  up,  and  the 
x  changed,  but  thou  art  the  san 
verlasting  to  everlasting,  thy  Thron 
ever  and  ever,  jSnd  the  sceptre  ( 
ngdom  is  the  sceptre   of  ri^teoo! 

Breton  stooped,  and  lifting  the  man 
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telet,  exposed  for  a  moment  the  object  it 
concealed. 

"  Fiat  VolimtaB !"  muttered  the  Abbot, 
"  fiat  Toluntas !" 

"  This  is  thy  work.  Abbot,"  said  Jarl,  at 
laat.  "  Thon  wert  instigator  to  the  conspi- 
racy which  has  thus  recoiled  on  its  promoter's 
head." 

"  Not  so,"  replied  the  Ecclesiastic,  thou 
shalt  hear.  "  Dost  thou  not  remember  many 
nights  lite  this?" 

Jarl  looked  at  the  grave  and  his  mantelet- 
shroud. 

"  Few,  Abbot,  few,  in  any  man's  life." 

"  Of  those  few,  I  remember  one — ^the  night 
of  St.  Swithin's  Eve.  Eighteen  years  by- 
gone was  the  very  counterpart  of  this,  suc^ 
was  the  tranquillity  of  nature,  such  the  vast 
light  and  silence  of  the  skies,  such  the  re- 
mote echo  of  turmoil  and  wine-bibbing,  and 
revelry  in  the  fortalice  here,  that  preceded  the 
Konnan's.  Thou  hast  often  heard  of  Cador 
Hardd,  the  Venetine?" 

The  Breton  nodded. 

"  He  was  then  Lord  of  this  land.  On  that 
night  he  feasted  high  and  magnificently." 
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r  Hardd!"    repeated  the  Bretoi 
e  was  the  mountaineer  from  whoi 

master  won  this  stronghold." 
ras  a  Tenetine  chieC  open  of  hear 
ind,  frank  of  tongue,  ^ir  and  fen 
igh  and  low,  the  humble  and  tb 
[  have  eaten  of  his  deer,  quaffed  ( 
,  shared  his  love  and  his  wealU 
;  Monthault  here  I  would  say  t 
do  to  thee,  between  the  four  seas  ( 
n  every  knightly  quality,  none  sm 
idor  the  Tenetine.  He  is  dead,  an 
should  be  delivered  truly." 

praise  is  something  iraeleTas' 
>  the  Norman's  captfun,  within  tb 
f  the  Norman's  bastions." 
so,  therefore  listen.  The  Venetii) 
ied.  His  wife  was  the  daught^  ( 
d  of  Snowdon,  his  love  for  her  wi 
,  an  absorbing  worship,  an  insuiit 
art." 
!na  spasm  contracted  the  Breton' 

thou,  an  Abbot  of  the  Church,  es 
arl  Bronz,  the  Breton,  with  a  lovi 
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"  They  had  one  child,  a  daughter.  On 
the  anniversary  of  her  second  birth-day  the 
Chief  threw  open  his  Castle  to  all  comers  for 
seren  days  and  seven  nights." 

"  He  was  a  fool.  Priest;  did  he  not,  as  I 
have  heard,  invite  the  Norman  Barony  to 
Itis  hold?  He  was  requited,  I  trow,  for  his 
pride." 

"  They  were  his  sworn  friends  and  brethren 
in  arms,  Breton,  the  men  of  all  the  world  he 
had  most  esteemed,  most  benefited.  He 
roold  have  mistrusted  his  own  bosom  as 
caach  as  them,  but  in  Cador  there  was  no 
[oistmst,  no  darkness,  no  fear.  On  the  fi^ 
3ay,  the  fifth  night  of  the  feast,  there  were 
more  Kormans  than  trees  in  the  Qnnley 
voods  yonder.  The  banquet  of  the  evening 
was  over,  the  gaests  wearied  and  uSsep, 
Cador  and  his  lady,  with  their  infant  daugh- 
ter, retired ;  the  portals  neither  closed  nor 
baited,  nor  guarded.  Hither,  past  midnight, 
I  came  to  walk  and  meditate.  Soon  through 
the  air  a  sound  came  travelling,  like  a  shower 
on  the  dry  leaves  of  a  forest,  or  as  the 
clangour  of  many  flocks  of  birds.  It  drew 
nearer,  and  I  discerned  windii^  in  distant 
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the  bickering  and  glint  of  arm 
L  came  a  dull  suppressed  heavy  n 
>ing  along  the  earth.  I  folded 
•ck  round  me,  and  rushed  back  tow; 
Oastle.  I  was  met  midway,  and  b< 
usly  onward  into  the  very  hail  b 
i,  silent,  mail-clad  crowd  of  men,  i 
htly  helma  and  scutcheons  interspe 
and  there  amongst  their  ranks.  I  si 
scene  which  Qod  has  assuredly  leni 
1  for  terrible  retribution.  The  Nor 
\  and  their  retsuners  were  stabb 
ng,  murdering  harper  and  bard,  d 
and  servant,  the  old  man  and  the  si 

without  distinction,  without  rati 
Every  Welshman  waa  marked  tc 
ocreA  on  the  spot  where  a  few  hi 
■e  cups  had  been  pledged  and  Yn 
led  in  love,  and  faith,  and  ho^itaHt 
tie  Churchman  stopped. 
Bah  1  Priest,"  said  the  Breton,  gras] 
Elcclesiastic's  arm.  "  Never  shed  t 
I  few  Venetine  rioters  and  drunkai 
,t !     Konnans   in  the  Castle,  and 

pi" 

[  wafi  rigid,  and  paralyzed  with  horr 
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contmued  the  Abbot.  "  It  was  long — 
many  minutes — before  I  recovered  presence 
of  mind  to  act  for  myself  Then  I  hurriedly 
threw  over  me  some  articles  of  Norman 
dresa;  I  placed  a  helmet  on  my  head, 
seized  a  sword,  and  forced  my  way,  yard  by 
yard,  towards  Cador's  apartments.  The 
door  had  already  been  forced.  Raymond 
de  Monthault  and  his  Normans  had  dashed 
with  oaths  and  inflamed  visage  into  the 
chamber.  When  I  arrived,  the  brief  parley 
had  ceased.  In  the  centre,  struct  at  by  a 
throng  of  hurtHng  brands,  poignards,  and 
battle-axes,  the  Chief  was  defending  his  wife 
and  child.  He  had  placed  them  behind 
him.  His  wife  was  kneeling,  one  arm 
dinging  to  her  hosband's  knee,  the  other 
pressing  her  babe  to  her  bosom,  in  an 
attitude  so  piteous,  with  an  expression  so 
replete  with  matenud  terror  that  the  very- 
demons  would  have  averted  the  murderous 
weapons  &om  her  child.  Streams  of 
blood  were  trickling  from  Cador's  body, 
bat  not  a  syllable  escaped  his  lips.  He 
fought  in  silence,  a  pile  by  this  time  of 
slaughtered  assassins  between  him  and  the 
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door.  He  caught  my  eye,  and  pointed, 
with  an  appealing  gesture,  to  his  child.  I 
cried  out  to  him  in  his  own  tongue — I 
pressed  madly  onward.  On  every  side, 
crushing  into  the  room,  poured  the  dense 
Norman  basnets  and  spears;  hideous 
shrieks,  execrations,  and  groans  resounded. 
I  had  almost  reached  him  when  there  came 
a  fresh  rush,  a  loud  voice  commanded  to 
clear  the  way,  and  I  saw  Grantron  de 
Pancevot,  now  the  Warden  of  the  Keep, 
shouldering  a  passage  through  the  press. 
He  was  carrying  down,  borne  above  his 
head,  the  Lady  Cador's  damosel — ^a  maiden 
of  great  beauty,  and  herself  allied  to  her 
noble  dame.  As  they  passed  the  door, 
she  glanced  in,  beheld  what  was  passing, 
and  gave  vent  to  a  rending  cry  of  mercy. 
De  Pancevot  turned,  and  swore  a  revolting 
oath  against  her.  And  forthwith  the  Lady 
Iselde  threw  both  her  arms  round  her 
husband's  knees — ^which  were  now  stagger- 
ing with  faintness — 'Kill  me,  Cador,'  said 
she,  *for  the  sake  of  God  and  our  love, 
kill  me!'  Shall  I  depict  the  rest,  Breton? 
The  Chieftain   lowered  the    point   of   his 
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sword  to  her  breast — ^they  sank  (x^ether, 
their  babe  between  them,  in  a  torrent  <rf 
their  own  life-stream — for  immediately  the 
sword  was  lowered  De  Montlmult's  axe 
descended  on  the  temple  of  the  Venetine. 
He  looked  up  but  once — the  Norman  put 
bis  hand  before  his  ^es,  and  reeled  against 
me — it  was  Cador's  expiring  effort.  He 
laid  his  blanched  lips  to  the  Lady  Iselde's 
brow.  He  conld  no  more,  for  his  hand  &iled 
to  grasp  his  babe;  his  tresses  fell  on  her 
breast,  and  tiien  all  motion  ceased.  It  is 
thus  in  this  baneful  world  the  good  and 
heroic  perish.  Therefore  the  world  to  come 
must  begin  with  judgment  and  with  re- 
compense." 
The  Breton  was  singularly  agitated. 
"  But  the  child,  Priest,  the  child  ?" 
"  When  it  was  seen  that  Cador  and  his 
I^y  were  dead.  Be  Monthault,  smiting 
is  every  direction  amongst  his  own  retainers, 
drove  them  with  voUeys  of  maledictions 
from  the  spot — ^none  were  left  there  but 
the  babe  and  his  dead  parents.  De  Men- 
thaolt  never  entered  again — never  again 
k2 
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>eheld  the  remains  of  Cador  Hardd. 
ind  his  clansmen  were  interred  that 
n  the  Castle  Poss." 

"By  thee.  Abbot?" 

"  I  fled  &r  that  hour  from  the  ac( 
)lace." 

"Thou  hest,  Abbot,"  said  the  B: 
'  Thine  own  hands  carried  forth  the 
)f  the  Venetine — thine  own  hands  b 
ts  remains  before  the  morning  ligh 
latched  it  by  thy  convent-runners  t 
sepulchres  of  Strata  Florida.  I 
)pened  the  tomb  of  Cador  Hardd.  I  ; 
acts  for  myself,  Priest — ^thou  art  lyi 
ue — for  what  end  P" 

The  Abbot  calmly  repUed, — 

"  Nevertheless,  I  fled  that  hour : 
;he  dead  to  fly  with  the  living." 

The  frame  of  the  Breton  heaved  ti 
>imBOn  Plume  quivered  on  his  helm 
mow  it,"  said  he,  "  I  know  it.  Priest." 

"  Jarl  Bronz,"  said  the  Abbot,  "  the 
I  mystery  to  me,  for  thou  art  the 
nstrument  of  a  judicial  mission.  It 
n  thee  to  guide  thy  own  steps — to  ( 
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on  thine  own  actions — to  separate  thine 
own  will  from  the  volition  that  forms  thee 
to  its  pmposes  from  above." 

"  I  am  a  Breton  soldier  that  serve  the 
Nonnan,  Priest.  I  do  the  Norman's  work 
for  Norman  pay — wherein  is  the  mystery 
there  ?" 

"There  is  other  work  besides  the  Nor- 
man's which  thoa  art  doing,  Breton.  Uncon- 
scionsly  we  serve  our  destinies — unknow- 
ingly we  fulfil  our  parts  of  the  schemes  de- 
igned above.  Mark  1  thou  wert  a  rover  in 
France,  or  Bretagne,  when  De  Mouthault  and 
his  Norman  peers  committed  this  ne&rioas 
crime.  Since  then  hast  been  De  Mont- 
haolt's  man,  against  whom,  but  these  very 
peers  of  his,  has  De  Monthault,  in  the 
in&tuation  which  Providence  sends  on  evil 
men,  employed  thy  relentless  hand  ?" 

"Against  whom?  Against  every  one 
that  is  against  Monthault?  Are  they  not 
many  and  stoux  enough  P" 

"  No,  Breton,  no.  First  and  foremost 
with  his  cousin  De  Monthault  in  the  events 
of  that  fearful  night — first  to  adorn,  fore- 
most to  execute  treachery  and  bloodshed. 


98  RATHOND    DE    HONTHAULT. 

ras  Carolan  de  Turribus.     What  became 
im?" 

"  He  was  slaughtered  at  the  foray 
huinock." 

"  By  whom?  He  fought  on  the  Nom 
ide — why  fell  he  by  a  Norman  lajic 
liat  lance,  thine  ?" 

"  Our  fend  was  sharp  and  of  the  mome 
L-bbot :  we  decided  it  as  we  stood.  He  : 
-'tis  the  chance  of  men  that  live  by  1 
word." 

"  There  is  no  chance,  Breton,  to  m 
!ast  of  all  in  the  matter  of  death;  Second 
dere  was  Fontrel  de  Gnisnes — ^what  v 
is  end?" 

"  Thou  knowest,  Abbot,  for  tiiou  wert 
briever.  In  self-defence  we  yielded  him 
he  Saxon  villeinage  that  Tose  upon  ar 
be  next  Whitsuntide  seven  years, 
[onthault  was  well  nigh  dismantled  befi 
re  rendered  him." 

"  But  his  end,  Breton  P" 

"  Such  as  Norman  meets  from  serf  merci 
"hey  cropped  his  nose,  his  lips,  and  ea 
ad  piked  him  into  ihe  Severn  flood." 

"  Thirdly,    Hillier    de    Ponthievre,    tl 
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swore  lealty  on  the  cross  to  the  Welsh  Chief. 
He  was  ev^  a  BacrilegiooB  gainsayer." 

"  And  he  died  a  dog's  death,  hanged  head 
downward  by  the  Welshmen  in  Kerry 
Woods." 

"  No  Welshman  touched  De  Ponthievre's 
collar,  Breton." 

"  As  liiou  wilt.  Priest.  'Twaa  bruited  so, 
and  so  believed." 

"  Fourthly,  Darde  de  Breos,  that  com- 
manded the  ambuscade  in  the  Chmley  Qroves 
— what  became  of  him  ?" 

"  Darcie  de  Breos?  He  refused  De  Mon- 
thault  feisance  for  the  Digoll  oTinage.  The 
dangeon  vermin  had  him  last — question 
tian." 

"  Fifthly,  there  was  that  inhuman  mon- 
ster, PoBso  de  Fradnis:  in  his  death,  too, 
thou  wert  a  party." 

"  He  should  not  have  menaced  my  Bretons 
with  iron  and  cold  water  in  Chester  Keep 
Iben,"  replied  Jarl. 

"  Ye  boiled  him  alivB  in  the  Pilgrim's 
cauldron  at  Monacilla,  in  the  Sanctoary.  It . 
was  a  fool  and  impious  act !" 

"  A  judgment,  as  thou  assertest.  Abbot, 


10  RAYMOND    DE    HONTHACLT. 

ough  little  I  knew  it,  or  the  Church  st 
ft  have  hanged  four  of  my  best  reivei 
e  iretaliation." 

"  Lastly,  Jorwerth  and  Kotpert  ap  Cat 
idor's  traitoroua  countrymen — what  ■ 
on  do  with  Jorwerth  ? 
"  Sent  tiiTYi  to   Uve  with  the   saini 
lUi.    Was  it  my  fault  he  fell  into 
itches  of  the  Red  men  of  Mowddy?" 
"  And  Eotpert  P"  added  the  Priest. 
"  Thou  seest,  Abbot — 'tis  even  as 
yst." 

"  His  own  option,  Breton.  Not  a 
his  head  shouldst  thou  have  harmed 
done  penitence  for  his  evil  to  C 
ordd.  I  warned  once  and  again,  in 
e  preferred  his  own  quarrel — not  th 
B  dead — with  De  Monthault." 
"  What  seekest  thou  with  me  now,  thei 
ly  hast  thou  come  within  bow-shot  ol 
>wer3  that  detest  and  would  extirpate 
ler?" 

"  Mercy,  Breton !" 
"  For  whom  ?" 
"  For  Giaiitron  de  Pancevot,  thy  do 
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"  He  shall  have  his  life,  if  he  can  with  hia 
own  hand  deUTer  it,  Priest.  I  will  accord 
him  the  grace  that  warriors  are  well  content 
to  give  and  receive.  Ask  no  more  for  him 
— he  himself  will  not  second  thee.  A  fair 
liat  and  equal  arms  shall  be  his.  Tarry  thou 
here  awhile." 

Jarl  re-entered  the  Castle,  Ht  his  torch, 
and  descended  into  the  dnngeons.  The 
spiral  staircase  terminated  far  down  in  the 
BoUd  rock.  Thence  four  passages,  low, 
oarrow,  dripping  with  moss  and  moisture, 
diverged  into  the  palpable  darkness.  ^  The 
smoky  glare  of  the  flame  seemed  rather  to 
dig  into  than  illumine  the  space  into  which 
the  Breton  slowly  advanced.  Drops  feU  and 
hissed  upon  the  torch ;  his  feet  splashed  in 
the  collected  pools ;  the  bats  beat  against  his 
crimson  plume;  and  to  men  of  ordinary 
stunina,  the  air  with  raw,  icy  arrows,  struck 
to  the  very  bone.  Over  a  recess,  some  thirty 
yards  on,  was  suspended  a  dull-burning  iron- 
lamp,  the  hght  of  which  was  nearly  choked 
by  the  scam  which  floated  on  the  surface  of 
the  oiL  Under  it,  on  the  floor  of  the  pave- 
ment, was  a  ring  of  the  same  matorial,  to 
e3 
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'hich  Jarl  foiiliwith  applied  his  hand. 
»ne  on  whicli  it  was  imbedded  rose 
iflcoTered  a  square  excavation  bene 
lexe  also  burnt  a  «imi1a.r  lamp.  The 
f  the  famitare  consisted  of  a  grate  in  w' 
few  coals  and  ashes  yet  remained — a  si 
inch  with  a  heap  of  straw  upon  it — a  pu 
ad  other  machinery  for  torture.  A  pis 
ith  untasted  food  upon  it  stood  in  a  ni 
D  this  horrible  grave  De  Pancevot 
teasuring  his  dozen  paces  to  and  fro  -n 
e  discovered  the  face  of  the  Breton  peei 
own  upon  him. 

There  was  certainly  no  love  depictet 
le  physiognomy,  but  even  the  fixed 
Losity  of  Jarl  was  a  reheving  sight  to 
rorman.  Its  pressure  was  less  than 
>litude  of  that  dreary  cage. 

"  Hast  thou  no  companion,  Marcli 
)ked  Jarl,  "  where  is  that  sullen  b 
iastorgus  ?" 

"  Companion  ?  none — ^unless  thou  nai 
lese  twin  skeletons  in  the  torture-ch 
ich.  One  of  them  was  chained  alive  at 
[>neB  witness.     Bastoi^us  ?    thy  hangm 

he  comrade  for  a  knight  P    The  villa; 
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fixflt  towards  the  sky.  "  I  knew  r 
hat  heaven  was  till  this  moment — 
at  hell  below,  with  thy  hangman  fo 
!nd.  Ah !  there's  room  for  sight 
■eathing  here !  yet  conld  I  Bwallow  it 

feel  now  why  the  roofless  Venetine 
ther  die  on  the  hill  than  serve  in  the  '. 
■■s  a  wise  and  glorious  choice." 

"  But,  sweet  Queen  of  heaven !"  procc 
s,  turning  towards  the  Castle,  the  pit 
}ns  of  whose  towers  soared  up  vast 
easnreless  above  his  head — "  hear 
night — hear  thy  altar-child,  blessed  Ki 

Tonra.  JDeliver  not  my  soul  from 
'er-during  pains,  if  within  a  twelvem 
id  a  day  I  lay  not  the  walls  of  Monti 
wer  than  the  sole  of  my  foot — if  I 
)t  their  ashes  on  the  riven  corpses  of  1 
ault  and  his  sons,  ere  I  fling  them  fort 
le  famished  dog  and  the  scavenger  i 

batten  upon !  Write  my  vow  in  thy  e 
eine  Sanctissima — tell  it  thy  Son  acroa 
ight  throne  of  God,  Bring  thou  the 
ben  De  Monthault  and  I  shall  look 
tr  swords  into  each  other's  eyes,  and  i 
lalt  thou  want  in  Severn  Vale  a  prie 
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chuit  and  candles  to  bom  before  thy  throne. 
I  that  never  broke  plighted  word  with  man, 
swear  it  to  thee !  Witness  it,  Breton  ;  wit- 
ness it,  Angeli,  in  the  air !  De  ma  vie.  111 
do  it !" 

This  ebullition  acted  as  a  valve  to  the  in- 
dignant fiiry  of  the  Norman.  He  replaced 
his  helmet,  and,  with  sturdy  bat  composed 
strides,  followed  the  impassible  Jarl.  A 
Bonnd  as  of  the  sea  surging  on  the  shingle 
nndolated  by.  It  was  the  revelry  within  of 
the  garrison,  and  it  grated  on  De  Fancevot's 


"  Where  is  my  daughter,  Breton  ?  Where 
are  my  troopers  ?  And  whose  grave  is  this 
to  which'  thou  hast  brought  me  P  111  budge 
no  further  till  I  know  where  the  Lady  Maud 
de  Pancevot  is.  Villain!  are  these  sounds 
of  banqueting  her  bridal  bymn  with  Ghiadere 
de  MonthaultP — with  that  abhorred  and 
bloodless  miscreant  ?" 

"  Thy  daughter  is  as  yet  unscathed  and 
nnwedded,  Norman.  In  yonder  wing,  where 
the  taper  bums,  she  sleeps,  if  woman  sleeps 
at  all  in  the  custody  of  Monthanlt.    Win 
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thy  life,  and  perhaps  thou  mayst  win 
Ereedom  too." 

"  Win  it,  Breton  ?" 

"  For  thyself  and  her.  Win  it  as  Noi 
md  a  knight  should  do,  by  skill  and  pro^ 
rhere  is  not  a  prisoner  in  any  vault  in  . 
land  but  would  thank  the  saints  for 
chance  I  proffer  thee." 

"  Thou,  Breton  ?    Must  I  fight  thee 

"  Thou  must  kill  me,  or  I  will  kill 
De  Pancevot,"  replied  Jarl,  with,  for 
^t  time,  a  burst  of  intonsity. 

"  I  thought  it  was  to  be  with  the  sh; 
[ooming  here,"  said  De  Fancevot,  poii 
bo  the  muto  and  stationed  figure  of 
A.bbot.  "  Is  this  grave  deigned  to 
lown  the  spirit  of  a  Marcher,  Breton, 
thou  hast  sunk  it  thus  deep  in  the  soil. 
it  be,  let  him  cope  with  his  equal,  blaze 
blazon,  crest  to  crest;  but  not  with  t 
rhou  forgettest  thyself,  Jarl  Bronz." 

And  the  haughty  N^orman,  dropping 
ireapon  into  its  sheath,  crossed  his  arm 
lis  chest. 

"  Forget  myself?"  replied  Jarl,  witl 
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expressible  significance.  "  Thou  art  the 
traitor  to,  I  am  the  avenger  of,  this  gronnd 
— this  ground,  Norman,  of  Monthault.  With 
me  thou  doest  hattle,  or  I  will  slay  thee  as 
thou  standest." 

"  Thou  art  landless  and  mottoless,  Bre- 
ton," answered  the  Norman,  with  cold  dis- 
dain. "  A  hireling  by  palm-w^e — a  mer- 
cenary, to  slave  as  thou  art  bid — ^thy  back, 
perchance,  scared  with  thy  seigneur's  scourge. 
Tis  not  with  such  the  Norman  chivalry  de- 
scends into  the  lists.  Send  hither  Mon* 
thault  and  his  sons ;  one  by  one  will  I 
undertake  them.  Thoa  art  no  peer  of 
mine." 

"  True,  De  Pancevot,"  said  Jar! ;  "  in 
every  sense,  true.  Look  behind  thee — lift 
np  the  pall — -judge  for  thyself." 

The  Norman  receded,  and,  with  a  slow 
bat  intrepid  hand,  raised  the  cloak  thrown 
over  the  body  of  Ap  Cadvan.  He  gazed 
on  the  features  of  the  severed  head  in  silence. 

"  Ye  have  both  long  coveted  the  soil  of 
De  Monthault,"  continued  JarL  "  Te  shall 
each  possess  a  six-foot  demise  in  it.  Ill  tell 
thee  tidings,  Norman,  shall  cheer  thy  heart 
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to  the  combat.  Dost  know  this  chest?  in 
whose  chamber  it  stood  ?  who  was  the  third 
Hiom  bad^  the  lord  of  it  ?    See  and  answer/' 

And  Jarl,  throwing  the  lid  open  with  bis 
foot,  displayed  the  interior  of  the  chest,  still 
replete  willi  the  gold  which  he  had  carried 
off  fiom  the  surprise  of  the  Bishop's  Keep. 
Be  Pancevot  instantly  recognised  it. 

"  Thou  hast  neither  home,  nor  house,  nor 
hearth  in  the  world,  De  Pancevot.  I  have 
fired  thy  Keep,  sbiin  thy  Seneschal  and  men, 
plundered  thy  treasures,  left  thee  neither 
coin,  nor  stone,  nor  steeL  The  kite  of  the 
cliff  has  a  better  nest  for  her  brood  than 
thou  hast  shelter  for  thyself  and  thy  daugh- 
ter. Thou  hast  lost  thy  retainers,  unseised 
thy  heiress,  forfeited  thy  domain,  betrayed 
thy  honour,  b^gared  thy  means,  and  art 
now  in  jeopardy  of  thy  life.  Thou  art  shorn 
to  the  bone,  thou  fdse,  pernicious  traitor. 
And  now,  when  I,  Jarl  Bronz,  offer  thee  the 
combat,  and  upon  it  stake  ilLe  rescue  of  thy 
life,  thy  child,  thy  gold,  dost  thou  decline  ?" 

The  Norman  seemed  turned  to  marble ; 
but  his  was  not  a  nature  to  remain  long 
submerged  under  the  wildest  flood.     ''Ac- 


ift 
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corsed  be  the  tongae  that  tells,  and  the  ear 
that  hears  it  I"  he  exclaimed,  whilst  passion 
convulsed  his  utterance.  "  Landless  and 
castleless  !  daughter  and  donmia,  soldiervnd 
service — gone !'' 

"  Thou  hast  rare  eoccess,"  said  Jarl,  "  with 
Maud  of  (Germany's  grant  to  thee  of  the 
Montbault  fief.  A  gibe  and  a  scorn  wilt 
thoa  be  to  thj  comrades,  a  by-word  to  min- 
strels in  every  lay ;  a  scoff  and  a  merrimoit 
to  every  henchman  that  hears  thy  tale  and 
treacheiy  recounted  in  the  Marcblsnd  haUs." 

The  sword  flew  from  De  Pancevot's  scab- 
bard, the  foam  hissed  through  his  clenched 
teeth.  Adjusting  his  shield,  he  strode  to* 
wards  the  Breton,  and  eying  him  with  a 
look  that  baffles  description,  struck  at  once 
at  bis  bead.  His  opponent  gradually  fell 
back  before  the  foriona  and  sustained  energy 
of  the  Norman's  assault,  till  he  attained  a 
alight  elevation  some  distance  from  the  spot 
where  the  combat  had  commenced.  Even  in 
this  short  time  his  armour  had  not  escaped 
the  effects  of  the  blows  inflicted  by  bis 
trained  and  powerful  antagonist.  Pieces  fell 
and  fragments   shot  off  from  his  bu(^ler 


12  RAYMOND   DE   HONTHAOLT. 

'herever  the  trenchant  edge  of  the  Max 
lade  came  in  collision  with  its  polishei 
Lce ;  it  appeared  indeed  as  if  De  Fai 
oly  required  one  fair  stroke  at  anj 
art  to  terminate  the  duel,  with  such 
nd  adroitness  were  his  addresses  deh' 
lie  Breton  had  hitherto  abstained  fi 
ingle  exchange,  but  immediately  he  re 
lie  vantage  ground,  his  weapon  lock( 
'anceTot's  at  the  hilt.  In  a  momei 
itter's  wrenched  from  his  grasp,  c 
dldly  in  the  air  by  the  short  chain  att 
3  the  wrist.  The  Norman  bounded 
ut  before  he  sncceeded  in  recoverin, 
ilt,  the  blade  of  the  Breton,  whirlei 
ghtning,  descended  on  his  cuirass, 
lieering  its  way  onward  through  rinj 
lail,  remained  bmied  in  De  Pancevot'i 
le  felt  the  keen  edge  of  the  metal  p 
brongh  his  life,  yet  he  fell  not;  a 
3lled  over  his  sight,  and  his  white  lip  i 
^th  either  agony  or  scorn  of  the  haj 
^hich  he  was  doomed  to  perish.  He  1 
rith  ashy  but  fitiwning  brow  on  the  I 
-their  faces  were  not  a  foot  apart; 
lising  his  weaponless  arm,  he  smote  b 
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the  bar  of  his  visor  with  all  the  collected 
impetus  Mb  dying  powers  could  command. 
So  potent  was  the  concussion  that  the  cheek- 
braces  bent  like  withered  wands.  The  Breton 
himself  reeled,  and  the  helmet  leaping  back, 
was  only  preserved  from  fidling  by  the  traces 
which  united  it  to  the  neck-piece  or  cervical. 
The  extraction  of  the  blade,  which  accompa- 
nied the  motion,  was  followed  by  the  effiision 
of  a  sluice  of  blood ;  yet  some  invisible  in- 
fluence prevented  the  Ncaman  from  instantly 
sliding  to  the  groond.  A  new  terror,  not  of 
bodily  pangs  or  of  impending  dissolution, 
bat  of  some  fearful  spectacle,  darting  npon 
his  now  glazing  orhits,  sustained  him  frozen 
and  erect.  His  hands  rose  between  him  and 
the  Breton,  as  if  to  ward  off  the  sight  of  that 
onvisored  face  from  his  swimming  brain ; 
his  features  drew  tip  with  a  last  spasm  of  the 
quivering  nerves.  The  words,  scarcely  arti- 
culate, which  broke  frt)m  hia  throat,  was 
mingled  with  the  hoarse  rattle  of  death,  and 
the  Norman  subsided  in  that  long-expiring 
gaze,  like  a  felled  pine-tree  to  the  earth — 
dead  but  indomitable ! 
Jarl  leant  on  the  weapon  of  destruction 
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;  leant,  in  a  rigid  trance,  thi 
symptom  of  regret  or  comp 
ietected,  because  none  existed. 
Qy  on  the  lineaments  of  a 
of  life  by  our  own  arm  is  s 
far  easier  to  face  the  Hving. 
tailed  from  neither  triaL 
ere  such  a  thing  as  time,  A 
P"  asked  he,  at  last,  as  the  I 
d.  "  What  is  it  to  Him,  a 
9  hence  or  to-day  ?  Where  : 
kich  is  not  the  present  to  ] 
lan  knows  it  now  wherever  hi 
—wherever  it  shudders  in  n 
e  kept  my  Mth  with  thee,  P: 
.  hast,  Breton,  as  indeed  thoi 

gh.  Retire  till  I  summon 
jlave  of  Monthault,  as  De  Fai 
On  whose  behalf  do  I  incam 
da  but  for  the  lord  of  these  I 
My  master  must  again  a& 
'.e  loves  a  dead  enemy  better 
nest — therefore,  go." 
i  must  have  their  rites,  Breto 
themselveB  are  beyond  the  h 
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hatred  of  man.  Priest ;  do  as  thou  wilt  by 
the  casements  in  whidi  they  dwelt" 

"  When  the  next  gong  sounds  will  I  be 
here  again  Let  none  dishonour  thee  in  dis- 
honooring  them.  All  mortal  vengeance 
ceases  here,"  replied  the  Abbot;  pointing  to 
the  grave,  and  then  vanishing  in  the  shades 
of  the  Forest. 

The  Breton  and  the  dead  were  for  hours 
alone ;  he  as  motionless  above  them  as  they 
extended  at  his  feet  below  him. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE    ORDEAL    OF    flEE. 

enter  the  church  of  St.  lyssil. 
any  sunts  of  singular  ortho| 
dnate  the  Cambrian  heavens. 
Caerleon.  from  Menevia,  &om 
hmds  the  very  names  of  wbicli 
red  SQch  strange  transformations 
istic  crucible  as  to  defy  the  keen 
suggestive  geographer  to  i^ 
with  any  known  country  of  n 
I.  The  science  of  localities  di 
exist.  The  Irish  missionary  w] 
lionest  conviction  that  impossil 
ae  trifles  to  the  faithfid,  voluntee 
art  the  Moors,  wherever  they  we 
hat  never  troubled  him- — andhapj 
id  in  Cardiganshire,  baptized  it  1 
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lia,  and  forthwith  commenced  his  Gospel 
rk  on  the  people,  exemplifies  the  general 
ion  BO  prevalent  in  those  dajs  of  the  most 
bonnded  ignorance  with  the  most  enter- 
zing  energy  of  action.  Such  characters  asked 
; — cared  not — ^whether  the  world  was  flat 
ronnd — a  circle  or  a  square ;  either  suppo- 
on  was  indifferent.  Whether  the  earth 
olred  round  the   sun,    or  the   sun  round 

world,  did  not  affect  them ;  it  was  as  God 
ased.  God  was  everywhere — the  hght 
lywhere ;  the  rest  was  of  secondary  con- 
uence.  So  when  the  pilgrim  Crusader 
ssed  the  seas,  his  ideas  of  the  position  oi 
lestine  or  Jemsalem  were  charmingly  indis- 
3t ;  they  were  towards  the  sun-rise ;  doubt- 
3  [  the  Saints,  as  they  marched  on,  would 
iply  particnhLrs.  No  wonder,  therefore,  the 
t  city  was  at  times,  to  the  horror  of  the 
afaitants,  mistaken  for  Jerusalem,  especially 
any  structure  of  magnificence  within  ite 
Ws  could   be    construed  into    the   Temple. 

wonder  either  that  it  required  no  slight 
(juence  to  persuade  the  rank  and  file  of  the 
irman  host  that  Constantinople  was  not 
>n,  nor  the  Boephorus  Jordan.  The  chiefi 
ghed,  stroked  their  mustachicw,  swore  the} 
roh.  II.  L 
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ill  such  things  to  the  Riesta. 
due  course  rectified  the  error- 
tately — such  errors  had  their 
This  placid  iriBOuciance  to 
tances  reached  its  climax  in  re 
3I  difficulties  of  which  pres 
^es  to  communication  of  an 
-knowledge,  ramour,  or  exper 
nunneries,  abbacies  were  sel 
litutions  ;  all  the  interest  of 
red  within  themselv^;  or  was 
the  cause  which  united  all 
I>rderB  in  one  catena  of  symp 
n  monk  in  England  was  more  1 
the  bearings  and  vicinity  ol 
m  convent  of  his  order — be 
Normandy — than  the  geograp 
rozimate  to  his  own  domain, 
therefore,  in  which  both  Laj 
found  themselves  involved, 
utual  data  they  attempted  t 
ollow  each  other's  itinerations 
emely  ludicroiis,  the  narrati^ 
ig  on  his  auditor  nothing  1 
,  hazy  sense  of  wastes,  wilds,  fo 
;doms  at  most  indefinite  dist 
other.     Hence  the  abrupt  ti 
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ions  in  the  records  and  l^ends  of  the  period ; 
lence  the  anconscioiis  defiance  by  these  se- 
Inded  historians  of  all  measures  of  time  and 
listance  in  the  marches  or  pilgrimage  of  both 
heir  spiritual  and  terrestrial  adventurers, 
doreover,  every  one  remarks  with  surprise  in 
he  old  romances — ^which  are,  after  all,  the 
ruest  exposition  of  the  then  popular  mind — 
ow  unexpectedly  relatives — such  as  uncles, 
rothers,  cousins — ^tum  up  in  the  very  crisis  of 
be  hero's  or  heroine's  fortunes.  But  this 
>liition,  however  awkward  in  appearance,  was 
ased  in  reality  on  facts.  In  Wales — from 
'hich  country  most  of  these  fictions  emanated, 
Q  the  national  usages  of  which  we  find  these 
icidenta  often  accurately  modelled — there  al- 
■ays  existed  whole  families,  not  rarely  princely 
r  subregal  ones,  every  member  of  which  was 
edicated  to  one  object — the  propagation  and 
mnding  of  churches.  Such,  for  example,  was 
liat  of  Brychan,  the  petty  king  of  Brycheiniog 
r  Breconshire,  whose  twenly-four  sons  con- 
bituted  a  kind  of  Masonic  Order  for  the  erec- 
Lon  of  parochial  temples  through  the  unevaa- 
lelized  districts  of  the  Principality,  many  of 
rhich,  especially  in  Powysland,  retain  to  this 
lay  the  name  of  their  tutelary  founder.  Under 
l2 
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ostances  the  discovery  of  bloi 
ider  the  cowl  of  the  Eremite, 
f  the  Abbot,  was  easily  and  sati 
huned.  Nor  must  we  foiget  th 
c  system  had  attained  in  Wall 
E*rimitiTe  British  ApostoUdty 
Church  of  St.  John,  a  height  ai 
'  development  which  it  never  i 
Q  to  imitate  under  its  subseque: 
St.  Peter.  No  establishments 
ed  with  the  ancient  Menevia,  Cae 
r-Iscoed,  where  the  brethren  we 
himdreds ;  and  so  numerons  ve 
r-priests,  so  disciplined  their  su 
lily  relays,  as  to  enable  the  Abbe 
th  truth,  that  &om  year's  end 
rom  night  to  morning,  from  mor 
>,  the  praises  of  God  hterally  nev 
)e  chanted]  never  for  a  momei 
le  mouths  of  the  feithM.  Tli 
s  Cathedral  success  on  a  magni 
Nothing  in  this  particular  form 
:«nded  afterwards  to  compete  wil 
3onferred  nothing  which  compel 
bs  destruction  ;  for  it  must  I 
these  institutions  were  agrico 
s  on  ecclesiastical  principles,  etei 
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inmate  of  which  worked  with  his  own  hands 
as  a  laboorer,  craftsman,  or  artisan.  One  by 
one  they  fell  or  mouldered  gradually  into 
desuetude  and  ruin  in  the  ruthless  ware  of  the 
two  nations ;  but  the  memory  of  the  native 
Siunts,  nurtured  at  their  fanes,  long  retained  its 
bold  on  the  affections  of  their  countrymen. 
Eleverence  soon  degenerates  into  superstition. 
3ne  apparently  authenticated  iact  connected 
ffith  the  shrine  or  relics  of  the  saint  was  suifi- 
:ient  to  mature  superstition  into  worship, 
fhus  it  had  occurred  to  St.  Tyssil,  in  whose 
lanctuary  we  have  now  placed  ourselves.  De 
acto,  he  was  a  scion  of  the  hoiise  of  Brychan, 
lad  himself  biult,  endowed,  and  ministered  in 
he  church  beneath  whose  humble  sod  his 
nortal  ashes  recUned.  De  fide,  he  had  been 
levated  on  the  strength  of  some  mysterious 
egend,  to  a  very  different  character  and  posi- 
ion.  It  is  known  the  matter>of-fact  adoration 
f  the  middle  ages  in  whole  populations  con- 
isted  of  individual  devotion  to  some  one  Saint, 
elected  at  option  out  of  the  whole  Pantheon 
f  the  Christian  mythology ;  indeed,  in  the 
eli^pous  records  of  certain  monasteries  the 
oirades,  piety,  interpositions  of  the  Saint 
limself  entirely  exclude  even  allusion  to  the 
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Deity  in  either  his  Paternal  or  Incarnate 
form.  Human  nature,  in  the  rongh  or  in  the 
mass,  never  refines,  reasons,  or  subtilises.  In 
those  days  it  reposed  fidth — an  honest,  genuine 
faith — ^in  such  miracles  and  spiritual  inter- 
ferences. How  they  were  effected  was  the 
saint's,  not  the  believer's,  province. 

St.  Tyssil  had  not  escaped  this  universal 
determination  of  every  man  to  possess  his  own 
representative  and  champion  in  \the  invisible 
hierarchy.  He  had  been  slowly  but  totally 
transformed  from  a  patient,  unobtrusive,  meek 
Christian,  into  a  dramatically  opposite  mon- 
ster.  A  healthy  respect  for  his  pious  memory 
had,  by  the  wand  of  that  wondrous  magician, 
Time,  assumed  the  aspect  of  an  appeal  to  his 
decision  in  questions  of  which  the  living  man 
would  have  strenuously  deprecated  all  cog- 
nizance— questions  of  appeal  by  arms,  or  by  the 
Ordeal  of  fire.  This  was  a  strange  metamor- 
phosis, yet  it  proceeded  on  not  altogether 
inexplicable  grounds.  The  illiterate  orders  in 
mediaeval   eras    possessed,   amongst   all  their 

were  not  entirely  the  fools  their  posterity  com- 
placently pronounces  them  to  have  been.  If 
the  Church  used  them  for  its  purposes,  they. 
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a  turn,  used  the  Church  for  their  purposes, 
rheir  fiuth  possessed  a  policy  of  its  own. 
[liey  knew  from  bitter  experience  that  the 
nidal  Baron,  the  border  Marcher,  the  rare 
[ing's-Conrt,  were  not  exactly  the  authorities 
■om  which  they  were  likely  to  obtain  a  fair 
eld  and  no  iavour  in  the  settlement  of  private 
ifferences.  With  whomsoever  their  suit  lay, 
ijudication  was  a  delicate  responsibility ; 
scision  an  a&ont  to  at  least  one  lamily,  per- 
ups  to  a  whole  clan,  barony,  or  interest. 
Thy  therefore  incur  the  risk  of  such  an  am- 
iguous  arena?  Why  submit  an  honest  quarrel 
-good  enough  as  it  stood — to  the  aelfish 
mdling  of  border  reivers,  ignorant  serfs, 
'erawed  retainers  ?  Why  extend  a  personal 
acaa  to  the  certain  consequences  of  implica- 
Qg  a  whole  seigniory  in  its  catastrophe? 
0 !  Such  procedure  would  be  infatuation, 
nr  easier,  wiser,  more  merciful  for  all  parties 
dispatch  the  affair  at  once  and  for  ever  by 
I  appeal  to  holy  St.  Tyssil,  whose  impar- 
idily  was  unexceptionable,  than  refer  it  to 
ly  secular  tribunal  in  times  when  the  very 
ements  of  judicial  evidence  were  but  strug- 
ing  into  light.  Appeals  of  Ordeal,  therefore, 
ere  sometimes — we  do  not  aver  always — as 
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^h  matters  of  expediency  as  of  teligioi 
it  is  historical  that  the  guilty  pari 
3red  the  lists  so  much  under  the  donl: 
aence  of  an  accusiog  conscience  and 
atly  terrors,  as  in  very  many  instaoces 
fer  an  easy  victory  on  his  antagonist,  i 
eal,  therefore,  to  St.  Tyssil — ^though  fi 
n  many  temporal  inconveniences — was  i 
ivial  matter.  It  had  its  dark  aa  well 
leful  side.  The  Miller  was  placed  in  a  s 
imma,  when  he  referred  himself  to  the  ju( 
at  of  this  martial  referee.  Of  the  two  e^ 
Farl  Bronz  and  the  Saint — the  Saint  i 
irly  the  least.  He  had,  therefore,  as 
e  seen,  with  sullen  helplessness  conagi 
cause  to  the  test  of  celestial  fire. 
Accordingly  by  the  altar  at  the  east  ( 
St.  Tyssil's  Sanctuary — a  building  wh 
adation  accommodated  itself  to  the  ineq 
»  of  its  site  —  were  assembled  the  Ba 
Monthault,  as  sponsor  to  his  serf,  Guad( 
ITS,  Jarl  Bronz  the  appellant,  the  Sai 
ifessor  of  Chirbury,  Fathers  John  and  It 
pynnan,  with  divers  others  whom  curioe 
interest  had  attracted  to  the  solemn! 
ver  down  were  congregated  the  genf 
IS  of  spectators,  divided  into  two  bodies 
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aeaxta  of  a  strong  railing,  which  left  in  the 
entre  of*  the  chnrch  a  clear  open  passage  of 
ibont  nine  yards  in  length.  A  few  feet  west- 
rard  of  the  altar  stood  a  brazen  tripod,  in 
rhich  bnmt  a  bright  coke  fire.  On  the  altar 
ras  laid  a  bar  of  pohshed  iron,  which  did 
lot  exceed  a  pound  in  weight.  In  the  triple 
>rdeal  the  weight  would  have  been  three 
loonds.  Between  the  altar  and  the  tripod 
tood  the  Miller;  by  him  a  monk  with  a 
trong  pair  of  pincers  in  his  hand. 

"  Hold  up  thy  chin.  Miller,"  said  the  Baron. 
■  Knowest  thou  not  that  none  but  they  of 
Loble  birth  have  heralds'  right  to  claim  this 
est  of  the  red  element  P  Have  I  not  bestowed 
n  thee  this  touch  of  fiery  knighthood  by  way 
if  honour  ?  Hadst  thou  not  De  Monthault 
or  thy  Seigneur  thou  wouldst,  like  other 
aitifis,  be  done  hy  inches  to  death  in  thine 
iwn  mill-pond.  Put  on  thy  valour,  man. 
Phere's  Swartb,  our  hammerer  yonder,  grapples 
rith  metal  as  hot  each  day  of  his  life — thy 
xilm,  methinks,  is  not  much  more  teneral  than 
lis.    Come,  Priest,  begin  thy  sorceries." 

"  Baron  of  Monthault,"  replied  in  a  slow 
xme  the  worn,  hollow-cheeked  Ascetic  of  Chir- 
bury— "  profane  neither  this  place  nor  this 
l3 
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boly  ritual  with  the  rifaaldij  of  the  camp. 
There  are  those  around  thee  whom  thou 
kuowest  Bot  nor  seest,  that  hrook  not  levity 
in  word  or  work.  It  may  he  between  them 
and  thee  there  are  accounts  harder  than  any 
this  poor  wretch  is  called  upon  to  settle — 
therefore  beware ;  take  heed  to  thy  Kps." 

The  Barpn  made  no  further  reply  than  to 
drop  his  heavy  battle-axe  point  downward  on 
the  stone-flooring. 

It  was  Guadere  asked : 

"  Thy  flesh.  Priest,  hath  never  yet  covered 
thy  bones — ^hard  therefore  is  it  to  judge 
whether  thou  art  fiill  or  fasting.  Hast  thou 
done  thy  own  pact  in  this  appeal  ?  hast  neither 
com  nor  meat  passed  thy  teeth  these  three 
days  gone  ?   Art  thou  thyself  dean  to  judge  ?" 

The  Ascetic  drew  back  the  rich  folds  of  the 
Priestly  attire,  and  disclosing  his  shirt  of 
coarse  woven  hair  beneath  them,  replied, — 

"  No  flesh  of  carnal  growth,  nor  produce  of 
sin-sown  seed  hath  entered  this  skeleton  for 
thrice  three  days — ^nought  but  the  brook  and 
its  herbs.  Wherefore  should  such  as  I  pamper 
the  dust  of  their  tabernacle  ?  Fast,  Norman  ? 
Thy  hound  hath  eaten  more  to-day  than  wonld 
-ffice  for  a  month  of  my  necessities  on  earth. 
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Would  both  they  and  these  bones  were  alite  dis- 
solved. The  grave — ^for  the  grave  alone  I  bnn- 
ger — for  the  death  of  this  corrupted  life  alone  I 
thirst.  Miserere  mei  et  eripe  peccatis,  Donune." 

A  stir  took  place  amongst  the  crowd  of 
Peasantry. 

"  Who  dare  question  the  Chirbury  hermit  ?" 
muttered  a  guttural  voice. 

"  The  Saxon's  saint — the  poor  man's  shrie- 
rer,"  echoed  a  second. 

"  He  that  has  fested  these  twenty  years 
Tom  taste  of  Sin  or  Satan,"  intervened  the 
irst  voice. 

"  That's  true,"  murmured  the  serfs  in  a  body. 

The  Baron  f^ain  struck  the  fioor  with  his 
lattle-axe,  and  the  voices  ceased. 

*'  Wilt  thou  pronounce  the  preces,  brother," 
ud  the  Ascetic  to  Father  John. 

What  a  contrast  between  these  two  men — 
carcely  could  the  amalgamation  embrace  them 
dthin  one  Church. 

The  portly  corporation  of  the  Confessor  of 
Janllugan  stepped  forward  and  extending  its 
and  over  the  tripod,  began  to  chant  the 
tenedicite  in  those  full  luscious  tones  on 
rhich  the  Father  condescended  at  times  to 
ermit  himself  to  be  flattered.     Other  voices 
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joined,  till  the  little  sanctuary  seemed  to  roll  i 
a  volume  of  m^estic  melody. 

The  Normans  and  the  Miller  were  the  on] 
mutes.  Even  the  eioldiers  threw  in  the  roug 
accompaniment  of  an  occasional  note. 

The  prayers  and  psalms  of  Consecration  ot 
the  fire  followed  in  rapid  succession. 

Then  Father  John  receiving  the  iron,  he 
it  suspended  ahove  the  tripod  whilst  he  utten 
the  following  Benediction,  which  we  insert 
a  specimen  of  this  singular  service  : — "  By  tl 
Invocation  of  thy  Most  Holy  Name,  by  tl 
Advent  of  thy  Son,  by  the  gift  of  the  Spirit- 
Paraclete,  bless.  Lord,  to  the  manifestation 
Thy  true  judgment  this  metal.  So  sanctify 
that  every  diabolical  delusion  being  &r  ; 
moved,  the  verity  of  Thy  true  judgment  m 
be  made  apparent  to  thy  &ithiul  peop 
through  Christ  our  Lord." 

And  forthwith  the  bar  was  sprinkled  wi 
holy  water  and  plunged  into  the  glowing  col 

The  Ascetic  then  was  on  the  point  of  kne 
ing  at  the  altar  when  the  Miller  for  the  & 
time  spoke : — 

"  I  am  not  guilty,"  said  he. 

The  Ascetic  motioned  to  Jarl  Bronz. 

"  I,  Jarl  Bronz,  Breton  of  Qaul,"  b^an  t 
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atter,  "  Miles  of  Eaymond  de  Monthanlt, 
iieor  of  Komwuxdy  and  Angleterre,  impeach 
he  Saxon  Adpa  of  Marrington  of  sacrilege 
igunst  tlie  Fane  of  St.  David  in  the  Hollow." 

The  veins  in  the  emaciated  hand  of  the 
Lscetic  seemed  to  swell  with  snppressed  feeling. 

"  In  that  he  hath  wrought  murder  on  the 
ody  of  Ehydderch  ap  Jestyn,  Monticola  of 
)eheubarth,  sworn  in  the  presence  of  these 
wo  noble  knights  now  present,  by  my  hands 
nder  the  protection  of  the  saint  of  the  Cymru, 
ife-free  and  limb-free  for  three  hours  forth 
rom  Monthanlt  Keep.  So  witness  the  truth, 
rod  and  St.  David." 

"  Say'st  thou  '  not  guilty '  to  this  charge, 
Idpa  of  Marrington  P"  questioned  the  Ascetic. 

"  Not  guilty,"  once  more  said  the  Miller, 
:eeping  his  eyes  rivetted  on  the  ground. 

"  Think  not  of  thy  body,  for  weal  or  pain 
a  this  mortal  flesh,"  cried  the  Priest.  "  Look 
0  save  thy  soul  from  the  burning  pit  of 
Lpollyon,  not  thy  limb  from  the  passing  fire 
if  coal.  If  thou  drewest  bolt  or  laidest  finger 
in  the  life  of  this  Rhydderch  ap  Jestyn,  thou 
lit  a  man  foregone  for  ever." 

"  I  am  not  guilty,"  for  the  third  time  said 
kt  Miller. 
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"  On  peril  of  thy  perditioa  ?"  cri 
Priest,  settling  his  eyes  on  the  dull  im 
ispect  of  the  accused. 

"  Dost  shrink  and  tremble,  recreant  ?' 
he    Baron.      "  Answer    the   Priest, 
What !  dost  thou  shudder  ?" 

"  Most  do  for  a  day  or  two  on  who 
!»rgus  has  cut  his  marks,"  growled  the 

"  Ha  I  that  had  escaped  me — ^but 
drrah,  answer  or  we  may  need  Bs 
igain." 

"  I'D  handle  the  iron,  Norman,"  br 
the  Miller,  with  savage  intensity, 
laming  as  IHves'  toague,  but  may  £ 
bave  my  soul  if  Kps  of  mine  shall  toi 
[nass  this  mom.  I  am  unconfest,  F 
onoonfest :  lips  of  mine  shall  never  tc 
Holy  Christ  to-day.  Sins  enow  ha^ 
reckon  for — but  not  this  now  charge 
me.     The  iron — but  no  Mass  !" 

Again  a  low,  indistinct  agitation  | 
the  peasantry.  The  Priest  advanced 
tripod.  The  bar  by  this  time  had  act 
candent  heat. 

The  Miller  bared  his  arm,  whilst  his 
worked,  and  his  jaws  clenched  thems 
endure  the  trial. 
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"  Deus,  qui  per  ignem,"  resumed  the  Priest, 
whilst  the  fellow-monk  seized  the  bar  with  the 
pincers. 

"  Now,  Saxon,  look  to  thy  grip,"  cried  the 
Baron. 

Father  John  stepped  three  paces  down  the 
Eible — shorter  paces  Father  John  had  never 
been  known  to  step.  In  his  hand  he  carried 
several  folds  of  linen.  By  his  side  Father 
Ithel  hdd  a  roll  of  wax.,  a  wax-torch,  and 
bandages.  At  the  end  of  the  third  pace  hoth 
Others  tamed  round  and  faced  the  altar. 

The  Priest,  dipping  the  tips  of  his  fingers  in 
the  holy-water  vessel,  dashed  a  few  drops  on 
the  hissing  metal. 

"  For  thy  life,  Miller !"  shouted  the  Norman. 

The  Priest  made  the  sign  of  the  cross ;  the 
Monk  instantly  extended  the  iron  towards  the 
Miller. 

The  latter,  drawing  in  his  hreath,  and  seizing 
the  red,  eparkling  torture  with  desperate  energy 
in  his  right  hand,  strode  forward  three  paces 
with  it  to  Father  John.  There  it  dropped; 
attached  to  it  dropped  also  a  fragment  of  flesh 
uid  skin. 

The  hand  itself  was  immediately  arrested  by 
Father  John,  the  linen  bandages   appUed,    a 
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led  round  the  arm,  and  on  tht 
;atareB,  in  three  distinct  plac 
al  of  St.  ^ssil  impreBsed  i 
!T  had  suppressed  every  soond- 
jf  pain.  The  scowl  with  wt 
D  the  tortured  memher  was  m< 
ban  any,  cry. 
e  and  Jarl  Breton  went  up  to  li 

heart  of  grace.   Miller,"  sf 
ith  grim  contempt  at  the  who 

"  These  handogs  of  the  Churc 
id.  Had  I  my  will  I'd  so  extra 
I  proudest  Amongst  them  shou] 
le  fluttering  of  a  Norman  ha 
e !  my  father  shall  not  lose  his  b 
!  saints  in  the  red  Usts  of  Llan 
dm  three  days  hence  he  raw 
igue,  well  find  means  to  delii 
y  from  the  priestly  tree — trustC 
lault  for  that." 
ly  reply  was  a  groan  of  unsul 

thee  !  art  satisfied,  Jarl  Bros 
lie  Baron  to  his  suhordinate. 
toughest  marksman  will  he  c 

days  from  handling  feather 
leed  every  foot  to  the  forega 
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jainst  thaw  murdering  Cymru.  "Would  this 
ivil's  brand,"  added  he,  kicking  the  iron  bar 
itb  such  violence  that  it  flew  Hke  a  bolt  from 
I  engine  above  the  heads  of  the  peasantiy, 
were  burning  metal  on  the  root  of  the  tongue 
2t  told  De  Monthault  to  submit  his  Mar- 
igton  grinder  to  the  glamour  of  priestcraft. 
ien  de  ma  vie!  if  they  have  crimped  thy 
3ews  past  sxu^iy,  111  harrow  some  of  their 
sts  in  return  past  mason's  craft  to  build  them 

"  That  will  be  o'er  late  help  for  a  maimed 
ab,**  growled  the  Miller,  the  dark  flush  of 
«sion  mantling  on  his  face  and  forehead. 
Tve  served  thee  and  thine  to  purpose,  Nor- 
an,  these  twenty  years,  seed-time  and  earing- 
ne,  fall  hail,  fall  rain,  come  Welshman,  come 
ing,  come  Baron.  When  the  trumpet  of  the 
eep  sang  out  the  serfdom  to  fight,  I've  left 
e  child  in  the  crib,  the  meal  in  the  bin,  the 
;kle  in  the  com,  to  buckle  on  quiver  and 
lublet  the  first  in  the  field.  The  curse  of 
„  Gathlac  on  my  heart  for  doing  so !  What 
ndering  hast  thoo  returned?  Thou  hast 
;fted  me  up,  like  a  hornless  stag,  to  be  grilled 
id  scarred  by  the  fire  of  a  Church  whose  best 
(ings  for  thee  and  thy  sons  have  been  the 
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tar-lsan,  the  thwart,  and  the  grappe] 
the  guerdon  yell  win,"  continued  i 
g  to  the  serfdom,  and  holding  up, 
(store  of  hatred,  his  swathed  and  tr 
ember,  "  for  doing  leal  and  tme  soh 
Le  Norman  liord.  Had  I  been  a 
ouk,  with  the  cowl  of  St.  Benedict 
loulders,  nor  he,  nor  his  three  sons  in 
oold  have  dared  to  do  on  this  skin  wl 
ive  now  in  presence  seen  done  on  thei 
id  bonded  vassal.  False  lords  are 
leir  own  feuds,  niddering  cowards  ags 
ack  priestcraft,  that  bat  for  me  and  m; 
ould  have  crushed  them  long  since  in 
'  their  own  den.  The  fire  that  B 
ane  now  sends  into  my  bones — may  il 
leir  souls  for  ever  in  hell !" 
The  serf  poUed  his  bonnet  over  his  e; 
irusting  bis  hand  into  his  bosom, 
iwards  the  door  of  the  church. 
"  'Tis  Bourly  spoken,  Miller,"  said  th( 
thou  art  a  gruff  knave.  At  any  otl 
i  dree  thee  such  penance  for  thy 
■eachment  that  thy  fellows  should  re 
ly  bark  long  after  they  had  forgot 
ngoe;  bnt  thon  hast  taken  and  v 
jense.    "Ware  thou  try  it  not  twice,  « 
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ing  worse  than  the  gripping  of  a  blacksmith's 
>]  betides  thee.  Thou  shalt  have  yeoman's 
ly  with  the  priesthood  ;  and  by  my  soul,  get 
Ine  hand  in  again,  thou  may'st  essay  thy 
ill  in  yew-craft  on  any  frock  between  here 
1  Alan  de  Walsingham's  chapel,  without  Be 
mthault  thinlriTig  the  worse  of  thee  for  thy 
ictice." 

A.  truculent  gleam  illomiuated  the  eyes  of 
;  serf.  Father  Ithel  fidgetted ;  Father  John 
t  a  few  drops  of  apprehension  distilling  from 
capacious  brow.  The  Ascetic  immediately 
posed  silence. 

Bis  was  one  of  those  constitutions  that, 
ring  subdued  themselreB,  despised  all  external 
igers.  He  would  have  confrx>nted  the  Coli- 
im  and  the  lions  as  calmly  as  he  now  did  the 
LTcher  and  his  brood  in  that  which  he  believed 
be  the  cause  of  truth  and  the  deity. 
*  Who  are  there  amongst  you  that  fear  St. 
,vid  and  honour  Ms  shrine?"  asked  he,  ac- 
ting the  general  throng ;  who  that  is  ready 
avenge  insult  and  slight  to  blessed  St.  Tyssil  P 
lo  that,  for  the  sake  of  light  and  glory,  will 
icnte  justice  and  judgment  on  the  head  of  an 
jmy  of  God  and  His  Church  P" 
A  score  of  hands  were  inatantly  held  up. 
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tins  Saxon  say  the  fire 
ady  kindled  in  his  hoc 
ed  the  Mass;  neverthel 

descended.  Bear  witne: 
ian  people,  he  hath  hiim 
>om  I  And  thou,  Normal 
serf  of  Satan  to  more 
>lacker  crime,  to  more 
lymond  de  Monthanlt  i 
e  Lord  hath  begun  wii 

retumeth  not  void  ha' 
liee ;  thou  man  of  the  ire 
rfc  of  adamant,  the  how 
fixed :  in  the  vision  of  tl 
,w  thee  hrought  to  the  D 
years  to  thee.  I  hehelc 
';  the  sin  of  thy  yout 
an  armed  man,  and  th 
Let  none  lay  weapon  c 
liaolt — he  is  as  Cain,  ma 
of  the  Lord ;  the  liord 
Dead  to  plead  with  him. 
r  stared  with  unfeig:ned  a 
Priest.      With   astonist 

;    with   no    tinge   of 
be  to  Bannlph,  who  pret 
^parently    violent    int^ 
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back,  boj,  dost  heed  the  ravings  of  this 
barved  idiot?" 

"  For  this  ward-swom  of  the  Fane,"  continaed 
le  Priest,  without  deigning  a  look  on  Ranolph, 
away  with  him  to  durance  till  the  hour  of 
mrise  three  days  hence.  If  he  prove  perjured, 
lessed  is  the  man  that  shall  smite  him  even  as 
e  smote  to  the  ground — even  unto  death ;  as 

is  written,  '  the  voice  of  thy  brother's  blood 
ieth  onto  me  from  the  ground.*  Smite  bJTn 
I  the  name  of  God  and  St.  David  !" 

The  same  significant  murmur,  which  had 
lore  than  once  before  agitated  the  multitude, 
^ain  broke  out. 

The  Priest  traversed  the  aisle. 

"Breton,"  said  he,  "look  well  to  thy  ward 
-absolve  thy  soul  from  the  ban  of  the  Staff  of 
t.  Dewi,  Norman,  the  morrows  of  thy  life 
re  counted,  and  this  shall  be  thy  sign.  The 
inds  from  heaven  shall  blow  from  the  four 
oarters  ere  this  moon  wane  dim.  But  hearken 
e  people — the  Cloud  of  the  Stipas  that  rests 
liereon  shall  not  quiver  to  the  winds — ^blow 
bou  north,  south,  east,  or  west — till  it  moves 
0  be  the  flag-staff  of  death  above  the  towers 
f  Monthault." 
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t.  Goorge,  Priest,"  cried  ( 
It  never  live  to  see  that  day.' 

young  man :  if  this  be 
\us  mortal  corpse,  I  shall  n 
eyes  this  day  behold  my  ma 
}  Priest  gazed  without  pity, 
'  perceptible  emotion,  on  the  J 
J  be — thunder  of  God  it  : 
swered  the  reckless  Baron 
Marrington  Miller.  Look 
f  thoD  preachest  smiting  I 
rhofit." 
est  had  vanished  from  the  p< 

np  thy  coniage,  Saxon,"  f 
>n,  sloping  his  follower 
'care  not  for  the  Hermit, 

of  brain.     Only  man  stombl 
iman  in  the  Hollow  again, 
vhere  thou  wouldst  least  Ii 
to  whom   the  Norman  ow( 

than  to  a  hundred  like  thee 
me,  it  would  have  been  a  k 

ere  De  Montbault  had  set 
um's  hole  to  see  his  Theoi 
m  like  a  barn-door  fowl  ii 
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"  Where  the  fire  of  St.  Dewi  hghte,"  an- 
rered  Jarl  Bronz,  "  the  breeze  of  Shire  Teivi 
ays  fireely  with  ashes.  Better,  Norman,  it 
lonld  light  here  than  on  the  banner  of  Mon- 

Iflolt." 

"  Breton,"  said  the  Marcher,  in  a  low  tone, 
I  cannot  read  thee  here — thou  art  Buper- 
itioos ;  may  be  thy  fancy  that  Monthault 
eep  was  jeopardized  has  moved  thee  to  this 
ork.  Thou  hast  sucked  nun's  mUk,  and  with 
a  brain  ready  for  all  saintly  Ues :  therefore 
say,  it  may  be.  See,  thou  prove  it.  Mean- 
me,  bethink  thee  well.  Thus  far  for  thee ; 
;yond  it  is  thy  lord's :  the  tree  does  not  grow 
lat  will  bear  Hugh  of  Harrington  for  its  &uit : 
iderstand  thou  that." 

"  Here  ye,  Sholtar  and  Dirk  of  the  Dyfflyn," 
ied  Jarl,  without  directly  noticing  the 
[archer's  address: — "Te  are  stalwart  kernes ; 
lace  yourselves  on  either  side  the  Miller,  take 
im  home  to  his  mill,  leave  him  not  the  twain 
r  ye  for  the  count  of  a  hundred  to  himself. 
r  he  escape,  if  the  seals  be  broken,  if  oil  or 
niment  touch  his  skin,  if  ye  permit  ought 
ring — except  his  daughter,  his  daughter 
f^era — ^to  tend  or  hold  parley  with  him,  Jarl 
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Bronz  will  teach  yoa  a  Breton  lessoi 
bough  cord  and  a  short  shriving." 

The  Miller  resigned  himself  to  his 
^des.  Behind  them  strode  Jarl  Bro: 
:;ame  the  erect,  moscolar  form  of  th( 
followed  as  usual  by  his  three  sons. 
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CHAPTEE  VI.. 

THE  FAITH  OF  THE  SAXON  SEKF. 

Fhi  room  into  which  we  introduce  ouiselves  ia 
I  specimen  of  the  interior  accommodation  in 
iie  dwellings  or  homesteads  of  the  wealthier 
ind  more  favoured  serfs  of  the  Saxon  pc^ula* 
ion  in  the  reign  of  stout  King  Stephen  of 
31ois.  It  traverses  the  whole  length  of  the 
louse,  abounds  in  singuhtrly-devised  recesses, 
s  very  low,  very  dusky,  very  suspicious,  very 
guarded,  and,  for  a  rfiiller's  means  and  war- 
anty,  by  no  means  insufficiently  fortified. 
rhe  awkward  massive  door  has  a  St.  Andrew's 
Jross  of  two-inch  iron  rivetted  into  its  centre, 
he  arms  of  which  readily  swing  into  deep 
jrooves  in  the  bul^  side  posts.  The  windows 
ire  narrow  embrasures  through  which  the  day- 
ight  shoots  in  oblong  lines  of  timid  light, 
rhese  lines  are  full  of  motra — the  dust  of  the 


242  EATMOND   D£   MONTHAULT. 

oak-floor  is  ancient,  and  the  Miller  is  a  man 
not  given  to  disturbing  the  least  particle  of 
antiquity  in  his  own  home.  He  would  con- 
sider the  attempt  to  stir  that  dust  equivalent 
to  a  declaration  of  domestic  rebellion.  He  has 
never  expressed  himself  to  such  purpose,  but 
his  mind  had  this  quality  in  common  with  his 
lord,  Eaymond  de  Monthault — ^that  it  had  a 
way  of  rendering  itself  perfectly  intelligible 
without  troubUng  the  tongue  to  put  its  wishes 
into  oral  form.  He  was  a  silent,  or  rather  a 
taciturn  character;  but  this  taciturnity  trans- 
ferred a  species  of  prompt  comprehensibility  to 
his  corporal  motions.  He  had  different  ways 
of  sitting  down,  getting  up,  standing  at  the 
door,  lifting  his  bags,  handling  his  staff — veiy 
different  ways  especially  of  looking  at  people. 
And  all  the  people  in  connexion  with  him, 
his  daughter,  his  son,  his  men,  his  customers, 
could  from  long  usage  interpret  these  varieties 
so  accurately  that  they  accommodated  them- 
selves to  their  mute  eloquence  just  as  it  was 
his  pleasure  to  assimie  this  or  that  physiognomy 
or  attitude.  The  room,  even  at  mid-day,  was, 
from  the  narrowness  of  the  lattices,  obscured 
in  partial  darkness.  Huge  transverse  beams 
scarcely  touched  by  axe  or  plane,  loomed  half 
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seen^  supporting  in  addition  to  a  promiscuous 
assortment  of  household  articles,  Saxon  bills, 
trenchant  knives  of  the  coarsest  manufacture, 
crows  and  halberts,  interspersed  with  the  fa- 
vourite evidences  of  the  Saxon's  culinary  taste 
-^rk  and  b«on  in  every  rtate  of  prL™. 
ti«r    The  eye, required  .few  momel'  pn>c. 
tice  to  distinguish  in  that  peculiar  light  the 
several  objects  before  them.     They  then  ob- 
served in  the  centre  of  the  floor,  seated  on  a 
clumsy  but  capacious  arm-chair,   the   Miller 
himself,  his  back  bound  with  swathings,  his 
right  hand  enveloped  in  a  thick  fold  of  leather, 
the  ligatures  of  which  met  and  were  sealed 
with  a  broad  rough  signature  in  wax  on  his 
pUn>.     His  looeelrizdlTheir  eombined  with 
the  drooping  position  of  his  face,  partly  con- 
cealed   his  features.     Except,   indeed,   that  a 
nervous  twitching  occasionally  passed  through 
his  whole  frame,  he  might  have  been  thought 
asleep  or  dozing.     The  eyes  were  closed  and 
the  shaggy  eye-brows  drawn  together  over  the 
hollow  eye-pits  of  the  sufferer.     On  each  side 
of  him — one  leaning  on  his  elbow,  the  other 
extended  at  frdl  length  on  the  boards,  with  his 
helmet  raised  between  him  and  the  tawny 
bar  of  light — ^lay  the  two  guards,   powerful, 
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determined-looking  men,  bearing  the  same 
exterior  stamp  of  hardihood  and  license  as 
distinguished  most  of  the  Marcher's  fol- 
lowers. 

"  Miller/'  exclaimed  one,  "  this  is  thy  last 
noon.  Hast  ever  considered  what  it  is  to  look 
at  the  sun  with  eyes  that  will  be  stiff  as  the 
salted  steer's  ere  it  rise  again  on  all  the  world 
but  thee.  Up  irom,  thy  chair  man — plant 
thyself  where  its  blessed  ray  will  fall  on  thy 
balls.  It  wiU  never  colour  thy  skin,  or  warm 
thy  blood  after  to-morrow.  Thou  wilt  never 
see  it  again  nor  the  skies  it  brightens,  if  they 
bum  and  glitter  ten  thousand  years.  Thou 
wilt  be  buried,  Saxon,  six  [feet  deep,  with  a 
curse  upon  thy  soul,  and  thy  carcase  as  cold  as 
the  clay  that  shrouds  it.  And  when  thou 
risest  again,  no  light  but  that  of  the  blazing 
Sulphur  Sea  will  greet  thy  vision.  I  heard  the 
Grunley  priest  instruct  his  lambkins  so — a 
different  light  I  trow  from  a  summer  day's. 
We  shall  be  quaffing  thy  ale  and  carving  thy 
fatted  swine,  when  the  brindled  worm  is  coiled 
in  thy  heart,  and  the  red  lips  of  the  dead 
man's  viper  is  battening  on  thy  marrow.  Thy 
clock  will  soon  strike  midnight — ^yet  it  were 
folly  to  send  thee  a  priest  seeing  the  coyl  is 
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the  last  thing  thou  wonldst  desire  to  pro- 
nounce thy  doom.  Thou  art  gone,  Saxon — 
body  and  soul,  both  gone.  This  is  what  thou 
hast  come  to  by  living  to  two  score  and  ten — 
best  had  thy  first  cry  been  thy  last." 

"  Where  were  thy  wits,  Miller,"  chimed  in 
the  other  guard,  "  when  thou  sentest  an  afih- 
tree  shaft  into  the  brain  of  one  to  whom  Jarl 
Bronz  had  sworn  the  oath  of  the  Fane  by  the 
Sea.  Thou  mightest  have  felled  with  thy 
hedge-hook  bill  a  score  of  uncrossed  moun- 
taineers, and  pouched  their  coin  for  the  use  of 
thy  bravery.  But  no,  fool,  thou  must  lay  am- 
buscade for  this  bird  of  Deheubarth.  Hast  thou 
no  counsellor  at  home  to  keep  thy  legs  this 
side  the  mill-stream  dam  ?   If  thou  escape  with 

hanging " 

He  with  hanging !"  interrupted  the  other. 
The  torch  and  the  iaggot  are  both  twisted 
and  corded  that  shall  blaze  in  a  morning  bon- 
fire round  the  neck  I  wot  of  De  Monthault 
would  bum  fifty  millers,  with  their  grist  to 
boot,  rather  than  anger  Jarl  Breton." 

"  Aye,  would  he  ?"  replied  Sholtar.  "  Then 
the  Church !  This  St.  David  by  the  Sea  was  a 
chosen  champion  of  hers  against  Paynim  and 
Sarazin  in  ancient  times.     It  is  known   he 
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holds  the  suzerainty  from  the  Blessed  Mother 
over  the  six  counties  of  the  South.  I  served 
the  Castellan  of  Pembroke  once:  he  that 
wagged  his  tongue  against  the  Shrine  in  the 
Hollow,  never  died  as  others  do.  Friend  Miller 
here  had  done  wiser  to  pull  St.  Patrick  by  tiie 
beard  than  touch  the  skirt  of  the  Welshman's 
gown.  Thou  art  in  worse  than  gallows  plight, 
MiUer :  I  could  tell  thee  Southron  tales  of  the 
Hollow  Fane  would  turn  thy  blood  to 
stone." 

"  That  may  be,"  remarked  the  other  soldier. 
Dirk  of  the  Dyflfryn,  "  but  De  Monthault  is 
no  leaguer  of  Pembroke's.  He  cares  not  the 
hood  of  a  kestril  for  all  the  Saints  in  Canon 
and  Chancel,  St.  Peter  and  the  Holy  Mother 
amongst  them." 

"Who  said  he  did?"  retorted  Sholtar. 
"  Did  I  ?  Art  thou  going  to  buoy  the  Miller 
up  with  the  bubble  of  a  lie  ?  I  said  the  Church, 
did  I  not?" 

"  WeU,  I  know  thou  didst." 

"  Canst  tell  me  wherefore  De  Monthault 
would  make  short  work  of  the  man  that  killed 
thee  or  me?  Does  he  love  us  thinkest 
thou  ?" 

Dirk  answered  with  a  very  negative  grunt. 
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"  Nevertheless,  because  we  are  his,  and 
do  his  purposes — ^thou  understandest,  dost 
thou?" 

"  I  see,  comrade.*' 

"  No,  thou  dost  not,  or  thou  would'st  not 
think  the  Church  the  Saints.  I  said  the 
Church." 

"  Well  then,  the  Church." 

"  I  said  the  Church,  and  I  tell  thee  again, 

albeit  De  Monthault,  as  thou  sayst  cares  not 

the  hood  of  a  kestril  for  the  Saints,  he  cares 

for  the  Church.     Think'st  thou  he  will  quarrel 

with   the    thing    that's    everywhere — that   is 

strongest  where  he  is  weakest — quickest  where 

he  ia  slowest — ^walks  where  he  never  steps — 

preaches  where  he  is  mute,  for  slight  cause — 

for  a  nothing  like  this  Saxon  serf?   Think'st 

thon  he'U  bring  the  gospel  army  on  his  ground 

unless  his  own  neck  is  under  the  noose  ?    Not 

he.     This  Miller  will  never  stand  between  the 

Norman  and  the  Priest :  unless  he  has  friends 

more  stalwort  than  Jarl  Bronz  is  a  foeman-— 

more  multiplied  than  St.  Tyssil  and  his  votaries 

are  numerous ;  that  which  is  left  him  of  his  hide 

wQl  be  singed  to-morrow  by  tar  and  stake,  till 

ashes  and  smoke  will  be  all  that  is  left  of  the 

burleyMiUerofMarrington" 
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The  Miller's  frame  shook  as  if  a  spasm 
had  that  instant  pierced  through  every 
nerve. 

The  door  here  revolved  on  its  pivots.  The 
daughter  of  the  Miller  entered.  Dejection  and 
watching  had  rather  softened  than  diminished 
her  natural  loveliness  in  feature  and  com- 
plexion. Inclined  to  that  feminine  fulness  of 
form  which  has  always  distinguished  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  maiden,  her  early  years  imparted  an 

veloping  of  maturer  womanhood,  which  in  the 
castle  or  cot  would  have  exacted  just  admira- 
tion. Exceedingly  gentle  her  manner  and 
bearing  evinced  her  to  be.  She  moved  noise- 
lessly, spoke  sweetly  and  musically,  tended  with 
a  native  grace  that  attracted  the  eye  every- 
where to  follow  her ;  and  when  she  disappeared, 
left  a  sensation  of  regret  and  inquietude,  as 
after  the  loss  of  something  both  beautiful  and 
dear,  behind.  Very  pensive  she  also  was,  sin- 
gularly so  for  one  so  young ;  yet  it  became  her 
well,  for  her  countenance  was  of  that  rich  re- 
flective mildness  of  expression  which  tradition 
loves  to  assign  the  virgin  martyrs  of  Chris- 
tianity.  An  extraordinary  contrast  she  pre- 
sented to  the  uncouth  and  rugged  figure  of  her 
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&ther  as  she  bent  over  his  chair,  and  whispered 
in  her  low,  dear  voice — 

"  Are  you  asleep,  father  ?" 

*'  You  most  speak  louder  than  that.  Vera," 
said  Dirk,  ''  or  we  must  have  awoke  him  some 
hours  since.  He  has,  I  promise  you,  been  much 
addicted  to  deafness  since  he  knelt  to  the  disci- 
pline of  Bastorgus'  whip." 

**  Silence,  dog !"  muttered  Sholtar,  "  let  the 
girl  alone  to  say  her  say.  Shell  have  no  father 
soon,  may  be;  and  if  I  am  any  judge  of  a 
Norman  glance,  by  St.  Hubert,  she'U  miss  him 
— ^not  that  his  life  or  death,"  added  he,  "  in  a 
still  lower  tone,  could  make  much  difference  to 
a  Marcher  in  chase." 

Vera,  without  hearing,  or  at  least  noticing 
these  remarks,  Ughtly  touched  her  father's 
shoulder,  and  repeated  the  question. 

"  No,"  said  the  Miller,  in  a  deep  suppressed 
voice — ^no,  girl.  Would  by  St.  Chad  I  were. 
Sleep !  how  can  I  sleep  with  my  back  in  shreds, 
my  hand  in  a  fiirnac^,  and  these  ravens  of  hell 
croaking  in  my  ear.  Asleep !  I  have  not  slept 
the  sleep  I  used  to  sleep  since — " 

Hush,"  whispered  the  daughter,  quickly. 

Is  the  pain  easier?" 
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''  The  likeness,  &ther — the  angel's  likeness 
— I  shall  die,  it  was  my  death-message — ^my 
wraith !" 

"  Ha!"  said  the  Miller,  slowly,  *'like  thee, 
was  it  ?  Truly  thou  hast  heen  heard,  but  not 
for  my  good.  There's  no  aidance  above — ^none, 
none — 'tis  loss  to  seek  it.  Come  hither :  bend 
down  thine  head." 

The  Miller  remained  for  a  time  as  if  he  had 
ceased  to  breathe — so  fixed  and  passionless  yet 
sometimes  so  dreadful  and  forbidding  was  the 
expression  of  that  face — ^the  meaning  of  that 
attitude. 

The  countenance  of  Vera,  though  full  of  in- 
definable  fear,  was  indeed  an  angel's  compared 
to  his. 

"  Gto  thou/'  said  he,  hoarsely,  "  to  thy 
brother  Adpa.     Dost  thou  hear  ?" 

"  I  do,  I  do — ^but  look  not  so  strangely, 
father." 

The  Miller  seemed  to  lay  a  vast  weight  of 
lead  on  every  word — so  heavily  did  he  utter 
them. 

"  111  curse  thee,  girl,  if  thou  dost  not  do  my 
bidding.  Tell  him  to  hie  fast  as  his  feet  may 
bear  him  to  the  dweller  of  the  Stipas  Stone — 
thou  knowest  to  whom." 
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The  Miller  8  eyes  were  closed.  He  did  not 
see  the  terror  with  which  his  daughter  recoiled 
— ^with  which  she  gazed  wildly  on  him. 

"  Send  gold,"  muttered  he,  "  gold  by  his 
hand.  The  Dweller  of  the  Night  loveth  gold ; 
therefore  send  gold." 

There  was  no  reply. 

"  There's  help  from  below  for  them  that  seek 
it.  They  are  strong  and  trusty.  He  at  the 
Stone  knoweth  their  names  and  commands  their 
means." 

Again  there  was  no  reply. 

The  Miller  opened  his  eyes  and  glared  on 
his  daughter. 

There  was  a  pause — sl  deep  silence  in  that 
sombre  and  melancholy  room. 

Vera  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  and  mur- 
mured— 

"  Not  there,  oh,  not  there — anything  but 
that,  father !" 

The  Miller's  glare  increased  in  its  terrible 
significance. 

"  I  dare  not,&ther5"  exclaimed  Vera;  "my 
soul — ^my  soul !" 

"Say'st  thou,  child?"  said  the  MiUer. 
"Wilt  see  me  stripped,  chained,  faggoted, 
burned  by  the  inch  on  my  own  hearth-stone  ? 
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Thou  and  thy  brother  wilt  hear  my  screams 
and  my  groans.  Qo,  go,  daughter — ^'tis  thy 
father  s  life  that  asks  thee !" 

"But  the  Church— but  Father  XJlfrid— 
'tis  communion  with  Sathanas — 'tis  death  for 
ever.     I  dare  not,  for  my  soul  I  dare  not !" 

And  the  young  girl  trembled  in  every  limb. 

"  The  baa  of  all  the  devils  upon  the  Church, 
upon  Father  UlMd,  and  upon  thee !"  shouted 
the  Miller,  in  a  burst  of  uncontrollable  Airy — 
"  Here  sits  Adpa,  the  Saxon,  whose  stores  are 
to  De  Monthault's,  the  Norman's,  as  the  well 
of  the  forest  to  a  groom-boy's  bucket,  unable 
to  stir  leg  over  threshold  to  win  aid  and  de* 
liverance,  whence  both  may  be  had  for  the  pay 
he  proffers.  Communion  with  Satan?  with 
ten  Satans  if  they'll  do  their  work  for  their 
wages !  Girl,  girl — I  knew  it — thou  wert  ever 
more  the  Priest's  pupil  than  thy  £ari;her'8  ser- 
vanty  ever  deeper  in  the  missal  than  the  meal- 
bin,  ever  readier  to  chancel  than  kitchen,  ever 
quicker  to  kneel  than  to  work.  Thou  might'st 
have  bribed  the  Priest.  Said  I  not  he  might 
have  gold  by  the  palmful  ?" 

There  was  a  movement  on  the  floor.  The 
soldier  Sholtar  had  raised  himself  on  one  knee, 
and  was  looking  steadily  at  the  MiUer. 
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The  latter,  with  his  left  hand,  wiped  the 
perspiration  suffiised  in  copious  drops  on  his 
forehead. 

"  Aye  gold,  ye  murderers,"  he  added,  with 
a  alow  clearness  of  utterance  which  caused 
each  word  to  sink  like  a  plummet  into  the 
minds  of  the  two  sentinels ;  **  there's  more 
gold  hid,  huried,  and  banded  with  girths  of 
beaten  iron  beneath  this  soil  of  England  than 
ever  Frank  plunderer  or  Norman  reiver  put 
gauixtlet  on  above.  There's  more  gold  in 
crushed  chalice  and  melted  bars  in  the  cots 
of  those  whose  fathers  were  Sea-kings  and 
Thanes,  though  themselves  are  Saxon  hilder- 
lings — ^more  gold  down  deep  where  the  ouves 
and  the  mine-elves  guard  it,  than  in  all  the 
Castles  of  all  the  Norman  thieves  that  crossed 
the  Salt  Circle  to  Pevensey !" 

"  By  the  rood.  Miller,"  cried  the  soldier 
Sholtar,  bounding  from  the  floor ;  "  thou 
singest  brave  music — ^braver  music  never  came 
to  my  ear  nor  yet  to  the  grim  Ejoight  of  Mon- 
thaulfs.     Gold,  hast  thou  ?" 

"  Thou  spawn  of  the  toad  of  yesterday," 
replied  the  Miller,  "  think'st  thou  the  hands 
of  Thane  and  Theow  were  idle  as  the  palsied 
eld  in  the  ancient  manses  of  Jarl  and  Ealder-       •  j 


1 


256  RAYMOND    DE    MONTHArLT. 

man,  between  the  times  that  Harold  fell  and 
the  Bastard's  brood  overspread  the  land.  It 
was  many  a  long  month  after  that  I  wean  ere 
the  Wrekin  heard  the  Norman  trumpet  sound 
at  a  Salop  door — time  enough  for  the  bullion- 
chests  and  treasure-troves  of  Saxon  ore,  gathered 
from  Hengistdown,  to  be  where  axe  and  crow- 
bar will  never  meddle  with  lock  or  hinge.  If 
the  Marcher  knew  what  I  know,  he  might 
build  him  a  tower  on  every  mile  from  Kent 
to  Cornwall — ^he  might  be  King  of  the  West, 
with  Welchman  and  Saxon  at  his  heel  for 
London  throne.  Ye  have  gained  but  the 
scourings  of  the  bam — ^but  the  leavings  of 
the  mid-day  feast.  Down  in  many  a  rock, 
many  a  grave  in  open  wald  and  holy  yard, 
where  nought  but  the  ghost-bird  comes,  lie  the 
minted  coin,  the  graven  vessels  of  the  Saxon's 
wealth  of  yore.  Adpa  of  Harrington  is  not 
the  only  thrall  that's  richer  below  than  his 
lord  above." 

"  So,"  replied  the  soldier,  with  a  long 
"  whew !" 

"  I  can  give  homsfrd  of  gold  to  the  man 
that  saves  this  body  from  fire  and  faggot!" 
continued  the  Miller,  with  augmented  impe- 
tuosity.    "  Thou  didst  never  earn  by  the  year 
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for  slaughter  and  foray  as  much  as  I  can  give 
thee  in  one  night  for  a  six  hours'  march.  The 
red  boil  of  Egypt  on  my  tongue  for  saying 
so!" 

"  Out  with  thy  speech.  Miller,"  cried  Sholtar ; 
this  is  wilder  news  than  ever  I  heard  from 
Priest  or  Pilgrim.  De  Monthault  ere  this 
would  have  delved  a  foot  into  thine  heart,  and 
&thoms  into  thy  soul  to  nose  thy  secret.  Thou 
art  a  cunning  mole  to  have  worked  thy  caves 
in  this  &shion :  he'll  find  thee  words  enow  for 
due." 

"  De  Monthault  shall  spin  these  limbs  into 
threads  of  yam  first,"  answered  the  serf.  "  Thou 
art  a  cur  of  the  same  breed,  but  thou  hast  not 
unfleshed  my  back  nor  driven  the  searing-iron 
into  my  bone.  Do  me  one  service  and  I'll  pay 
thee  and  thy  comrade  more  richly  than  the 
Korman  could  for  a  thousand." 

"  It's  perilous  begging  thou  makest,"  re- 
sponded Sholtar.  *'  Jarl  Bronz,  if  he  learn 
I  have  held  parley  with  thee,  will  so  deal  with 
my  carcase  as  to  make  all  thy  troves  about  as 
much  service  to  it  as  a  stoup  of  wine  to  a 
St.  Barnabas.  I  would  have  earnest.  Miller. 
Thou  art  in  such  case  that  thou  would'st  promise 
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Prester  John   and  his  land  for    deliveranoe. 
GKve  me  earnest — ^then,  perchance *' 

The  Miller,  rising  with  evident  symptoms  of 
acute  pam,  moved  tardily  to  a  recess  in  the 
central  partition.  Here  in  the  dull  umllu- 
minated  opacity  he  remained^  his  back  turned 
upon  the  soldiers,  concealing  whatever  inves- 
tigation or  action  took  place  in  the  twilight  of 
the  angle.  Soon  a  noise  as  of  a  pillar  or  wheel 
equably  revolving  struck  the  ear,  then  a  ringing 
sound  as  of  a  stream  of  metal  poured  continually 
out ;  then  recurred  the  revolution  of  the  machi- 
nery, and  all  became  again  silent.  The  Millar 
approached  the  western  embrasure,  displaying 
in  his  open  palm  a  score  or  so  of  yellow  pieces. 

"  Hold  out  thy  glove,"  said  he  to  Sholtar. 
"  Here  is  coin  eye  of  the  Norman  never  saw — 
thumb  of  the  Norman  hath  never  worn-— coin 
stamped  ere  the  name  of  Norman  was  ever 
lisped  on  the  ocean  shore.  Speak,  wilt  thou 
do  my  work  for  this  kingly  hire  ?" 

"  What  say'st  thou,  comrade,"  asked  Sholtar, 
turning  to  his  fellow. 

"  I  serve  the  Norman  for  gold,"  replied 
Dirk,  unhesitatingly,  *'  he  that  has  gold  has 
me;   he  that  has  most  gold  has  me   safest. 
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share  and  share — there's  my  troth.  To  the 
fiends  with  Marcher  or  Breton  when  that 
which  is  their  master  as  well  as  Dirk  of  the 
Dyfl&yn's  calls  him  on." 

**  Agreed/'  said  Sholtar,  stretching  out  his 

glove :  "  count  ont  my  wage,  I'll  do  thy  work 
as  thorough  as  I  would  do  it  for  any  knight  of 
land  and  castles  in  I>oomsday  Book." 

"  Hast  ever  been  on  the  Stipas  Hill?" 
questioned  the  Miller,  dropping  the  coins  one 
by  one  into  the  glove. 

"  Once  with  the  Marcher.  We  went  on  a 
fool's  business — e'en  to  catch  Bed  Beynallt, 
the  Watcher  of  Talvarran.  We  went  up  ten, 
we  came  down  five;  but  thou  wert  with  us, 
Saxon— dost  not  remember  ?" 

The  Miller  finished  the  count. 

*'  Dost  see  this  Cross,"  said  he,  taking  out 
of  his  vest  a  small  cross  of  black  material  re- 
sembling jet  or  ebony  ?" 

"  Well."— 

**  Wilt  thou  go  for  me  at  midnight  to  the 
Stipas  Hill,  and  there  break  this  cross  on  the 
Stipas  Stone. 

"  Thou  are  a  right  foul  bargainer,  Saxon — 
natheless  proceed — I  have  done  hardier  deeds 
for  less  pay." 
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"  And  as  thou  breakest  it,  say,  '  Adpa  the 
Miller  prays  aid  and  fellowship  from  the 
dwellers  beneath/  Wilt  thou  do  and  say 
this?" 

"  No  more  ?  but,  by  my  halidam,  that  may 
be  enough;  this  is  warlock's  work.  Miller," 
said  the  soldier,  uneasily. 

"  If  thou  doest  it,  by  the  soul  of  Gk)d  thou 
shalt  have  as  much  gold  as  thou  canst  hammer 
down  into  thy  helmet-hoUow.  Never  needst 
thou  serve  ought  living  but  thyself  again." 

"  I've  said  and  I'll  do.  Miller.  I'll  be  true 
man  to  thee.  Give  .me  the  Cross.  I'll  break  it 
on  the  Stipas  Chair.  '  Adpa  the  Miller  prays 
aid  and  fellowship  from  the  dweUers  beneath.' 
It  sounds  like  hell  craft — on  thy  head  be  it. 
But  rest  thee  content,  I've  got  thy  guerdon, 
I'll  serve  thy  want.  Hither,  Dirk;  half  to 
thee,  half  to  me — treble  to-morrow,  comrade." 

The  Miller  remained  standing  for  many  a 
long  minute.  His  worn  but  kindling  eyes 
were  fixed  on  his  daughter;  the  longer  they 
remained  fixed  the  gloomier  burnt  the  dull 
lurid  light  within  them.  At  last  he  strode 
towards  her.  "  Henceforth,"  said  he,  stretch- 
ing forth  his  left  arm  which  trembled  with  the 
vehemence  of  his  passion,  '*  henceforth,  woman. 
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thou  hast  no  father— I  have  no  daughter.  No 
more  art  thou  mine  than  is  the  torn  flesh  of 
my  body  that  adhered  for  a  moment  to  the 
Norman's  scourge  to  be  shaken  off  and  trod  in 
the  dirt  beneath  his  heel.     I  curse  thee !" 

There  was  a  fearfdl  shriek.  Vera  fell  on  her 
knees.  Her  clasped  hands  were  pressed  con- 
vulsively against  her  forehead. 

"  I  curse  thee,"  continued  the  Miller,  ad- 
vancing till  he  stood  with  outstretched  arm 
over  her  spell-bound  figure,  *'  I  that  gave  thee 
life  and  being,  mind  and  soul,  sense  and  feeling — 
from  whom  thou  hast  the  eyes  that  now  see, 
the  ears  that  now  hear  me — ^from  whose  loins 
thou   hast  sprung,   on  whose  lap   thou  hast 
grown,  by  whose  work  thou  hast  been  fed — ^I, 
to  whom — from  the  heel  of  thy  foot  to  the  hair 
of  thy  head,  from  the  moment  of  thy  birth  to 
this  hour  of  my  shame  and  agony — ^thou  owest 
thyself — I,  thy  father,  thine  earthly  maker, 
curse  thee  1    May*st  thou  wither  as  the  sapless 
branch  of  a  stricken  tree — ^perish,  die !  consume 
as  the  castaway  corpse  of  the  dead !    Hence- 
forth in  the  house  and  the  field — ^in  the  sunlight 
and  the  shade — ^in  thy  youth  and  thine  age — 
when  thou  walkest  and  when  thou  liest  down — 
in  thyself  and  thy  children,  be  thou  pursued  by 
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the  corse  that  this  hand — ^the  hand  of  thy  &ther 
— ^lays  upon  thy  soul  !'* 

The  hand  of  the  Miller  descended,  slow  and 
rigid,  on  the  head  of  his  daughter. 

"  Not  with  those  words,  father !  Mother 
of  Heaven !  not  with  those  dreadful  words !" 
gasped  the  trembling  lips  of  the  suppliant,  as 
she  raised  her  arms  to  arrest  the  descent  of  the 
malediction.  "  I  am  your  child — ^your  daughter 
Vera;  you  cannot,  oh,  Heaven!  you  cannot 
mean  to  lay  such  a  curse  as  that  upon  your 
child.  Father,  dearest  father,  I  have  ever 
obeyed — ever  loved  you ;  for  whom  but  for  you 
have  I  lived  or  thought  or  prayed  ?" 

"  Away,  woman !"  hoarsely  interrupted  the 
Miller,  clenching  his  fist  till  the  nails  entered 
the  flesh.  ''  Thou  hast  deserted  me  in  my  dark 
hoxit — ^my  hour  of  need  and  helplessness  ;  thou 
hast  forced  me  to  blab  the  secret  of  the  Saron  s 
strength  and  patience :  these  bandogs  will 
never  cease  to  howl  as  long  as  a  coin  is  stored 
in  the  Miller's  Bock.  Thou,  my  child!  my 
daughter  1  Where  is  thy  service,  thy  obedience, 
thy  devotion,  thy  faith  and  honouring  ?  Where 
is  the  all  that  makes  up  daughterhood  ? 
Scourged,  flayed,  burnt,  gyved,  and  sentineled, 
hast  thou  uttered  a  word — stirred  forth  a  step — 
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to  bring  hither  at  thy  father's  cry  those  that 
would  sooth  and  succour  me.  Frayed  for  me ! 
talkest  to  this  seething  flesh  of  prayer  ?  God  \" 
added  he,  raising  his  flashing  eyes  to  the  far 
horizontal'sun,  ''  thou  art  a  Father — ^thou  hast  a 
&ther's  heart ;  is  not  mine/'  and  here  the  serf 
tore  his  vest  open.  "  crushed  and  riven  by  this 
child's  ingratirde.  aad  shaU  it  not  curse  her? 
Thou  to  talk  to  me  of  prayer?  Up,  girl; 
what  dost  thou  in  my  house?  out  into  the 
Norman's  world — Cleave  the  Saxon  to  spend  his 
last  night  alone.  Out,  out,"  reiterated  he, 
laying  his  hand  on  her  shoulder,  "  or,  hearth- 
adder,  111  stamp  thee  to  fragments  with  this 
foot !" 

"  Father,"  sobbed  Vera,  clasping  his  hand 
in  both  hers,  and  pressing  it  passionately  to 
her  lips,  "  I  am  your  child — for  my  dead  Mo- 
ther's sake  do  not  curse  me !" 

And  a  flood  of  tears  gushing  forth  bathed  in 
a  paroxysm  of  grief  and  dismay  the  motionless 
hand  of  her  parent. 

"Name  her  not!"  thundered  the  Miller, 
with  a  dreadful  imprecation.  "  How  darest  thou 
name  the  dead?  Would  she  have  seen  what 
thou  hast  seen,  and  yet  be  what  thou  now  art  ? 
Thou  fabe  and  fanged  destroyer!   claim  not 


264  RAYMOND    D£   MONTHAULT. 

relationsliip  with  the  woman  whose  spirit  was 
ever  one  with  her  mate's.  She  would  add  her 
ban  to  mine ;  she  would  whip  thee  with  a  rod 
of  scorpions  from  her  bosom.  No  daughter  of 
mine  or  hers  art  thou.  Away ! — out  of  my 
house^  my  sight,  my  memory !  Gfo/*  continued 
he,  tearing  his  hand  from  her  embrace,  whilst 
his  swollen  features  and  broken  articulation 
evinced  the  intensity  of  the  passion  under 
which  his  rude  nature  laboured,  *'  go !  the  pre- 
sence of  thy  face  is  as  Zemebock  to  my  soul ! 
Away,  woman ;  or,  as  I  have  cursed  thee,  so 
wiU  I  kill  thee !" 

And  seizing  the  slender  neck,  that  bent  in 
the  mutest,  but  most  touching  attitude  of  sup- 
plication before  him,  he  dashed  his  daughter  to 
the  ground. 

She  rose— pale,  fainting,  trembling  from  the 
shock.  She  rose,  but  only  to  confront  the  out- 
stretched arm  of  her  father,  who,  dumb  with 
fiiry,  motioned  her  to  the  door. 

With  a  gesture  of  indescribable  wretchedness 
and  despair  she  covered  her  eyes,  and  ejaculat- 
ing, "  Oh,  misery !  misery  !*'  tottered  froia  the 
glare  of  hatred  there  encountering  her,  in  an 
agony  of  weeping,  from  the  room. 

The  two  mercenaries,  hardened  as  they  were 
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in  every  species  of  cruelty  and  licentiousness, 
remained  for  a  time  silent  and  awe-struck  by 
the  scene  they  had  witnessed. 

The  Miller  stood  motionless  as  an  iron  cast. 
Nothing  lived  in  him  but  the  flame  of  those 
lowering  and  malignant  orbits,  rivetted  on  the 
spot  where  Vera  had  disappeared. 

The  two  soldiers  exchanged  looks. 

They  had  never  witnessed,  never  heard  a 
&ther's  malediction  before.  They  had  never 
associated  with  characters  pure,  gentle,  believ- 
ing, to  whom,  like  Vera,  such  malediction  was 
moral  annihilation ;  a  death  of  the  spirit,  an 
excision  firom  the  filial  heaven.  The  rarity,  the 
sensibility  of  the  victim,  elicited,  not  from 
their  religion,  for  they  had  none — ^not  from 
their  sympathy,  for  they  felt  they  possessed 
none — ^but  from  their  manhood  an  unwonted 
exhibition  of  feeling. 

*  If  the  Body  of  Darkness  aid  thee  not, 
Saxon,"  exclaimed  Sholtar,  "  he  is  a  false  cap- 
tain to  as  true  a  chick  of  his  own  loins  as  ever 
crowed  to  his  voice  and  teaching.  Thou  hast 
laid  the  ban  on  thine  only  daughter.  Miller; 
thou  hast  cursed  the  blessing  of  the  good  God 
to  thee  and  thy  dead  wife.  Thou  art  a  bone- 
through  villein,  hilderling.     Look  I    no  man 
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has  reason  to  call  Dirk  Sholtar  a  saint,  but  the 
Norman  of  Monthault  should  grind  my  flesh 
to  paste  between  thy  mill-stones^  or  bum  me 
by  inch-meal  in  a  coat  of  tar,  before  I  could 
say  such  words  to  my  own  bom  child  as  thou 
hast  done.  Let  me  summon  her  back  ?  TJnsay 
thy  banning,  and  free  thy  soul." 

Slowly  the  Miller  diverted  his  gaze.  Could 
he  have  done  so,  he  would  haye  slain  his  g^ard 
on  the  spot. 

"  Who  art  thou,  to  come  between  me  and 
her ;  between  the  parent  and  his  child  ?  My 
soul!  Thou  that  art  soul-chained  and  will- 
chained  these  thirty  years  to  the  hand  and  hest 
of  Satan,  to  talk  of  freeing  my  soul  ?  Thou 
that  hast  taken  guerdon  to  be  my  messenger  to 
the  Chair  on  Comdon !" 

The  serf  measured  the  soldier  with  a  look 
that  contracted  every  feature  into  lines  of 
hateful  disdain. 

"  There  lacked  but  this  to  fill  the  cup,**  ex- 
claimed he ;  *'  flayed  by  the  Norman,  branded 
and  burnt  by  the  Priest,  betrayed  by  my  own 
bairn;  and  now  must  I  stand  and  hear  the 
Devil  preach  Gospel  ?  May  the  lightnings  of 
the  bottomless  pit  consume,  and  its  blackness 
bury  ye,  one  and  all,  for  ever  !** 
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Dropping  into  his  chair,  and  pnlling  a  vest- 
ment which  lay  near  him  over  his  face,  the 
Miller  rolled  himself  up  in  silence  into  his  own 
savage  and  saturnine  nature. 

"  Well,  as  thou  likest,  Saxon,*'  said  Sholtar, 
seeing  fiirther  colloquy  hopeless.  "  Dirk 
Sholtar,  as  thou  sayest,  may  heed  his  own  soul 
as  little  as  Turk  or  Faynim,  but  to  sell  his 
daughter's  in  order  to  save  his  own  hide,  and  fail- 
ing that,  to  bale  and  ban  her,  why,  that's  another 
affidr,  quite.  But  as  thou  pleasest,  Saxon.  I 
have  pouched  thy  wages,  and  before  the  drum 
beat  midnight  on  the  Monthault  watch,  I'll 
speak  thy  words  and  be  thy  herald  on  the 
Comdon  Hill.  Meanwhile  for  a  cup  and  a 
stoup  out  of  this  red  gold  at  thy  fire-side. 
Sleep,  Saxon,  sleep,  but  ware  thy  dreams ; 
dreams  to  such  as  thou  are  worse  than  wakings. 
Come,  comrade,  he'U  be  quiet  enough  I  warrant 
through  evening-tide." 

And  the  two  sentinels  left  the  Miller  to  his 
own  meditations. 

The  burnished  sunset,  the  grey  eve,  the 
blank  colourless  twilight;  the  first  dubious 
twinkle  of  a  solitary  star;  the  cold,  vast 
silence  of  infinity  stealing  like  death  over 
warm,  living  man,  through  the  unfathomable 
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heavens ;  night,  in  her  myriad  depths,  lighting 
up  one  after  another  the  watch-fires  of  eternity ; 
the  garigh  smi  of  this  world's  day  eitingmshed 
as  if  it  had  never  shone ;  the  cabn  lucidily  of 
universal  space  the  alone  light  of  the  voiceless 
earth ;  all  creatures  deep  in  repose,  in  helpless- 
ness, in  unconsciousness;  creation  once  more 
alone  with  Gtoi — the  eye  of  the  sleepless  Qoi 
throughout  all  creation — through  the  very 
souls  and  thoughts  that  slumber — ^through 
these  changes,  so  daily,  yet  so  mighly,  the 
Miller's  body  retained  the  same  position.  His 
mind  moved  feariully ;  it  quitted  his  own  door 
— ^it  walked  the  air ;  it  accompanied,  stq>  by 
step,  his  midnight  messenger  to  the  Comdon 
HiU. 
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CHAPTEE  VII. 


THE  8TIPA8  CLOUD. 


The  Superstitions  of  the  era,  we  have  said, 
were  neither  few  nor  weak;  by  which  we 
mean,  that  men  in  that  age  acted  in  their 
Kves  according  to  what  their  minds  conceived 
of  unearthly  realities :  these  realities,  so  con- 
ceived, became  admitted  facts,  upon  which 
many,  both  of  the  wildest  and  noblest  achieve- 
ments, of  our  ancestral  histories  proceeded. 
Unless  this  be  understood,  we  fail  to  be  in 
possession  of  the  key  which  opens  the  expla- 
nation of  much  of  the  medieval  darkness- 
much  of  the  mediaeval  splendour.  Faith,  not 
calculation,  was  then  the  basement  of  mental 
Europe :  on  this  the  most  childlike  yet  the 
most  heroic  of  faculties— emerging  from  the 
deluge  of  Northern  barbarism  she  erected  the 
superstructure    of   her   coarse  but  expansive 
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civilization.  The  ramifications  of  this  faith 
were  infinite,  energizing  more  or  less  vividly, 
according  to  the  tone,  constitution,  education, 
or  circumstances  of  each  individual.  The  result 
formed  a  composition  of  gold  and  clay,  of  light 
and  night,  of  eternal  truths  and  transient 
errors :  it  attained,  therefore,  a  universal  hold 
by  mastering  the  ignorant,  conciUating  the 

c;nrid«.Cpeyple^  the  m,uida,71.ind. 
In  one  phase  it  appeared  unmitigated  absur- 
dity; in  another,  incontrovertible,  perhaps 
celestial,  evidence,  bearing  directly  on  the 
ultimate  futurity  of  the  human  race.  As 
men  regarded  it  in  this  or  that  view,  so  they 
treated  its  manifestations  or  assumptions  ;  but 
to  entirely  disbeheve  the  existence  of  commu- 
nication between  embodied  and  disembodied 
spirits — ^to  doubt  whether  the  higher  intel- 
ligences acted  in  the  most  immediate  manner 
on  the  wills  and  souls  of  men — ^to  hold  that 
these  could  not  be  brought  into  contact  with 
us  by  certain  agencies — ^formed  very  rare  ex- 
ceptions to  the  public  convictions  of  the  times 
— convictions  that,  in  every  age  and  country, 
have,  after  all,  been  the  instincts  of  unphi- 
losophized  nature.  The  influence  of  such  con- 
victions was  proportionately  extensive.    Divme 
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visionB  were  not  monopolized  by  one  convent ; 
miracles  were  not  confined  to  any  especial 
shrine ;  absolute  control  over  the  elements  was 
attributed  to  no  single  saint ;  kings,  cardinals, 
statesmen,  warriors  had  each  their  own  pecu- 
liar culte  and  belief;  the  most  marvellous  pos- 
sibilities, from  the  recovery  of  the  magic  ring 
of  Solomon  to  voyages  and  adventures  for  the 
mystic  isle  of  Avallon,  were  gravely  pursued 
by  thousands  in  both  the  Christian  and  Sara- 
cenic worlds.  The  most  erudite  historian 
would  narrate,  as  a  matter  of  course,  instances 
of  supernatural  interference  on  behoof  of  the 
most  simple-minded  monk.  At  the  same  time 
the  most  energetic  of  sovereigns — ^the  Con- 
queror himself,  for  instance — ^in  Council  would 
quote  the  laws  and  supremacy  of  the  most 
&bulous  of  emperors,  the  renowned  Arthur,  as 
de  facto  the  source  and  foundation  of  all  the 
customs  and  privileges  of  Britain.  It  would 
have  &red  ill  with  the  heretic  or  rebel  that 
disbeUeved  either  historian  or  monarch.  It 
would  be  hopeless,  therefore,  to  expect  from  an 
illiterate  soldier,  such  as  Dirk  Sholtar,  aught 
but  that  state  of  mind  which  ha^  never  expe- 
rienced the  emotion  of  doubt  in  the  accepted 
religionism  of  his  age.     He  took  his  road, 
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indeed^  with  straightforward  stubbonmess  of 
spirit;   but  he  was   Aillj  conscious  that  the 
task  to  which  he  had  pledged  himself  was  no- 
thing short  of  diabolical  commerce,  involying, 
under  all  circumstances,  the  peril  of  his  soul, 
and,  if  discovered,  the  no  less  peril  of  its  fleshly 
tabernacle.     But  every  man  has  dialectics  of 
his  own.     Bom.  b  J,  aad  ingrained  a  mer. 
cenary,  he  had  but  one  object — ^the  meroes 
itself,  money;   but  one  principle — doing  his 
work  as  his  right  and  title  thereto.     He  had 
never  flinched  from  either.     As  long  as  he  re- 
ceived the  former,  he  would  have  scorned  to 
shirk  the  latter.    Thus,  as  his  long,  muscular 
legs  strode  onward,  with  the  vigour  of  a  prac- 
tised pedestrian,  he  adjusted  his  military  bon- 
net, and — speaking  rather  to  his  own  thoughts 
than  any  auditor — swore  that  be   Saxon  or 
Satan  in  question,  he  would  see   his  service 
through:   he  had  taken  wage— he  would  do 
the  work. 

Thus  he  proceeded,  never  quite  at  ease,  often 
wiping  his  forehead  with  his  palm ;  sometimes 
silent,  sometimes  whistling,  sometimes  venting 
a  torrent  of  military  phrases,  then  uttering 
aloud  certain  reflections  of  his  own. 

''  So !   the  Saxon  has  gold — the  boor  has 
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coin  of  price.  Think  of  that,  Dirk  Sholtar. 
A  slave,  a  serf,  a  flayed  villein,  one  reckoned 
as  an  homed  ox  to  till  and  harrow  Norman 
ground  with,  yet  has  gold— gold  that  at  any 
time  he  can  delve  to  and  find  safe  to  his  hand. 
What  cares  he  if  the  Welshman  fires  his  roof- 
tree  or  roasts  his  beeves  by  the  flames  of  his 
rafter-beams  ?  What  cares  he  if  the  Norman 
wrenches  the  penny  from  his  clenched  fist,  or 
scoops  the  grist  fix)m  his  bins,  or  peels  the  skin 
from  his  ribs  ?  What  cares  he  for  the  shame 
and  the  cnrse,  the  blow  and  the  ban,  the  scorn- 
ing eye  or  the  threatening  brow  ?  What  cares 
he  for  the  toil  by  day,  the  watch  by  night, 
when  gold,  gold,  gold  is  the  comfort  to  his 
soul,  the  conscience  to  his  bed,  the  laugh  to 
his  heart  ?  He  can  stand  all,  because  he  knows 
he  stands  on  the  secret  gold  beneath  his  feet. 
Mort  Dieu !  he  that  has  gold,  has  all !" 

And  Sholtar  thrust  his  hand  into  his  pouch, 
rattled  the  pieces,  and  accelerated  his  pace. 

The  Miller  for  another  mile  could  not  have 
desired  a  speedier  messenger,  but  then  an 
abrupt,  an  instantaneous  halt  ensued.  Sus- 
picion at  that  moment  penetrated  the  soldier's 
mind.  Hurriedly  extracting  his  cash,  he 
poured  it  into  his  basnet. 

n3 
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"  K  it  prove  so,"  muttered  he,  with  a  Prank- 
ish malediction,  "I'll  save  Priest  or  Norman 
the  trouble  of  confessing  him.  But  no,  no ! 
he  is  too  wise  for  that ;  these  are  no  green-leaf 
coins — heavy,  solid,  yellow  mintage  of  the  mine. 
There  is  no  fairy  trickery,  no  cheating  of  eyes 
and  hands  here — bright  and  tight  as  the  Baron's 
chest.  Look  to  thyself.  Dirk,  and  be  no  fool, 
thou  knowest  where  there  is  gold,  the  house, 
the  spot,  the  man.  Trouble  not  thy  head 
whence  it  came  from.  Who  knows  whence 
the  first  gold  came  ?  Well  it  weighs,  well  it 
wears — seek  thou  no  ftirther." 

And  Dirk  having  satisfied  his  casual  sus- 
picion about  the  genuineness  of  the  Miller's 
angels,  resumed  his  march.  Above  him  in 
due  time  rose  the  shadow  of  a  dark  hill.  The 
soldier  recognized  the  ascent  to  the  Stipas 
Stones,  and  moderated  his  progress. 

A  faint  duU,  watery  Ught  pervaded  the  sky 
immediately  overhanging  the  summit  towards 
which  he  was  doggedly  mounting.  A  chilly,  un- 
broken stillness  white  and  ghastly,  seemed  laid 
down  on  every  inch  of  space :  the  rocks  amongst 
which  he  was  involved  appeared  changefrd  and 
deformed;  the  colouring  of  every  object  was 
dead  and  Uvid:  the  desolation  of  the  scene 
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total,  profouad,  utterly  unrelieved.  Par  be- 
neathy  around,  above,  the  world  ,'of  night  was 
untenanted  and  void  of  all  sound  or  motion — 
nothing  indicating  life  was  visible,  nothing 
audible  through  the  death-like  torpor  of  the 
dumb  and  sullen  atmosphere.  The  whole  spot 
was  ain  exceptional  one  to  the  rest  of  Creation 
— ^all  animate  existence  had  fled  beyond  sight, 
beyond  hearing.  Its  character  affected  even 
the  hardened  nerves  of  the  Condottier.  He 
clenched  his  lips  and  drew  his  sword  in  front. 

"  Bones  of  St.  Chad  \"  he  murmured,  "  I 
don't  like  this.  Something  wrong  lives  in  this 
cursed  place.  I  am  as  high  as  the  raven  flies 
from  a  cross-bow  bolt,  yet  the  sky  weighs  like 
a  dungeon  roof — there's  no  breathing  here — 
natheless,  I'll  do  thy  bidding,  Miller.  Some- 
where here  about  thy  Master's  Chair  should 
be." 

With  a  disturbed  and  uncertain  glance  he 
gazed  around  till  his  eye  was  arrested  by  a 
monument  of  rock  bearing  some  rude  resem- 
blance  to  an  enormous  throne. 

''  This  is  the  Chair  I  seek,"  exclaimed  he. 
"  Now  for  a  quick  arm  and  the  Miller's 
cross." 

"  What  has  he  that  at  midnight  seeks  the 
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Dweller  of  the  Stipas  Stone  to  do  with  the 
Cross  ?"  said  a  distinct  voice  behind  him.  "  He 
that  comes  here  on  such  an  errand  as  thine 
hath  left  the  Bood  of  Calvary  for  ever." 

Dirk  Sholtar  pivoted  round  with  incredible 
rapidity.  A  stalworth  figure  reclined  itsdf 
against  a  fragment  some  feet  behind  him :  his 
arms  were  folded,  and  his  hair  waved  in  tresses 
on  his  shoulders.  Dirk,  who,  not  to  malign 
him,  had  no  touch  of  timidity  in  his  com- 
position, at  once  perceived  that  he  was  hnman. 
He  replied  therefore,  boldly : — 

"  Say'st  thou  so,  comrade  ?  Methinks  then 
thou  and  I  may  shake  hands,  seeing  we  have 
shipped  for  the  same  voyage  in  the  same  craft 
together.  By  St.  Michael  I  am  right  glad  to 
find  fiesh  and  blood  to  speak  to !  Thou  may'st 
wring  a  measure  of  water  from  this  doublet  of 
mine.  I — ^that  care  not  the  brass  of  my  hilt  fcff 
substance  and  marrow— I  tell  thee,  though  ihe 
night  is  silent  as  an  abbot's  cell,  methongfat 
since  I  reached  this  ruin  of  stones,  creatores 
have  been  walkmg  round  me  befoi«  and 
behind.  Sanct!  methought,  too,  more  than 
once  they  had  eyes — 'twas  time  I  trow  to  have 
it  out." 

"  If   thou  wilt  not    have    those  creatores 
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around  thee,  and  their  eyes  upon  thee  in  the 
grave/'  answered  the  voice,  "  begone  and  tarry 
not.  This  is  not  the  place,  nor  this  the  hour, 
for  mortal  man  to  linger  or  halt.  Come — 
foUow." 

And  the  speaker  moved  towards  the  de- 
clivity. 

"  No,"  replied  Dirk,  tightening  his  belt,  "  I 
have  pouched  the  Miller's  guerdon.  111  do  the 
Miller's  battle.  It  shall  never  be  said  that 
Dirk  Sholtar  walked  up  the  Stipes  Stones  to 
walk  down  again  at  the  bidding  of  a  man  no 
better  than  himself.  What  has  been  looked 
upon  once  may  be  looked  upon  again — only  I 
am  glad  thou  krt  here;  a  i«ar  man  is  a  mighty 
comfort  in  such  a  business  as  this.  Hoo !  man 
— ^stay — ^thou  seemest  a  goodly  carle.  "What 
need  thou  and  I — ^back  to  back — care  for  this 
Satan's  Imp  in  stone." 

"Thou  speakest  as  a  fool  before  his  fall," 
responded  the  other.  "What  can  breath  do 
against  the  plague,  Aiel  against  fire,  steel 
against  the  levin,  flesh  against  spirit?  Down 
with  thee,  and  away !" 

"  Well,  friend,  I'll  e'en  try  what  flesh  can  do 
against  spirit.  I  am  an  axe  from  the  Mon- 
thault  anvil,  whose  motto  is  '  Thorough.'     I'll 
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see  this  matter  '  Thorough/  The  burly  Miller 
shall  have  his  chance,  please  Dirk  Sholtar  and 
the  Fiend.     See  thou." 

And  Dirk,  taking  the  cross  delivered  to  him 
by  the  Miller,  advanced  to  the  chair. 

The  unknown  laid  his  hand  on  his  arm. 

''  Back ! ''  said  Dirk,  and  with  a  determined 
blow,  breaking  the  cross  to  atoms  on  the  rock, 
exclaimed, — 

"  Adpa  the  Miller  prays  aid  and  fellowship 
fix)m  the  Dwellers  beneath  1" 

The  second  person  in  this  scene  flung  Dirk 
from  him ;  and  saying,  "  Abjuro,  abrenuntio, 
execro  Satana  Angelosque  ejus,"  shot  in  a 
moment  down  the  descent. 

Sholtar  had  not  long  to  wait  for  the  result 
of  his  incantation.  The  dead,  pallid  light 
became  gloomier,  the  atmosphere  more  dense 
and  oppressive.  A  Cloud  gradually  formed,  and 
collecting  round  the  foot  of  the  throne,  rolled 
to  and  fro  in  heavy  oscillations,  as  if  agitated 
by  some  interior,  invisible  impulse.  Presently 
it  contracted — ^rose — assumed  shape  and  out- 
line. Urged  by  irresistible  curiosity,  the  sol- 
dier drew  nearer.  Grey,  rigid,  of  that  fearful 
but  unmistakeble  hue  which  distinguishes  death 
from  life,  a  Figure  sat  there  before  his  eyes,  on 
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the  seat  of  the  Throne.  No  breathing  ema- 
nated firom  its  nostrils,  no  animation  stirred  its 
firame,  no  pnlse  beat  in  its  veins,  no  expression 
dwelt  or  flitted  over  its  dusky  cheeks  ;  yet 
something  annoimced  that  there  was  a  Life,  a 
horrible  Life  within.  The  Trooper  staggered 
back  from  its  proximity.  The  ground  trem- 
bled ;  the  limbs  of  the  Creature  then  shud- 
dered, the  eye-lids  opened,  and  in  a  moment — 
as  if  a  Spirit  had  taken  possession — every 
lineament  assumed  an  expression  so  calm  yet 
so  intense  and  hideous,  that  the  hair  of  the 
Mercenary,  reckless  as  he  was,  bristled  at  the 
spectacle.  He  had  braved  danger  and  menace 
of  every  description,  but  nothing  had  he  ever 
witnessed  bearing  any  simiUtude,  even  in 
d^ee,  to  the  appalling  yet  quiet  significance 
of  those  eyes,  the  meaning  of  those  features, 
the  language  of  that  ashy  brow  and  livid  Up. 
Aghast  as  he  stood,  the  unconquerable  auda- 
city of  the  Norman  did  not,  however,  entirely 
abandon  him. 

"  This  is  the  Fiend  himself,"  he  muttered, 
whikt  his  parched  throat  weU  nigh  refused 
utterance  to  the  sounds.  "  But  what  of  that  ? 
he  has  been  as  near  me  in  many  a  scene 
before,  though  I  felt  no  presence  but  the  air. 
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He  has  no  power,  'tis  known,  over  a  Christ- 
crossed  man.  I  defy  thee,  Sathanas !  as  man 
should  do  the  Enemy.  St.  Dimstan  be  now 
my  Angel-firere !" 

But  the  body  of  the  bold  speaker  shrank 
and  quailed,  and  would  gladly  have  sunk  for 
cover  into  the  rock  against  which  it  leaned, 
whilst  his  tongue  faltered  forth  these  expres- 
sions  of  defiance. 

The  voice  that  answered  penetrated  to  the 
core  of  Sholtar's  heart.  Many  sounds  from 
the  wildest  music  to  every  cry  of  the  battle- 
field had  he  in  his  time  heard;  never  such 
sound  as  that,  which  seemed  not  an  accompani- 
ment of  substance,  or  a  vibration  of  the  atmo- 
sphere, but  in  itself  a  Living  thing.  He  again 
crossed  himself,  and  murmured  the  few  Latin 
words  he  had  picked  up  in  the  course  of  his 
lawless  career.  He  knew  not  what  they  were ; 
he  intended  them  to  be  a  prayer. 

''  Why  Cometh  the  dust  into  the  retreat  of 
the  Deathless?  From  whom  of  their  secret 
children  bringeth  he  message,  or  for  whom 
craveth  he  boon  and  deliverance  ?" 

"  Thou  hast  heard— thou  knowest,"  gasped 
the  soldier. 

''  The  Saxon  hath  Ued  to  the  HoUow  Eane. 
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There  are  who  excel  the  Dark  Kings  in  power. 
His  hour  is  come ;  there  is  no  help." 

"  There  is  succourance  beneath  for  them 
that  seek  it.  He  knows  the  Gods  of  night 
require  what  best  he  loves :  he  proffers  them 
gold,  gold  in  hoards." 

"  He  will  know  more  hereafter.  He  that 
bometh  for  gold  now,  bums  for  it  for  ever — 
for  ever." 

The  Spectre  extended  its  arm,  and  with  its 
misty  fingers  grasped  the  air. 

"  Will  ye  aid  him  for  gold  ?"  demanded 
Sholt«,  rinung  Bome  porfo.  of  hi,  n,^™ 
hardihood.  "  If  ye  lust  in  hell  for  gold,  here 
is  gold  in  lieu  of  life." 

"  When  the  sons  of  Adam  shall  be  as  we 
are,"  replied  the  Form,  while  an  awftd  light 
traversed  its  &ce,  "  they  will  have  learnt  the 
ends  of  things — they  will  have  learnt  Wisdom. 
There  is  a  teaching  beneath  of  which  none  may 
teU." 

"  Libera  me  maledicto,  Sanctissima  1"  ex- 
claimed the  Adventurer,  whilst  his  vision  fell 
beneath  the  frightful  expression  of  the  linea- 
ments they  attempted  to  explore  ;  "  but  he 
lies !  he  lies ! 

"  Wherefore  should  I  lie  to  such  as  thee,  or 
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to  any  resembliiig  thee  of  the  oommon  popu- 
lace of  the  Fallen  BeahnP  Thou  hast  come 
for  Knowledge ;  Knowledge  shalt  thon  have. 
Lo !   the  peace  we  feel,  the  aid  we  give." 

The  Apparition,  opening  with  one  hand  the 
substance  of  its  elements,  indicated  with  the 
other  the  receptacle  of  the  heart.  A  vivid 
Blackness,  like  a  coiled  but  revolving  planet, 
occupied  the  cavity,  and  shot  with  a  thousand 
murderous  eyes  through  every  nerve  of  tiie 
now  coUapsed  and  quivering  firame.  And 
Sholtar  perceived  that  the  Blackness  was  a 
distinct  and  living  being.  His  brain  reeled, 
and  he  sunk  slowly  on  his  knee. 

"  Thou  that  aspirest  to  commerce  with  the 
Unearthly,"  said  the  Clouded  Figure,  as  it 
separated  itself  from  the  rock,  and  floated  on 
the  air,  "  know  He  that  made  thee,  made  this. 
He  createth  things  fearful  to  suffer,  fearful  to 
inflict.  Thou  shalt  have  thy  guerdon — ^the 
Saxon  his  doom — ^the  Stipas  King  the  Saxon's 
gold.  The  Bed  Worm  will  have  gold — ^it  stabs 
eternally  for  gold.  Soul-lust  immortal !  im- 
mortal impotence !  for  ever  gold  ;  for  ever 
flre  !  God  !  avenging  Gt)d  1  Gold  !  gold  I 
though  HeU !" 

The  features  of  the  Fiend,  racked  with  the 
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horrors  of  an  undying  tyranny,  the  vitality  of 
a  quenchless  passion,  faded  away  into  a  thin 
filament  of  the  atmosphere,  whilst  the  body 
moved  over  the  mountain  summits  in  the 
direction  of  the  Monthault  Towers. 

The  Soldier's  knee  remained  impressed  on 
the  pointed  floor.  Large  gouts  of  perspiration, 
trickling  from  his  forehead,  ran  down  the 
pommel  of  the  sword  on  which  it  rested  for 
support.  He  neither  stirred  nor  thought ;  he 
had  inhaled  the  Spectre.  A  change  like  a 
poisonous  serpent  was  creeping  inch  by  inch 
through  every  fibre  of  his  nature — every  cell  of 
his  brain.  Vicious  he  had  ever  been  ;  that 
vidousness  was  now  becoming  the  indestruc- 
tible essence  of  himself  .  He  rose — ^rose  after  a 
long  interval,  struck  his  corslet  with  his  steel- 
plated  glove,  and  fixed  his  wasted  aspect  on 
the  far-vanishing  chariot  of  the  Dark  Dweller. 
In  those  few  minutes  of  infernal  communion 
his  jet-black  hair  had  become  dry  and  grey  as 
the  lichen  of  the  moor.  He  seized  a  tress — 
looked  at — felt  it. 

"  Men  said  so,"  he  groaned  forth ;  "  I 
never  believed  it.  There  is  no  priestcraft 
here ;  nought  but  sky,  and  moon,  and  stone. 
That  was  the  Fiend." 
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Again  he  gazed  silently  on  the  distant 
aoud. 

"  Fiend  or  not,"  he  resumed,  "  he  deliTers 
tmth.  To  be  withont  gold  is  to  be  in  hell — is 
hell  itself.  To  have  gold,  to  count  it,  roll  it, 
handle  it,  to  be  alone  with  it,  to  sleep  to  its 
hope,  to  wake  to  its  vision;  to  add  hourly, 
daily,  yearly  to  its  glittering  hoards — this  is 
to  be  richer,  happier,  more  glorions  than 
the  Gospel-heaven.  What  makes  grandeur, 
strength,  nobility,  power?  The  gold.  Who 
are  the  high,  the  honoured, — ^nobles,  barons, 
kings,  •  seigneurs  P  They  that  have  gold. 
Who  command  the  serf,  the  craftsman,  the 
soldier,  the  merchant  ?  Who  beckon  to 
Beauty,  and  it  laughs ;  to  Valour,  and  it  slays ; 
to  Learning,  and  it  lies  ?  They  that  have  the 
gold.  Why  does  the  vasssd  sweat,  the  hus- 
bandman toil,  the  knight  combat,—  why  is  the 
slave  spumed,  the  poor  scourged,  the  maiden 
shamed?  Only — only  because  they  have  no 
gold.  He  that  has  the  gold  has  the  world, 
has  aU  things,  all  men,  all  knees,  all  worship, 
all  joys ;  he  that  has  not  gold  has  nothing,  is 
nothing,  does  nothing.  And  thou.  Dirk 
Sholtar,  hast  none ;  therefore  art  thou  bought 
and  sold,  bartered  and  cheapened,  geared  and 
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worked,  curbed  and  spurred,  starved  and  lashed 
by  those  that  have.  That's  past.  Thou 
knowest  where  the  red  gold  lies  couching. 
Look  to  thyself,  Miller ;  look  to  thyself,  Baron 
of  Monthault." 

With  a  measured  tread  the  Norman  com- 
menced his  descent.  It  might  be  conjectured 
that  he  was  bUnd,  that  he  was  feeling  his  way. 
At  every  ten  or  twelve  steps  he  stood  motion- 
less. The  voice  of  the  Phantasma  still  vibrated 
on  his  senses,  the  living  Terror  that  tenanted 
the  corporeal  Cloud  stiQ  appeared  to  exercise  its 
viperous  evolutions,  to  strike,  to  sting,  to  fasten 
its  slakeless  fangs  before  his  eyes.  Sholtar  was 
not  yet  himself.  The  air  seemed  to  wither  and 
recoil  from  his  approach.  Once  and  again  he 
imbonnetted,  and  the  grey  locks  streamed  down 
the  yonng  man's  temples — ^but  there  was  no 
symptom  of  mutation,  of  penitence,  of  regret  in 
that  hard  and  fiirrowed  face. 

In  this  way  he  passes  stone  after  stone  of 
the  Stipas  Wilderness.  The  sensation  in  his 
heart  is  insupportable.  With  a  savaofe  male- 
Man  he  draT  hi.  .word,  .nd  turns  round- 
he  shakes  the  blade  tiU  the  flashes  quiver  in 
the  sickly,  consumptive  light.  Then  he 
stretches  out  his  left  hand — ^touches  each  huge 
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fragment — ^presses  them  doubtMly.  With  a 
solid,  heavy  tramp,  he  again  moves  down^rard. 

Then  ensues  another  halt,  he  compresses  his 
lips  and  listens;  no  whisper  interrupts  that 
dreary  soUtude  of  silence.  He  relieves  himself 
with  a  long,  unburthening  breath.  He  reaches 
at  last  the  plain,  but  how  often  does  he  stop, 
stagger,  recover  himself,  proceed,  before  the 
Stipas  Stones  loom  an  undefined  and  confused 
chaos  behind  him  P 

Now  the  man  smiles — ^such  a  snule  as  light- 
ning would  be  on  a  black  sl^  charged  with 
storms.  He  accompanies  the  smile  with  a 
curse,  in  such  a  tone  as,  once  heard,  would  ever 
after  trouble  and  haunt  the  memory. 

"  I  thought — ^I  am  right  too — ^the  air,  the 
ground,  the  very  stones  and  rocks  draw  back 
from  me — ^they  shrink  and  shrivel.  When  I 
touch  them,  I  must  grasp  them  fast — ^fast— or 
they  shake  me  off  as  I  would  a  viper  from  my 
thTjmb/' 

His  speed  now  became  rapid,  strong,  sus- 
tained— ^his  language  incoherent  or  connected 
by  the  one  linked  chain  of  "  gold." 

"MySoul!  mySoul!  Whatisit?  whosells 
not  his  Soul  ?  who  loves  not  a  thousand  things 
better  than  his  Soul  P  what  so  vile,  so  common, 
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will  not  buy  souls  by  the  pansh-full  P  purchased 
for  a  mark,  a  hut,  an  acre  of  day^  a  garb  of 
Lincolii  doth.  For  a  groat  a-day  De  Mon- 
thault  hires  them  hell-deep  to  his  work — ^to 
fire,  to  stab,  to  havoc.  Not  a  Norman  but 
barters  himself,  and  the  consdence  within  biin 
from  Berwick  to  Hythe  for  gold,  why  shouldst 
not  thou.  Dirk  Sholtar?" 

The  Soldier  thrust  his  hand  into  the  pouch, 
and  once  more  extracted  the  Miller's  pieces. 
He  counted,  he  weighed,  he  pressed  them  to 
his  breast — ^the  mere  metal  by  some  evil  mys- 
tery now  operated  on  his  whole  organism.  He 
gloated,  he  trembled,  aU  the  expressions  of  a 
cherished  insanity  shot  across  his  features. 

"  I've  done  his  work — ^I've  won  my  wage — 
now,  BOW,  more  wages,  more  gold  for  a  work  of 
my  own.  MOler !  thou  mayest  escape  Breton 
and  Priest,  but  never  Dirk  Sholtar,  returned 
from  thy  own  tryst  of  the  Stipas.  Thou  hast  sold 
me  to  a  churchyard  issue  for  thyself.  Safe  kill, 
safe  bury,  safe  find — ^what  matters  one  or  more 
— thorough,  thorough,  thou  Monthault  lamb !" 

The  will— the  determination— the  inexora- 
bility which  cuts  away  from  the  flesh  every- 
thing mild,  everything  radiant,  everything  soft, 
devouring  them  in  the  furnace  of  the  mind,  was 
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deepening  into  an  indelible  repuLsiveness  on  the 
Soldier's  lineaments.  Each  external  index  was 
becoming  the  corresponding  type  of  a  hateful 
nature— of  a  rooted  malignancy  towards  good 
—of  sympathy  with  and  admiration  of  evil. 

The  mention  of  "  Monthault,"  therefore,  was 
foUowed  by  observations  very  significant  of  this 
transmutation.  The  Baron,  absent  or  present, 
was  never  complimented  by  any  member  of  his 
military  household.  Most  of  them,  all  the 
prudent,  discharged  their  relative  functions 
without  the  remotest  allusion  to  his  personal 
existence — a  stranger,  accompanying  the  cohors 
for  days,  would  not  have  ascertained  that  such 
a  master  lived.  This  gratified  the  Baron.  He 
liked  his  work  done,  he  detested  his  name  used. 
Others,  more  choleric  or  more  unreserved,  occa- 
sionally emancipated  their  tongues.  A  dark 
rocket-stick,  beaten  upon  by  showers  of  fiery 
particles,  conveys  some  notion  of  the  treatment 
the  word  "  Monthault"  then  received.  Sholtar, 
excellent  as  he  was  in  full  service,  laboured 
under  this  imprudence  in  garrison  of  a  garru- 
lous member.  More  than  once  had  he  united 
the  name  of  his  lord  to  epithets  which  the 
Baron,  despite  his  contemptuous  indifierence  to 
public  opinion  and  all  its  oracles,  had  marked 
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his  appreciation  of  by  crimson  scores  on  the 
subordinate's  back.  The  sentiments  of  the 
sufferer  were  not  altered  by  these  caatigations. 
though  his  feelings  were  exquisitely  pained: 
he  did  not  admire  the  Baron  more  for  thus 
gagging  publicity  of  thought,  but  he  reverenced 
his  own  sensitiveness  and  obeyed. 

The  revulsion  now  ensued.  De  Monthault 
appeared  in  another  aspect — the  aspect  of  supe- 
rior, more  inflexible  hardihood.  In  the  presence 
of  such,  the  weaker  villainy  despised  itself. 

''  Ah !  that  I  should  have  lived  these  ten 
years  in  the  Marcher's  halls,  yet  never  dis- 
covered the  secret  of  the  Marcher's  strength. 
I  that  have  heard  it  drop,  I  know  not  how  ofk, 
from  his  own  lips!  Fool!  Fool!  he  is  the 
man,  I  the  w6man,  the  child,  the  village  inno- 
cent. The  country  gossips  blabbed  it  in  way- 
side taverns.  Ever  it  was  at  last,  '  If  De 
Monthault  has  said  so,  he  will  do  so.'  This  is 
truth.  He  has  been  '  Thorough'  through 
every  change  of  life :  never  friend  too  subtle, 
never  foe  too  deadly  for  him :  never  has  doubt 
undermined,  nor  fear  destroyed  his  purposes. 
He  elected  his  Path.  I,  others,  thousands 
elected  the  same ;  we  were  the  cowards,  he  was 
the  brave:   we  were  the  double-minded  Pol- 
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trons  that  would,  yet  would  not :  he  was  the 
smgle-hearted  doer,  that  through  hard  and 
soft,  fire  and  water,  the  living  and  the  dead, 
trod  the  Path  onward.  Therefore,  whatever 
prizes  lay  therein,  he  first  attained,  first  seized, 
first  wore :  we  lagged  into  followers  of  him,  not 
of  the  Path.  He  throws  us  his  pence  and  his 
scorn.  He  is  the  noble,  the  high,  the  foremost. 
I  am  the  low,  the  meek,  the  poor-spirited. 
Bight  well  he  knew  what  nature  that  Path  re- 
quired— he  found  that  nature  in  himself: 
bravely  has  he  carried  it.  He  never  showed 
pity.     I  never  knew  him  spare." 

And  Sholtar  made  a  note  of  this  charac- 
teristic in  his  memory. 

"  Where  he  smites,  it  is  ever  one  worthy  of  the 
blow — the  right  man  in  the  right  place.  Mort 
Dieu !  I  have  been  a  gaping  dullard  in  such 
a  school  as  this  1  Who  now  so  great,  so  wealthy, 
so  powerful  as  the  Marcher  ?  Nor  old  either — 
barely  fifty,  tough  as  the  seasoned  yew.  Who 
has  such  sons — each  a  bom  seigneur ;  a  lord 
of  land  and  lady,  each  a  rider  to  his  fiather's 
heart?  Who  has  amassed  such  ingots — who 
owns  such  banded  coffers  in  his  Keep  ?  Thou 
liest,  Miller,  thou  Uest — thou  hast  not  half  the 
hoards  of  Eaymond  the  Norman.      And  all 
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this — ^he  and  I  ever  walked  the  same  Path^ 
walk  it  still,  only  when  first  he  planted  foot  in 
it,  he  said  to  his  soul,  ''  Be  thon  the  sternest 
in  the  deeds  of  the  Path,  or  away,  tread  it  not 
at  alL"  I  loved  the  Path,  but  like  a  lily-livered 
maiden,  feared  its  deeds.  So  he  is  a  mighty 
Baron,  with  children,  castle,  honours,  wealth, 
and  name.  I  am  a  beggar,  homeless,  house- 
less, worthless,  spat  upon,  and  like  a  dog,  vic- 
tualled for  my  teeth  and  bark.  Let  but  the 
Welshman  drive  his  skene  into  my  thumb, 
like  a  stag^tossed  hound  I  should  be  thrust  out 
— ^blew  the  December  blast  in  sheets  of  ice — ^to 
die  on  a  midnight  grave.  De  Monthault  is  the 
wise  and  valiant  Lord — ^thou  art  the  siUy  fool 
— ^the  beaten  servitor.  Bightly,  rightly — ^he 
never  swerved,  therefore  never  failed.'' 

To  be  successful  in  villainy  is  of  aU  destinies 
the  most  to  be  deprecated.  It  is  not  a  solitary 
but  a  multitudinous  perdition.  In  all  ages  there 
are  Sholtars,  mimics  of  the  Monthaults — ^the 
worshippers  of  the  baleM  stars  that  plunge 
their  worshippers  in  crime  and  misery. 

The  Mercenary  thus  absorbed  in  his  admira- 
tion of  the  Marcher's  qualities,  failed  to  observe 
a  &ct  of  more  direct  importance  to  himself.  An 
athletic  hand  laid  on  his  shoulder  recalled  him  to 
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himself.     A  figure  wrapt  in  a  grey  cloak  and 
cowl  was  walking  by  his  side. 

The  costume  was  not  unusual.  Ecclesiastics 
of  every  grade  adopted  such  in  their  peregri- 
nations on  the  hills*  But  Sholtar's  mood  was 
inimical  to  all  association  with  this  order ;  least 
of  all  companions^  at  this  moment,  could  he 
tolerate  a  monk. 

Shaking  off  the  hand,  he  gruffly  said — 

<<  Walk  on,  friend,  and  take  this  advice  with 
you,  touch  not  travellers ;  some  are  apt  to 
touch  again." 

"  May-be — but  such  as  speak  aloud  to  road 
and  hedge*row  of  Baymond  de  Monthault  will 
find  hands  and  tongues  to  answer  them  out  of 
the  beech-tree  root  or  the  boulder  of  the  brook. 
Dost  use  the  name  as  a  pass-word  on  the  Salop 
Dyke?" 

Something  in  the  tone  grated  disagreeably 
on  the  ear  of  the  Soldier.  Without  reply,  he 
waved  his  companion  back,  and  redoubling  his 
pace,  exerted  himself  to  shoot  a-head. 

The  attempt  exceeded  the  prowess  of  the  best 
legs  in  the  forces  of  Monthault.  Without 
noise  or  effort,  without  permitting  a  limb  or 
feature  to  be  exposed,  the  Cloak  covered  his 
ground  with  a  facile  rapidity,  which,  at  the 
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termination  of  a  few  hnndred  yards,  brought 
Sholtar  to  an  abrupt  halt.  The  massy  outlines 
of  the  Castle  at  this  point  loomed  into  view. 
The  fabulous  command  of  eye-sight  attributed 
to  the  Baron  occurred  simultaneously  to  the 
Trooper.  He  planted  himself,  therefore,  in 
front  of  his  pedestrian  competitor,  and  touch- 
ing significantly  the  pommel  of  his  sword, 
exclaimed — 

"  Priest  or  pedlar,  thou  travellest  no  farther 
hitherward.     Back  I" 

"  Nay,  Norman  —  the  road  is  free  to  all 
that  dare  march  face  forwards  towards  yonder 
donjon," 

"  Back  !"  reiterated  Sholtar ;  "  whilst  yet 
thou  mayest.  The  ground  beyond  is  not 
healthy  for  thy  life.  Go— K)r  worse  will  be- 
tide thee." 

"  Wouldst  thou  bar  the  Church  from  assoil- 
zing  the  souls  of  the  dying  ?" 

"  Hast  thou,  too,  a  message  for  Adpa  of 
Harrington  ?"  suddenly  questioned  Sholtar. 
"  I  have  spared  thee  time  and  toil.  Did  the 
Miller  s  hope  depend  on  thee  he  would  never 
more  carry  grist  to  his  mill." 

"  Aye ;"  said  the  other,  musingly,  "  is  he  in 
such  a  strait — ^and  wherefore  ?" 
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"  Wherefore  ?  for  sending  a  sliafl  through 
the  Gwentland  Bunner,  whom  Jarl  Bronz 
had  sworn  under  the  Staff  of  St.  David.  To- 
morrow's—or for  that,  I  scent  it  now — to- 
day's mom  would  be  the  last  to  shine  on  his 
grizzly  hair  at  the  Harrington  Barrier — but 
I  have  brought  him  aid — aid  and  deliver- 
ance." 

"  Hast  thou  ?"  inquired  the  other.  "  He 
must  be  a  bold  Priest — ^would  absolve  a  Saxon 
soul  from  the  curse  of  the  great  Kymru  Saint." 

"  That  would  be  to  gear  the  kestril-hawk 
against  the  eagle.  Content  thee,  he  has  friends 
that  look  well  to  their  own.  Thou  hast  no 
charm  in  mass  or  breviary  will  comfort  him  as 
much  as  the  errand  I've  wrought  for  him  to- 
night. Ho !  Priest,  thy  ghostly  faith  is  not 
for  him — a  blow  on  the  Stipas  Stone  serves 
him  better  than  life-long  penance  and  con- 
fessional — so  back — ^he  needs  thee  not — he'll 
never  welcome  thee,  nor  thy  pattering  mum- 
meries." 

And  the  Soldier  broke  out  into  a  low  sneer- 
ing laugh. 

There  was  no  response  to  it.  The  cloak  and 
cowl  dropped  from  that  sUent  and  stationary 
figure.     Dirk  at  once   recognized  the  severe 
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expression  and  flowing  tresses  of  the  personage 
he  had  encountered  at  the  Stipas  Stone.  He 
now  recognized  also  something  more;  the 
sallow  light  betrayed  a  burst  of  memory  de- 
picted on  the  Trooper's  startled  features. 

Not  a  word  more  was  said  or  exchanged. 
Dirk  fixed  his  foot  firmly  on  the  soil — settled 
his  mmtaxy  bonnet,  and  waited  the  inevitable 
attack.  His  whole  demeanour  was  that  of  a 
man  whose  life  depended  on  the  next  five 
minutes'  use  of  his  weapon.  He  was  brave, 
experienced,  self-collected;  hackneyed  in  si- 
milar passages  of  arms;  he  knew,  too,  the 
corpse  of  his  opponent  would  fetch  its  weight 
in  gold — ^his  now  all-precious  gold — firom  the 
coffers  of  the  Marcher.  But,  therewithal,  there 
flitted — ^not  a  quailing  but  an  unquiet  wander- 
ing look  over  his  face ;  that  face  was  very  pale; 
the  paleness  received  a  dismal  yet  ferocious 
framing  firom  the  thick  white  locks  that  es- 
caped on  either  side  his  cheek.  He  presented 
a  picture  in  that  lone  spot,  that  nightly  gazing 
of  the  clear,  unmoved,  unsympathizing  stars, 
few  would  love  to  dwell  upon.  The  stranger 
unsheathed  a  short  but  broad  and  ponderous 
sword;  he  wore  neither  helm,  cuirass,  nor 
cuishes — ^no  defensive  armour  of  any  descrip- 
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tion,  yet  his  survey  of  the  Mercenary  was  that 
of  a  basilisk  on  a  bird. 

A  lance  of  crimson  lightning  shot  at  this 
instant  from  the  sky  above  the  battlements  of 
Monthault. 

Sholtar  looked  up — ^the  heavens  from  north 
to  south  were  gloriously  serene  and  unbe- 
specked  by  a  single  shade — except  one  dark 
spot  above  those  still  darker  Towers  of  iniquity 
and  crime. 

"  Ha !  ha!  the  Fiend  of  the  Qoud  again!" 
muttered  he,  with  untroubled  composure — \ns 
lip  curling  towards  his  antagonist. 

Then  ensued  a  leap — ^a  single  prolonged  dash 
of  steel— a  gurgling  as  of  a  stream  from  a  well- 
the  aplomb  of  a  body  idling  and  remaining  where 
it  falls  on  the  hard  unechoing  ground — ^a  still- 
ness— ^and,  finally,  the  sound  of  one  man's  feet 
moving,  passing,  expiring  in  the  distance. 

Then  came  a  cold,  formless  Mist  settling 
down  on  the  dead  man's  body. 
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CHAPTEE  Vni. 


THE  ORDEAL  VERDICT. 


The  first  tinge  of  lights  more  resembling  a 
roseate  shadow  than  light  itself,  crept  up  to  the 
level  of  the  horizon  in  one  especial  point  of  the 
East ;  thence  extending  itself  into  a  rich  embo- 
diment of  purple  hue,  it  ascended  imperceptibly 
higher,  till  on  that  single  spot,  alone  in  the 
vast  circumference  of  the  grey  colourless  sky, 
the  Mom  appeared  to  be  personified  in  one 
solitary  but  lustrous  Spirit  of  the  ether,  herald- 
ing, as  Aurora  of  old,  the  ascension  from  the 
realms  of  night  of  the  King  of  day. 

The  Marcher,  armed  cap-a-pie,  was  the  first 
object  the  glint  of  the  purple  twilight  flashed 
upon.  The  night  was  ever  too  long,  the  day 
too  brief  for  De  Monthault.  Now,  as  with  his 
usual  steady  space  he  measured  and  remeasured 
the  ground,  his  Black  Flume  blending  with  the 
receding  huelessness  of  the  cold  morning  mists, 

o3 
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whilst  his  corslet  shot  back  the  yet  feeble  ravB 
of  the  gloaming,  he  might  hare  been  im^^ned 
the  incarnation  of  that  endless  antagonism, 
the  contest  of  the  infinences  of  heaven  and 
hell,  in  the  individual  sonl. 

He  beat  the  palm  of  his  left  gauntlet  widi 
his  Baton.     He  was  already  impatient.     Now 
he  glanced  at  the  East — ^the  sun  was  tardy; 
now  at  his  men  at  anns,  to  detect,  if  possible, 
some  defect  in  piece  or  bearing  or  position. 
Monumental  statues  were  not  more  motionlees, 
more  perfect,  more  solid  in  their  deep  tran- 
quility;  barely  did  their  eyes    anA   eyelids 
indicate  consciousness  of  their   own  vitality. 
The  Marcher  perforce  aaxA  nothing,  whitBt  the 
pulses  tmder  the  iron  ribs  of  his  Troopers  felt 
what  not  even  the  ghost  of  a  smile  expressed. 
"Ha!   the  old  wolf!  we,  at  any  rate,  are 
faultless.     We  defy  examination ;   let  him,  if 
he  can,  correct  a  hinge  in  our  accoutrements,  a 
hair  in  our  casques  !     We,  at  least,  are  safe." 
e  Marcher  at  last  vented  his  feeHngs  in 
id  soliloquy,  broken  portions  of  wliidi 
Lched  the  ears  of  his  audience, 
is  laggard  sun  travels  me  like  a  jotted 
n  a  Flemish  jade.    Had  I  the  oidering 
things  above,  I'd  work  tiiem  to  qnicka' 


RAYMOND   DE   MONTHAULT.  299 

purpose  than  eight  hours'  loss  out  of  the  thrice 
eight  calendar  of  hours.  A  third  of  life  can- 
celled, wasted,  slaughtered,  because  the  light  is 
tied  and  bound  within  a  fiery  ball,  that,  like  a 
sickly  girl,  must  have  its  bed  to  seek ;  its  West* 
to  anticipate  after  its  evening  ride !  Night  I 
if  loiterers  will  sleep,  let  them  sleep  in  the 
day — ^they'll  wake  the  sooner.  Had  I  the  re- 
galance  of  the  world,  I'd  have  no  night  except 
for  the  dead;  time,  without  night  is  short 
enough  for  the  living. 

"  And  this  Praying  Priest !  What  ails  him 
now  that  he  snores  in  his  cell  when  the  breeze 
has  already  travelled  hither  from  the  Norfolk 
shores  to  stir  the  Montgomery  weeds  ?  What 
gains  the  shaven  fool  by  his  prayers  ?  Nothing 
I  trow.  A  score  of  years  have  his  matins  and 
vespers,  his  fastings  and  vigils,  his  aves  and 
beads  been  pattering  to  heaven  1  Who  is  there 
yonder  to  hear  them  ?  What  better  is  he  now 
than  the  dog  that  has  neither  master  nor 
kennel  ?  Prayer !  to  whom  ?  to  some  phantom 
&bricated  by  his  brain  as  heathenesse  fabricate 
theirs  by  the  hands.  Who  has  seen  Him  ?  If 
I  prayed,  I'd  pray  to  something  could — ^but  I 
never  prayed.  I,  that  never  prayed,  have  fiefs, 
lands,' castles,  men;  this  Saint  of  Prayers  has 
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none — ^a  beggar !  I  could  crush  him  as  I  could 
a  drumming  drone  between  these  thumbs. 
Pray  me  no  prayers;  111  have  work,  work, 
work— hands,  and  no  knees  for  me !" 

He  turned  to  his  guards,  as  if  some  very 
remote  possibility  existed  of  a  latent  inclination 
in  one,  perhaps  one,  of  those  hardened  hearts 
to  practise  what  he  considered  so  thoroughly 
imbecile,  because  so  thoroughly  unprofitable. 
He  might  have  probed  long  with  perfect  satis- 
faction to  himself  A  momentary  inspection 
therefore  sufficed. 

"  Blow  me  a  blast,  Dupaltier,  shall  shake 
the  couches  of  these  tarriers.  Think  they, 
when  the  Venedotian  lance  is  ripping  the 
Borders  up,  a  Marcher  has  nought  to  do  but 
valet  their  idlesse  ?  Have  I  fifty  Bowmen  like 
the  Miller  that  can  cleave  a  hart  at  an  eight- 
score  shot,  that  I  should  tarry  a  laggard 
churchman  here  ?  K  he  come  not  we  will  our- 
selves enact  priest  and  St.  Tyssil  to  boot. 
Blow,  man ;  blow !" 

The  echoes  of  the  trumpet-call  split  the 
stagnancy  of  the  conglomerated  air,  as  a  stone 
does  a  sheet  of  glass,  in  a  thousand  diverging 
lines. 

The  rattle  of  the  warlike  instrument  seemed 
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for  a  moment  to  smooth  the  ruffled  temper  of 
the  Marcher,  but  only  for  a  moment. 

These  Priests,"  soliloquized  he,  "  what  are 
they?  What  is  this  Anchorite, whose  starved  car- 
case I  cotdd  crumble  into  dust  with  a  wrestler's 
throttle,  that  he  should  dictate  this  and  that 
order  to  the  Lord  of  a  thousand  spearq  ?  What 
is  he,  that  without  any  armour  but  his  sack- 
cloth, any  food  but  his  &sting,  any  helm  but 
his  naked  crown,  any  sword  but  his  withy 
cross,  any  subjects  but  men  like  sheep,  bom  to 
be  fed  and  fleeced  and  tabled,  should  oppose  his 
life  to  my  will  ?  To  me,  whose  Castle  would 
engulph  a  hxmdred  of  his  cells  I  Why  should 
he  chaunt  when  I  review,  pray  when  I  work, 
teach  when  I  discipline,  bless  when  I  curse, 
and  curse  where  I  approve?  The  poor,  the 
orphan,  the  helpless  I  What  has  he  to  do  with 
them?  Once  I  was  poor;  poor  and  hard  as 
the  block  of  iron-ore.  Was  it  he  or  his  priest- 
hood made  me  what  I  am  ?  Why  should  not 
other  poor,  if  the  metal  be  in  them,  be  Bay- 
monds  de  Monthault  ?  If  not — ^why  then  the 
lion  for  the  field,  the  Iamb  for  the  stall,  who 
can  change  that  decree  ?  Not  all  the  monks,  I 
trow,  in  Christendom." 

The  Mist,  instead  of  ascending,  became  sta- 
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tionary — ^nothing  but  the  crests  of  the  soldiers, 
like  birds  reposing  on  a  lake^  were  visible  above 
its  feathery  surface. 

"  Ah !  'tis  thus  they  come,"  continued  he ; 
"  neither  light  nor  darkness,  neither  water  nor 
air,  neither  force  nor  firaud,  neither  heat  nor 
cold — anon  they  are  felt  as  the  racking  ice -or 
July  fire.  This  Hermit  of  Chirbuiy  has  ever 
been  a  whisperer  of  evil  against  Monthault — 
a  Confessor  of  Saxons,  a  denouncer  of  Border 
law — ^yet  where  can  I  smite  him  ?  He  has  no 
gold  or  I  would  rend  it  from  him,  and  the 
tissues  of  his  clinging  heart  with  it.  He  has 
no  wife,  no  child,  no  hostage,  none  I  can  deal 
with  or  terrify.  He  (sraves  nothing  I  can 
give — ^regrets  nothing  I  can  take — ^I  might 
harry  a  dream  as  well.  Now  perchance  will 
he  jeopaxdize  me  the  strongest  yeoman  in 
Salop.  If  I  dnll  him  through  with  my  spear 
as  in  such  wise  I  would  a  battle-foe  that  slew 
my  serf,  all  of  his  Creed  would  swear  his  soul 
to  heaven.  Never  a  monk  or  priest  from 
Lebanon  hither  but  would  purchase  his  bones 
by  the  ounce.  I,  the  Baron  that  avenged  his 
man,  would  be  branded  as  a  cast-out  Paynim 
by  the  very  Miller's  own  kith  and  kin — such 
would  be  my  guerdon.'* 


i_ 
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The  trumpet  had  aroused  the  neighbouring 
hamlets.  The  peasants  of  the  demesne — 
hirsute,  suUen  physiognomies,  began  to  muster 
in  groups. 

"  These  are  the  stupid,  earthy  mines  they 
work,"  continued  De  Monthault,  glancing  in 
their  direction ;  "  with  these  they  connive,  con- 
sult, plot,  and  sympathize — ovens  for  the  bel- 
lows, timber  for  the  spark,  ships  for  the  rudder. 
Let  the  Hermit  of  Chirbury  denounce  one,  the 
rest,  as  the  stags  of  the  forest  a  stricken  mate, 
will  gore  him  to  death.  If  every  Norman  were 
of  my  mind,  the  only  serfdom  should  be  to  the 
Sword  and  the  Castle.  What  do  these  Spirit- 
mongers  among  my  men  ?"  There  was  a  move- 
ment on  the  outskirts— the  Miller,  escorted  by 
a  detachment  of  the  garrison,  was  led  into  the 
open  space  before  the  Marcher.  The  detachment 
retired,  leaving  the  serf  alone  with  his  master. 

The  Airrows  on  the  Miller's  face  had  become 
sharp  indentations.  His  head  was  bare,  his 
arm,  as  we  have  described,  bound  and  slung. 

Neither  for  a  space  spoke.  The  Miller 
seemed  to  condense  the  Mist  round  his  person ; 
at  a  short  distance  he  was  completely  concealed 
from  observation.  The  Marcher  slightly 
tapped  him  on  the  forehead.    A  shudder,  as  if 
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he  had  already  felt  the  executioner's  attentions, 
pervaded  the  Miller's  frame. 

"  Life  is  very  sweet,  very  precious  to  those 
that  are  about  to  die/'  said  Baymond  in  a  low 
tone.  "  Dost  thou  know  where  thou  art  going 
to,  Saxon?" 

The  Miller  raised  his  despair-worn  eyes — 
their  expression  caused  De  Monthault  to  recede 
a  step. 

"  Question  the  Priest,  Saxon,  he  will  tell 
thee." 

"  'Tis  felse,"  said  the  Miller,  hoarsely, 
"  who  has  ever  returned  to  tell  us  that  ?  'Tis 
false,  Norman,  thou  art  a  liar  to  speak  it." 

"  'Tis  the  Priest,  Saxon,  not  I — nevertheless 
go  where  thou  wilt,  thou  quittest  this  body  of 
thine,  thy  mill,  thy  boy,  thy  grist  and  work — 
I  never  heard  that  the  dead,  at  any  rate, 
breathed  the  morning  air  or  saw  the  sun  as 
thou  dost  now — ^is  that  false  also?  has  ever 
any  returned  to  tell  us  that  ?" 

The  Miller  breathed  heavily. 

"  If  the  Priest  lie,"  said  the  Marcher,  "  no 
if  there  is  Hell,  thy  plight  is  bad  enough. 
If  he  speak  truth,  the  touch  thou  hast  expe- 
rienced of  the  Fire  of  St.  Tyssil  is  but  a  glow- 
worm's candle  to  thy  future  doom." 
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The  miserable  wretch  groaned  aloud. 

"  No,  no,  'tis  a  lie,  Norman — ^in  the  next 
world,  if  there  be  one,  there  is  no  pain." 

"  Nor  in  this  either,"  repUed  De  Monthaxdt, 
with  sardonic  contempt ;  "no  ague,  no  ache, 
no  fever,  no  rending  of  brain  and  limb,  no 
Marchers  like  myself,  no  Bastorgus.  Thou 
hast  never  suffered  in  hand  or  back,  hast  thou  ? 
Who  has  returned  to  tell  thee  the  next  world 
will  be  better  for  thee  than  this?  Thou  art 
out  in  thy  reasoning,  Miller." 

The  white  lips  of  the  serf  moved  as  if  they 
would  have  spoken. 

"  Thou  art  a  more  dastardly  knave  than  I 
thought  thee,"  broke  out  the  Baron,  observing 
the  effect  his  taunts  had  produced,  '*  thou  art 
not  worth  the  rescuing  from  the  Chirbury 
Priest." 

"  Thou  knowest  but  the  half,  Norman,"  re- 
pUed the  Miller,  "  but  half  of  what  I  leave, 
of  what  I  feel,  of  what  I  fear.  No  man 
knows  what  death  is  to  another  man.  Save 
me  from  the  Hollow  Shrine.  Never  Saxon  paid 
Norman  so  richly  as  I  will  thee." 

"  Hast  thou  guessed  me,  vassal,"  said  De 
Monthault,  with  a  most  repulsive  expression ; 
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"  how  can  I  save  thee  from  Church  and 
Saint?" 

The  Serf  looked  at  him  fixedly. 

'*  It  was  revealed  to  thee  not  an  hour  ago  on 
thy  bed.  I  have  Friends  from  Beneath/'  mut- 
tered he,  "  but  they  are  not  strong  enough 
against  the  Shrine  of  the  Hollow — 'tis  thou 
alone  canst  do  it." 

Well  did  De  Monthault  merit  the  appella- 
tion which  Father  Ithel,  simple  Father  Ithel, 
in  an  extraordinary  fit  of  ecclesiastical  courage 
once  addressed  him  by — "The  Judge  that 
neither  feared  God  nor  regarded  man." 

"  The  devilry  be  between  thee  and  them," 
said  he,  stepping  forward.  "  Did  they  reveal, 
too,  that  my  guerdon  for  saving  thee " 

And  here  he  stooped  down  to  the  Miller's 
ear. 

A  glare  flashed  up  in  the  Miller's  eyes. 

"  I  have  none,  Norman.  The  one  I  had  I 
have  cursed.  She  that  once  was  so  is  no 
daughter  of  mine.  What  have  I  to  do  be- 
tween thee  and  her  ?" 

"  Thou  art  a  wise  vassal,"  briefly  said  the 
Baron,  removing  his  grasp  from  the  Miller's 
ann.     But  the  Baron's  Plumage  was  not  more 
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dark  than  a  transient  column  of  Mist  which 
shrouded  the  two  in  the  attitude  of  this  hor- 
rible compact.  The  Miller  trembled.  De 
Monthault  raised  his  head  and  looked  round ; 
the  column  had  melted  away ;  the  Mist  itself 
was  clearing,  or  rather  falling  back,  from  the 
immediate  vicinity. 

"  Courage,  MiUer,"  said  the  Baron ;  "  thou 
shalt  shoot  me  yet  many  a  shaft  into  a  Welsh- 
man's tunic.  The  arm  must  reach  far  that 
touches  a  hair  of  thy  beard  in  Monthault 
guard/' 

This  was  delivered  in  a  subdued  tone,  for 
the  speaker  caught  the  approaching  forms  of 
the  Priest  of  Chirbury  and  his  brethren,  Fathers 
John  aaid  Ithel. 

Never  had  morning  felt  so  exceedingly 
grating,  anti-pathetic,  imwholesome  to  the  two 
latter  ecclesiastics.  Once  they  entered  the 
Mist,  there  was  no  measure,  no  termination 
to  their  mutual  condolences  and  complaints. 
"  What's  this — ^what's  this  ?"  exclaimed  Father 
John,  exhaling  violently ;  "  where  are  we 
arrived?  with  what  does  the  earth  teem?  is  it 
here  the  plague  was  buried  ?  I  never  felt  such 
a  Mist  as  this.    Why  does  not  the  sun  dissolve 
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it  ?  why  does  it  not  evaporate  ?  why  is  it  this 
strange  colour  ?" 

"  Peace,  brother,"  replied  the  Hermit. 
*'  The  reflection  of  the  armed  men,  and  the 
wickedness  to  be  lud&^ed,  agitate  thy  mind. 
The  Mirt  i,  a  cJJn  misCsuch  „  I  „ite> 
see  creeping  the  ground  between  the  Stipas 
Eocks  and  the  Monthault  Towers.  See,  it 
ahready  begins  to  lighten." 

It  did  actually  give  way,  rolling  off  in 
volumes  from  the  passage  of  the  anchorite. 

The  Marcher  strode  down  the  line  of  his 
guards,  a  step,  as  it  were,  to  each  man.  TTia 
back  was  to  the  Hermit.  The  words  he  pro- 
nounced were  inaudible,  except  to  the  soldiers 
addressed.  He  turned  again,  and,  with  a 
motion  of  his  arm,  summoned  his  three  sons 
to  his  side. 

Jaxl  Bronz  remained  in  position. 

"  Back,  carles !"  said  the  Baron  to  the 
peasantry,  whilst  the  guard,  by  a  quick  evolu- 
tion, formed  a  complete  circle  between  them 
and  the  Miller,  enclosing  in  its  centre  De 
Monthault  and  the  priests. 

"  There  will  be  no  judgment,"  exclaimed  a 
hoary-headed  elder  to  a  stalworth  figure  by  his 
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side,  who  was  leaning  on  apparently  a  long 
staff,  the  point  of  which  was  buried  in  the 
ground. 

"  Wait,"  was  the  reply.  "  I  have  seen  St. 
Tyssil  break  through  stronger  barriers  than  a 
score  or  two  of  breastplates.  If  ever  I  marked 
the  death-shadow,  'tis  now  on  the  Miller's 
feoe." 

"  What  dost  thou  miss.  Priest  ?"  demanded 
De  Monthaidt,  observing  the  Hermit  casting 
his  eyes  round  as  if  in  quest  of  some  deside- 
ratum. 

"  Thou  shouldst  have  cited  the  Bling's 
Sheriff  and  twelve  good  men  to  witness  the 
issue  of  this  appeal,  Lord  Baymond :  where- 
fore  are  they  not  summoned  ?" 

"  Because  they  are  not  needed,''  replied  the 
Baron.  *'  When  Stephen  le  Boi  and  Maud  la 
Beine  have  settled  which  shall  be  King,  we 
may  know  which  Sheriff  i8  he  that  represents 
the  Crown.  Keep  to  thy  missal,  Priest.  The 
writ  of  neither  King  nor  Queen  runs  above  a 
Lord  Marcher's  in  his  own  court  and  demesne. 
Let  the  law  of  the  Bastard  prevail  in  the  lands 
he  conquered  and  gave.  That's  but  fair.  The 
lands  of  Monthault  he  never  conquered  or 
gave.   I  won  them  myself  from  the  Venetine,  as 
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he  did  England  from  the  Saxon — ^by  the  sword. 
The  k-lf  hi.  ,wori  yonder-i  ^  ™ord 
here.  I  will  have  no  Eeeve  or  Sheriff  of 
London  thnist  on  Monthault." 

"  I  told  thee,  I  told  thee/'  whispered  the 
Elder,  plucking  his  compamou  by  the  skirts  of 
his  tunic. 

"  But  as  for  twelve  good  men  and  true,  here 
they  are.  My  three  sons  and  nine  of  my 
troopers  shall  be  the  MiQer's  jury.  Better 
men,  or  stauncher  to  a  friend  in  need,  never 
deposed  to  facts,  or  more  inclined  to  thy 
churchman's  grace  of  mercy  to  a  sinner.  I 
have  selected  them  after  thine  own  heart — 
tender-conscienced  men,  that  would  not  for  all 
my  gear  have  the  death  of  an  innocent  on  their 
souls.  Dost  thou  accept  them,  Miller  ?"  asked 
he,  his  teeth  just  visible  between  his  mocking 
lips. 

"  I  do,"  repUed  the  Miller. 

*'  Thou  art  man  of  mine,  and  shalt  have  fair 
play  against  the  Saints  themselves.  If  the 
verdict  of  thy  jury  please  thee  not,  thou  shalt 
have  Godfrey  the  Crusader's  chance^ — ^thou 
shalt  fight  them  in  succession  with  thy  quarter- 
staff:  thou  canst  floor  them  all  between  sun- 
rise and  sun-down :  thou  shalt  win  thy  life. 
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That's  Jerusalem  Justice,  and  needs  must  be 
right  and  good.  Thou  can'st  not  object  to 
that.  Priest?" 

"  Once  have  I  spoken  to  thee  when  this  serf 
confessed  that  the  fire  of  the  Fane  was  abeady 
kindled  in  his  bones,"  replied  the  Ascetic. 
"  The  Lord  himself  shall  plead  with  thee  against 
this  man  whom  ye  seek  by  fraud  and  falsehood 
to  shield  from  the  vengeance  of  Heaven.  Hath 
he  not  the  sentence  of  guilt  manifestly  in- 
scribed on  his  face  ?  Saw  ye  ever  in  the  inno- 
cent such  horror  as  is  there  depicted  P" 

"  If  thy  back  had  been  scourged.  Priest,  thy 
hand  carbonadoed,  thy  life  in  jeopardy  like  his, 
thy  face,  I  trow,  would  not  wear  the  physi- 
ogaamj  of  angels.  Come — ^to  thy  work :  un- 
swathe— ^unswathe !" 

Pather  John  meanwhile  had  uncovered  a 
small,  richly-chased  Casket.  "Why  boastest 
thou  thyself  in  wickedness,  thou  tyrant,"  mur- 
mured he,  not  quite  loud  enough  for  the  Baron 
to  hear  him.  But  the  Baron's  attention  was 
arrested  by  the  Casket. 

"What  hast  thou  there,"  said  he,  his  eye 
dwelling  on  the  heavy  gold  moxmtings  which 
almost  concealed  the  wood. 

"  This  is  the  Pyx  of  the  Consecrated  Host," 
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said  the  Hermit,  taking  the  Casket  from  his 
companion.  "  Te  shall  swear  upon  this  to  pro- 
nounce true  judgment  between  St.  TyssU  and 
the  accused,  as  on  your  own  bodies  ye  shall 
answer  it  to  God.*' 

The  troopers  involuntarily  recoiled.  A  pallor 
overspread  the  cheeks  of  Sir  Peers  which  the 
Marcher's  eye  immediately  detected. 

•'  Wilt  thou  not,"  said  he,  putting  his  frown- 
ing forehead  within  an  inch  of  his  sons. 

The  tone  was  like  the  hiss  of  a  reptile. 

*'  Never,"  said  the  young  man,  "  never !  I'll 
lie — ^but  not  on  that — ^not  to  the  Body  of  God. 
Thou,  shalt  stab  me  first !" 

And  the  son  looked  at  the  &ther  with  a 
savage  ^y  equal  to  his  own.  For  a  moment 
it  seemed  as  if  the  Baron  woiUd  have  stabbed 
him,  but  a  "glance  sufficed  to  inform  him 
of  the  danger  which  attended  the  whole  pro- 
ceeding. The  troopers  were  uneasy— even 
Guadere  and  Banulph  betrayed  symptoms  of 
dissatisfaction.  Behind  the  arch  the  eye-balls 
of  Jarl  Bronz  flashed  on  the  Baron's  view  as 
two  fires  from  the  eyelets  of  a  metal  image, 
the  whole  interior  of  which  was  a  mass  of 
flame. 

With  a  great  effort  De  Monthault  controlled 
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himself.     He  interposed  between  the  Hermit 
and  his  sons.  « 

'^  Thou  Shalt  practise  no  magic  on  my  men. 
Priest.  It  may  be  the  Host — ^it  may  be  not — 
what  know  IP  Ye  are  not  to  be  trusted  in 
chamber  or  field  when  your  Saints  are  in  ques- 
tion. Remove  it — ^remove  it !  Ye  shall  have 
the  word  of  Norman  gentlemen,  the  soothsay  of 
Norman  soldiers,  each  heavy  enough  to  balance 
the  lives  of  a  dozen  millers — but  no  Pyx,  no  Host 
to  turn,  for  aught  I  know,  the  souls  of  my  men 
into  this  same  Fire  of  St.  Tyssil.  Away  with  it!" 

The  Hermit  re-deposited  the  Pyx  under  its 
purple  napkin  in  the  custody  of  Father  John. 
"  Fret  not  thyself,  Brother,"  said  he,  observing 
the  indignation  in  the  latter's  visage,  "  because 
of  him  that  prospereth  in  his  way,  that  bringeth 
wicked  devices  to  pass — the  Lord  laugheth  him 
to  scorn ;  he  seeth  that  his  day  is  coming." 

The  Miller  had  retained  his  stock-still  atti- 
tude. The  Hermit  drew  nigh,  examined  the 
seals,  assured  himself  they  had  not  been  tam- 
pered with,  and  assisted  by  Father  Ithel,  pro- 
ceeded to  unrol  the  bandages. 

"Extend  thy  pahn,  churl — ^let  thy  jury 
judge  for  themselves,"  cried  the  Baron,  seizing 
the  hand  of  the  accused  with  his  gauntlet. 

vol,.  II.  p 
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The  tall  Peasant  bent  over  to  observe  for 
himself.  ThQ  last  fold  of  the  linen  was  re- 
moved, revealing  across  the  pahn  a  broad  ver- 
miUon  band  of  skinless  smoldng  flesh. 

'*  De  ma  vie !"  shouted  the  Baron,  half- 
covering  the  wound  with  his  plated  fingers, 
and  dragging  the  Miller  on  to  the  first  soldier. 
"  Had  I  been  gridironed  myself,  the  Saint  could 
not  have  effected  a  purer  healing:  thou  art 
purged.  Miller.  What  sayst  thou,  Tancred, 
Murder  or  no  murder  ?" 

The  soldier  appealed  to  had  too  much  con- 
sideration for  himself  to  waver  in  his  verdict. 
"  No  murder,''  he  at  once  decided. 

"  And  thou,  comrade  ?" 

The  smoke  of  the  hot,  raw  vulnerization  had 
not  evaporated;  but  the  second  soldier  with 
equal  promptitude  replied,  ''  No  murder.'' 

The  Baron  challenged  no  more.  He  merdy 
held  forth  the  Miller's  hand  to  each  trooper — 
each,  as  he  did  so,  pronounced  "  No  murder." 

And  "No  murder"  said  also  each  of  the 
Baron's  sons. 

''Ho!  this  is  what  a  verdict  should  be — 
instant  and  unanimous,"  said  the  grim  Marcher. 
"Thou  art  firee.  Miller,  by  the  grace  of  St. 
Tyssil  and  thy  recognitors.     A  guilty  hand. 
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branded  as  thine  has  been,  would  have  parted 
in  twain  ere  now.  Cany  no  malice  to  the 
Breton :  thou  shalt  dedicate  two  Bilyer  candle- 
sticks to  the  Saint  that  has  thus  befriended  thee, 
lick  up  thy  bandages  for  memorials— a^d  in 
requital  of  thyjbsting  and  burning,  thou  shalt 
to-day,  with  thy  comrades  here,  enjoy  Castle, 
cheer  from  mom  till  night." 

The  audacity  of  the  Marcher  had  surprised, 
had  stupified  priests  and  peasants  alike.  The 
Hermit  himself  temporarily  lost  his  presence 
of  mind.  The  Miller  was  stooping  to  coUect 
the  bandages,  one  of  which,  at  least,  the 
Marcher  was  aware  bore  damning  evidence 
against  him,  when  his  wrist  was  suddenly 
grasped  with  irresistible  force,  the  fingers  of 
the  hand  wrenched  open,  the  expanded  palm, 
with  its  blood  and  veins  terribly  distinct,  ele- 
vated in  the  air  towards  the  congregated 
spectators,  of  whom  by  this  time  some  hun- 
dreds had  assembled. 

Jarl  Bronz,  with  one  exertion  of  his  vast 

strength  forcing  the  guard  aside,  had  seized  the 

MiUer. 

*'  Stand  back.   Marcher  I  '*    thundered    he, 

barring  De  Monthault   with    his    left    arm, 

"  Wilt  thou  lose  Jarl  and  his  Bretons  at  such 

p2 


816  RATMOND  DB  MONTHAULT. 

a  crisis  as  this  for  this  forsworn  knave — ^this 
Saxon  lurcher  P  Stand  back !  Come  not 
herein  between  Gt>d  and  my  sonl,  or  by  the 
bless^  rood  no  Breton  shall  garrison  thy 
towers  to-night.  Look  at  this  hand,  ye 
people,  ye  that  reverence  the  intervention  of 
Heaven,  that  honour  the  Saint  of  the  Cymro 
land  and  his  Shrine  by  the  Sea,  by  whose 
Staff  I  swore  to  Ehydderch  ap  Jestjm,  the 
Bunner  of  Aeron,  both  freedom  and  life 
through  Monthault  domain.  Ye  tiiat  have 
eyes  to  perceive  and  senses  to  testify,  mark  this 
hand,  that  ye  may  remember  it  for  ever !" 

The  poignard  of  the  Breten  was  applied  to  the 
Miller's  heart,  for  De  Monthault  had  made  a 
movement  of  interposition.    He  again  retreated. 

''  The  Bunner  was  assassinated ;  I  found 
his  corpse  in  the  wood,  with  the  barb  of  a 
cloth-yard  shaft  in  the  £i.tal  wound.  That 
morning  he  had  slain  the  Miller's  man  and  his 
hounds.  I  impeached  him  as  the  murderer, 
and  he  threw  himself  on  the  ordeal  of  St. 
Tyssil.  The  ban  of  St.  Dewi  persecute  my 
soul  if  mortal  force  or  fraud  shall  cross  the 
judgment  of  the  Saint !  Speak,  Priest ;  is  this 
vestige  of  fire  the  malediction  or  benediction  of 
^"eaven?     Wilt  thou,  or  any  one  in  Britain  of 
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thine  order,  dare  chant  the  'Laus  Deo'  for 
such  gory  print  as  this  ?^ 

CulpabiliB   ducatur — colpabilis  ducatur!' 
responded  the  Priest,  shakiTig  his  vestments. 

''  And  where  is  Bastorgus,  where  is  the 
headsman  whose  attendance  thon  didst  pro- 
mise me,  Marcher  ?  Where  hast  thou  ordered 
Sholtar,  the  sentinel  ?'' 

The  Baron  had  not  observed  the  absence  of 
this  wild  but  undaunted  Condottier. 

"  Why,  where  is  he  P  Miller,  where  is  thy 
sentinel?  Who  amongst  ye  have  seen  the 
trooper  Sboltar  P"  asked  GKiadere. 

"  I,"  repHed  a  deep  beU  of  a  voice  from  the 
crowd. 

"Where,  Saxon  P" 

"  At  the  foot  of  Comdon  Path." 

"What  does  he  there  ?*' 

Before  this  interrogation  was  satisfied,  the 
Baron,  with  a  gesture  commanding  sUence, 
tamed  rapidly  towards  the  spot  from  which  the 
voice  appeared  to  emanate,* 

"  Who's  he  that  speaks  ?"  said  he. 

There  was  a  stem,  inimical  laugh. 

"  He  that  scores  the  Comdon  Stone." 

And  before  the  words  were  weU  expressed, 
the  singing  of  a  javelin  cut  through  the  Nor- 
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man's  Flumes,  and  sank,  with  a  sodden  plimge, 
into  some  substance  behind  him. 

"  For  God  and  St.  David,  Norman  V'  ex- 
daimed  the  tall  Peasant,  darting  with  the 
rapidity  of  his  own  javelin  into  the  bank  of 
Mist,  whilst  a  dozen  soldiers,  with  Qnadare 
and  Eanulph  at  their  head,  dashed  after  him. 
The  chase,  as  might  be  expected,  was  brief, 
and  totally  tmsuccessful.  One  by  one  the  pur- 
suers rather  groped  than  speeded  their  way 
back  to  the  Marcher  and  their  comrades. 
Pursuit  in  such  a  nebula  was  an  impossibility. 

The  MiUer  was  extended  on  the  ground,  his 
back  half-supported  against  the  greave  of  Jarl 
Bronz.  The  point  of  the  javelin  protruded 
through  his  doublet  behind,  whilst  his  chin 
drooped  on  the  shaft.  He  made  no  effort  to 
move,  for  the  vital  fluid  gurgling  through  the 
orifice  was  draining  away  the  little  strength 
that  remained. 

The  Priest,  in  his  Cistercian  alb,  holding  xxf 
the  crucifix,  exhorted  him,  in  quid:,  hunied 
tones,  to  confession. 

"  Baise  him  up,"  said  the  Breton,  with  an 
impatient  gesture  to  Father  John.     The  blood 

s  coagulating  in  a  pool  round  the  Bretons 
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In  the  pangs  of  dissolution  which  now  con- 
tracted his  limbs,  the'  Miller  yet  collected 
strength  to  thrust  aside  the  crucifix.  Mutely 
he  looked  at  De  Monthault ;  then  at  the 
Hermit  of  Chirbury. 

"Pear  not,"  said  the  Marcher;  "I'll  re- 
venge thee,  and  that  fiill  soon,  MiUer/' 

An  inclination  of  the  Miller's  head  induced 
the  Baron  to  stoop  over  the  expiring  serf. 
The  guiliy  hand  of  the  vassal  encircled  the 
Baron's  fingers  vdth  a  convulsive  pressure; 
no  discord,  no  fluctuation  was  now  discernible 
in  the  ghastly  lines  of  his  visage,  but  a  stamp, 
inerasible  in  the  character  of  its  set  malignity, 
occupied  it  wholly. 

"  To-day,  Marcher,  to-day !  The  sons  of 
the  Spirit  of  Zemebok  should  avenge  each 
other.  They  from  Beneath  will  thank  thee 
to-morrow.  Thorough,  Norman,  thorough  ! 
and  then  to-morrow " 

The  choking  accents  collapsed  into  an  inar- 
ticulate rattle.  The  Miller  had  died  as  he 
had  lived,  in  the  gloomy  superstitions  of  his 
Saxon  ancestors. 

The  storm  pent  up  in  the  Marcher's  breast 
now  burst  forth. 

"  Art  thou  mine,    or    the    priesthood's  ?" 
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exdaimed  he^  oonfrontiDg  Jarl  Bronz.  ''  Dost 
thou  house  tmder  my  roof,  serve  under  my 
bamier,  receive  honour  and  deference  as  my 
captain,  that  in  the  nick  of  my  vassal's  need 
thou  shouldst  betray  my  interest  to  satisfy  the 
quahns  of  this  doting  Monk?  Have  I  hired 
thee  to  do  my  will  only  when  it  runs  with  thy 
pleasure,  or  suits  thy  notions  of  saints  and 
ghosts?  Will  this  skeleton  of  Chirbury,  or 
these  bloated  geldings  of  St.  Lygan,  don  me 
steel  and  halberd  in  lieu  of  this  slaughtered 
Saxon  to  meet  such  traitors  as  De  Pancevot,  or 
such  ravening  incendiaries  as  the  Pikes  of 
Snowdon?  Sang  Dieu!  Breton,  is  it  officer 
of  mine  should  let  these  old  hags'  tales  inter- 
fere with  his  sworn  devoirs  1  Has  ever  dust 
risen  from  the  grave,  or  spirit  descended  fit)m 
the  sky  to  dose  the  gash  of  a  knight,  or  the 
brand  of  a  refrigee  serf,  the  third  mom?  Dost 
know  of  any?  And  yet  thou  ravest  to  me 
that  this  mouldered  St.  Tyssil  1 — ^this  church- 
yard loam ! — ^this  yesterday's  wind ! — will,  in 
the  very  teeth  of  Nature,  heal  a  Insure  no 
leech  can  cure,  because  it  has  pleased  thy 
priest-saddled  brain  to  make  burning  flesh  the 
test  of  truth.  If  I  pierced  thy  ribs  with  a 
stroke  of  my  poignard,  or  unscalped  the  polls 
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of  these  surpliced  firiars,  would  your  wounds 
show  fairer — pattered  ye  to  all  the  bones  in 
Europe — ^than  this  clotted  hand  on  the  sward  ? 
If  bowman  and  billman  are  to  be  thus  sacri- 
ficed to  these  peace-preaching  recreants^  what 
guard  shall  we  be  able  to  hold  on  the  Marches ; 
where  will  be  the  protection  of  Monthault, 
the  allegiance  of  its  serfe,  the  supremacy  of  its 
Lord?" 

Jarl  Bronz,  with  folded  arms,  remained  mute. 
He  had  exculpated  his  soul.  He  had  redeemed 
his  vow.  He  had  nothing  farther  to  effect :  to 
have  retorted  now  would  savour  of  mutiny. 

"  Thou  takest  vantage,  Breton,"  whispered 
De  Monthault,  "  vantage  of  the  time  and  my 
need.  But  canst  thou  guess  whose  this  weapon 
is  ?"  touching  the  javelin  with  his  toe. 

"  The  Watcher  of  Talvarran,"  said  Jarl. 

"  He  that  scores  the  number  of  our  Norman 
dead  on  the  Comdon  Stone  has  Sholtar  and 
the  MiUer  to  add  to  the  Hst.  This  results  from 
thy  kneeling  to  the  Missal  and  Cowl.  Unless 
thou  counterpoise  it  at  the  Welshman's  cost, 
as  thou  hast  well  retrieved  past  defaults  at 
Caereinion,  thou  shalt  hereafter  rue  the  memory 
of  this  day.     Take  heed,  Breton,  take  heed." 

The   Marcher   knew  under  what    circum- 
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stances  he  could  calculate  on  the  obedience  and 
fidelity  of  the  Breton.  Unless  he  jarred  against 
that  peculiar  substratum  of  sanctimony  the 
divergencies  of  which  traversed  the  Baron's 
purposes  sometimes  where  he  least  expected 
opposition,  his  hints  were  always  explicit  com- 
mands  to  his  subordinate.  Jarl  to  his  mind 
would  have  been  a  perfect  satellite  could  he  have 
exorcised  this  anti-military  gangrene  of  eccen- 
tric devotion  from  his  system.  He  was,  in  minor 
matters  to  his  chagrin,  in  graver  to  his  disgust 
and  exacerbation,  compelled  to  tolerate  and 
make  the  best  of  its  existence.  Jarl,  sensible  of 
this  contrariety,  devoted  to  the  discipline  which 
he  was  conscious  it  at  times  infringed,  rarely 
after  the  indulgence  of  the  fit  adverted  to  any 
misunderstanding  induced  by  it  between  the 
Baron  and  himself.  Having  saved  whatever 
strange  thing  suppUed  him  as  a  conscience,  he 
relapsed  into  his  methodical  habits  and  imper- 
turbable routine  of  duty. 

As  if  he  had  taken  no  part  whatever  in  the 
present  scene,  he  now  turned  slowly  away,  and 
directed  his  steps  to  the  Castle.  The  gong  had 
sounded  the  hour  of  parade.  The  Baron  there- 
fore understood  the  departure  of  his  Lieutenant. 
For  some  time  to  come  he  was  sure  of  getting 
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his  fall  work  out  of  him.  No  one  knew  better 
how  to  extract  his  utmost  powers  out  of  a  man 
than  Baymond  de  Monthault — this  conviction 
prevented  him  from  carrying  his  anger  or  vitu- 
peration  to  present  extremities  with  his  officer. 
With  a  movement  of  his  Baton,  he  permitted 
his  absence. 

"  Ye  are  the  sleuth  hounds  whose  bay  rings 
in  the  caverns  of  the  tomb/'  resumed  he,  ad- 
dressing the  Three  Priests.  "  Emissaries  of 
terror  to  the  fool  and  the  fearftd,  ye  have  filled 
the  height  and  the  depth  with  armies  of 
Shadows — ye  have  woven  from  Bome  round  the 
world  a  mesh  to  fetter  and  fright  the  baby,  the 
craven,  the  woman.  Were  wolves  in  droves, 
screech-owls  and  carrion  that  haunt  the  death- 
oouch  for  lucre  and  land,  are  ye,  but  I'll  weed 
ye  as  henbane  from  the  Monthault  March. 
Back  to  your  sorceries !  Not  thou ! — ^not  thou !" 

And  the  Baron  detained  Pather  Ithel  by 
manual  embargo  on  his  neck. 

"  Thy  ftmctions  are  surceased  at  Caereinion, 
but  thou  shalt  exercise  them  anew  in  Mon- 
thault. Avren,  of  Caereinion,  will  prefer, 
methinks,  her  father's  chaplain.  Secure  him, 
Banulph !  So — ^I  have  found  thee  a  bride  and 
a  priest,  boy :  thou  must  manage  the  ring  and 
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the  tutorage  thyself.     What  dost  thou  tremble 
for,  Friar?" 

Father  Ithel  made  a  desperate  lunge  to  rejoin 
his  brethren — ^  more  practised  athlete  could 
not  have  shaken  off  the  arms  that  pinioned  his 
rotund  and  panting  person. 

"  Idiot !"  said  the  Marcher,  with  a  contemp- 
tuons  touch  on  tiie  Friar's  diaphragm,  which, 
slight  as  it  was  intended  to  be,  deprived  him 
of  the  little  sense  and  breath  that  survived  his 
brief  struggle  with  Ranulph :  "  be  amenable ; 
thou  shalt  meet  profit  and  privilege  in  the  dis- 
charge of  thy  office.  Dost  think  I  crave  thy 
life?  Were  all  thy  freres  like  thee,  ye  might 
live  the  raven's  age — thou  wouldst  never  baffle 
hamlet  or  hall.  Wilt  administer  the  rites  of 
sepulture  to  this  trussed  Miller?" 

At  a  sign  from  the  Baron,  the  guard,  with  hal- 
berds at  charge,  had  compelled  the  Hermit  and 
Father  John  to  recede  fiirther  and  further  from 
their  captured  associate.  The  majority  of  the 
peasants  attended  them— of  the  rolling  denun- 
ciations therefore  which  the  Hermit  poured  out. 
Father  Ithel  could  only  detect  in  the  distance, 

''  He  shall  be  buried  with  the  burial  of  a 
dog — ^awn  out  and  cast  beyond  the  walls  of 
Jerusalem." 
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The-Baron  made  a  threatening  indication 
with  his  truncheon^  but  the  extending  cordon 
and  lingering  surge  of  mist  soon  caused  the 
speaker  to  be  beyond  ken.    • 

"  Wilt  thou  hallow  him/'  again  said  the 
Baron. 

''  He  shall  be  buried  with  the  burial  of  a 
dog/'  began  the  distracted  Monk. 

"  If  thy  reply  to-morrow  is  not  wiser,  thou 
mayst  chance  to  verify  thy  own  text,  thou 
Monk  ^mort.  Wilt  thou  bury  the  Miller  or 
not?" 

Dispatched  by  Jarl  Bronz,  Bastorgus  with 
his  axe  and  spade,  stood  by  the  corpse. 

The  mind  of  Father  Ithel,  in  its  alarmed 
condition,  very  excusably  magnified — ^if  that 
indeed  were  possible — ^the  proverbial  cruelty 
and  inflexibility  of  De  Monthault.  He  anti- 
cipated, therefore,  some  unpleasant  personal 
remonstrance,  when  he  replied — 

"  No,  Lord  Eaymond,  no — ^what  hope  hath 
the  wicked  in  his  death  ?  The  Lord  forbid  I 
should  derogate  from  Holy  Church  to  pro- 
nounce the  obsequies  of  Christ  over  a  manifest 
member  of  Satan.  Maledictus  ! — Maledictus  ! 
let  him  lie  in  Egypt,  not  in  Hebron." 

To  the  surprise  of  the  Monk,  the  Marcher 
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merely  bid  Bastorgos  proceed  to  use  lift  tools. 
The  sexton  of  Monthanlt,  adroit  at  such  occu- 
pation, and  accustomed  to  supply  his  own 
patients  with  both  grave  and  cemetery,  soon 
effected  an  excavation  in  the  soft  grass. 

"  Extract  me  that  javelin/'  said  the  Marcher. 
Bastorgus  planted  his  foot  on  the  chest,  apply- 
ing both  his  hands  to  the  shaft— he  shook  his 
head.  Since  he  had  been  in  the  Baron's  service, 
Bastorgus  had  never  spoken.  Not  a  soldier  or 
menial  had  ever  heard  his  voice — ^it  seemed  to 
have  merged  into  his  teeth,  for  his  voradty  was 
BS  remarkable  as  his  taciturnity. 

*'  It  is  wedged  in  the  bone,"  observed 
Guadere. 

So,  even  as  he  was,  the  Miller  was  care- 
lessly dropped  into  the  unhallowed  grave.  A 
few  blows  of  a  bill  severed  the  shaft  to  a  level 
with  the  turf. 

"The  fellow  spoke  of  *  friends  beneath,'" 
muttered  the  Marcher  to  Guadere  by  way  of 
&rewell  to  his  serf.  This  sentence  was  the 
only  benediction — ^the  sneer  of  Ghiadere  the 
only  tear  that  attended  Adpa  of  Marrington  to 
his  mortal  bed. 

''  He  spoke  of  '  friends  beneath' — what 
meant  he  ?" 
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The  colxmm  of  Mist  which  had  once  before 
startled  De  Monthault,  came  gliding  with  a 
spiral  motion  onward  and  onward  tiU  it  rested 
on  the  grave — ^it  then  sunk  downwards  and 
disappeared. 

The  pallor  returned  to  Sir  Peer's  cheeks. 

"  liet  the  Marcher  say  what  he  pleases/' 
said  a  trooper  to  his  comrade  as  they  defiled  to 
the  Castle,  "  I  would  not  risk  the  chance  of 
that  grave  for  the  lands  of  Monthault  and 
Shropshire  Fitz-Warine  to  boot." 
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CHAPTEB  IX. 


THE  maiden's  release. 


Three  hours  after  the  Miller's  death,  Bajmond 
de  Monthault  was  on  his  way  to  the  cell  of  the 
Chirbury  Hermit. 

He  had,  as  a  careful  proprietor,  examined 
the  Miller's  house  and  chattels.  Two  things 
that  ought  to  have  been  there  were  missing — 
Dirk  of  the  Dyffiyn,  and  Vera,  the  Miller's 
daughter.  The  former,  he  had  little  doubt, 
had  either  levanted  or  been  disposed  of  by  the 
same  agency  as  had  proved  &tal  to  his  fellow, 
Sholtar.  The  latter,  after  due  inquiries,  he  had 
reason  to  believe,  had  fled  for  consolation  and 
protection  to  the  ascetic  Anchorite. 

In  reclaiming  her,  the  Baron  did  not  exceed 
his  legal  rights.  Legality,  mere  legality,  is  in 
all  ages  but  the  will  in  action  of  the  dominant 
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power  of  the  age— sometimes  armed  in  steel, 
sometimes  attired  in  ermine,  sometimes  writ- 
ten by  pale  but  burning  intellects  on  simple 
parchments.  The  law  in  those  days  resolved 
itself  into  the  hereditary  nsage  of  Norman 
&milie8 — ^these  nsages,  these  &milies,  in  their 
aggregate,  constituted  the  aristocracy  and  sta- 
tates  of  the  realm.  Nothing — ^for  the  King 
himself  was  but  Premier  Baron — controlled, 
restrained,  resisted  them.  An  explosion  in  the 
shape  of  a  helot  or  servile  rebellion,  shook  at 
certain  periods  the  realm  ahnost  to  fragments. 
The  Serfdom,  since  known  as  the  Commons, 
wonld  rise  with  no  specific  Aitority  to  achieve, 
only,  if  possible,  to  remedy  the  intolerable 
present.  But  what  can  ignorant  nudity  per- 
form against  mailed  subtlety?  The  brief 
sfamggle  left  them  more  despised,  more  fright- 
fdUy  trampled  upon  than  before;  around  them 
in  triple  circumference  closed  the  serried  ranks 
of  the  baronage,  and  down  for  another  genera- 
tion subsided  into  the  cold,  damp,  uncultivated 
earth  of  England,  the  hopes  and  evanescent 
convulsions  of  her  yeoman  peasantry.  The 
stolid  Saxon  drew  still  deeper  on  his  brow  his 

cap  of  slavery,  doffed  it  still  lower  when  the 
Norman  scutcheon  rode  by. 
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It  was  therefore  in  the  full  consciousness  of 
legal  action  that  Baymond  proceeded  to  redsim 
his  nief  or  female  property  from  the  protection 
of  the  Priest.  He  saw  nothing  to  be  ayoided 
in  the  inevitable  interview  between  himself  and 
Vera — ^he  felt  no  whisperings  in  the  dead  cata- 
combs of  his  own  conscience — ^he  pretended  to 
no  enduring  feeling — ^he  was  passionless,  not 
because  he  had  ever  exhausted  passion,  hot 
simply  because  there  existed  nothing  in  the 
purest,  the  most  lovely,  the  most  attractive 
ideal  of  womanhood  that  acted  upon  his  nature. 
He  had  never  indulged  in  a  soUtaty  dream  or 
regret  on  such  subjects.  The  whole  province 
was,  in  his  opinion,  beneath  his  attention. 
But  when  he  condescended  to  notice  a  Serf, 
he  would  have  felt  indeed  astonished  if  any 
tender  or  lofty  emotion  caused  her  to  repel  his 
attentions  with  hatred  or  horror.  The  nature 
of  such  a  being  as  Vera — his  nature,  had  it 
studied  it  for  years,  could  never  have  under- 
stood. De  Monthault  was  weak  in  nothing, 
except  goodness  and  faith  in  things  holy. 

And  the  Baron  had  within  no  blessed  me- 
mories to  consult — no  bright,  sacred,  unpd- 
Inted  era  to  which  his  heart  could  revert — no 
pure,  generous,  reverential  deed  on  which  his 
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eye  could  rest  with  a  Bigh  of  regret  for  the 
present.  He  was  only  proceeding  in  one  long, 
stem  conrse — disdainfiil,  whether  what  his  foot 
crashed  was  a  heavenly  flower  or  the  life  of  an 
enemy. 

In  this  frame  he  and  his  troopers  drew  up 
before  the  retreat  of  the  Hermit. 

He  flung  his  reins  to  his  Squire^  and  at  onoe 
strode  into  the  interior. 

On  a  hard  pallet  in  the  narrow  apartment 
which  he  entered,  her  smooth,  marhle  cheeks 
fearfully  pale,  the  long  dark  lashes  of  her  eye- 
lids presenting  a  strange  contrast  to  her  com- 
plexion, lay  the  daughter  of  the  Miller.    Except 
for  the  undulations  of  her  bosom  she  might 
easily  have  been  taken  for  an  image  of  early 
death.     The  sun,  the  lustre  on  her  brow  was 
not  less  vivid  than  before,  but  it  rested  there 
now  a  light  by  itself.     The  stateliness  of  her 
neck  was  not  less  majestic,  but  so  it  seemed,  as 
if  it  only  waited  the  death-man's  axe.     The 
repose  of  her  person  breathed  in  its  white  still- 
ness a  prophetic  adieu  to  life.    The  rich  brown 
tresses  of  her  hair  has  so  draped  themselves  as 
if  they  already  mantled  her  shoulders  on  a  vir- 
gin's bier.     And  the  features  themselves  wore 
that  settled,  unalterable  cast — so  sweet,  but  so 
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iincorporeal — which  the  soul  often  impresses  on 
the  mortality  she  quits.  De  Monthault  paused 
at  the  threshold.  The  armed  roflian  stood 
gazing  on  the  sleeping  Innocence  as  if  such  an 
atmosphere  strack  a  sensation  of  awe  into  his 
savage  disposition.  The  felon  felt  for  a  moment 
arrested — ^an  invisible  shield  seemed  to  bar  hifl 
further  approach  to  his  victim.  But  ilie  mys- 
terious defence  which  exists  in  purity,  which, 
for  an  instant,  thriUed  through  the  Marcher's 
veins,  soon  gave  way  before  the  dominion  of 
his  inflexible  volition.  He  stepped  back,  raised 
his  hand — ^two  of  his  myrmidons  dismoxmted 
and  stationed  themselves  at  the  door. 

Again  the  Mardier  entered — stooped — placed 
his  left  arm  under  the  unconscious  Maiden  and 
lifted  her  from  the  couch. 

Vera  opened  her  eyes — a  wild  terror  agitated 
them — ^then  came  a  shriek  which,  curdled  the 
blood  of  the  two  sentinels,  so  piercing  and 
acute  was  the  agony  it  expressed. 

But  the  mind  of  De  Monthault  did  not  even 
reel.  It  was  in  a  crisis— of  what  kind  it  mat- 
tered not — ^that  its  utter  deficiency  of  fear  or 
conscientiousness  shot  like  consuming  lightning 
out. 

"  Peace,  girl !"   said  he,  fixing  bis  deodlr 
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aspect  on  her,  and  binding  her  in  his  benmnb- 
ing  grasp ;  "  be  still,  for  thon  knowest  me." 

Breathless  now  with  terror,  Vera,  with  arms 
extended  to  pnsh  back  the  Norman's  helmet, 
remained  frozen  in  her  mute  attitude.  There 
was  an  idness  in  her  bbnk  gaze,  which  re- 
flected nothing  clearly  but  a  total,  dim,  over- 
whehning  fear.  Her  very  soul  had  become 
rigid,  pulseless,  petrified. 

Without  dallying  or  pausing,  the  Baron 
stalked  to  his  steed,  placed  his  left  foot  in 
stirrup  —  and  with  Vera  still  in  his  arm, 
vaulted  into  the  saddle.  The  steed  reared. 
The  Hermit  confronted  De  Monthault — ^his 
thin  hand  on  the  reins. 

"  Raymond  de  Monthault  T'  said  he,  "  thou 
that  weariest  God  by  the  multiplicities  of  thy 
wickedness  — thou  that  pourest  day  by  day 
molten  friel  of  fire  into  the  cup  that  thou  shalt 
drain—  descend !  descend !  'Tis  the  last  call  of 
Heaven  to  thy  soul,  the  last  lifting  up  of  the 
Cross  to  thy  granite  heart.  Man  of  violence  and 
blood !  The  hoofs  of  thy  charger  are  even  now 
prancing  on  the  crumbling  verge  of  the  eternal 
abyss.  The  last  word  of  intercession  thou  shalt 
ever  receive  has  died  away  on  the  lips  of  thy 
Saviour.    Down  from  thy  pride  into  the  dust — 
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kneel  here,  even  here,  on  the  spot  thou  wonldst 
corse  with  sin." 

"  Ha  I  Priest/'  said  the  Baron,  "  comest 
thou  between  the  Lord  and  the  serf?  Loose 
my  reins." 

The  Hermit,  without  relaxing  his  hold, 
seized  the  vestment  of  Vera. 

"  Save  me,  Father,  save  me !"  murmured  she, 
with  blanched  and  quivering  lips.  But  the 
sense  of  utter  hopelessness  spoke  in  the  wild 
tone  of  the  words. 

"  Save  thee !"  repeated  the  Marcher,  disen- 
gaging his  curtal-axe  from  the  bow.  ''  Back, 
Priest !  the  wolf  of  Monthault  has  thy  lamb — 
Uttle  recks  he  for  shepherd  like  thee  or  crook 
like  thine.  Away,  fool — ^what  has  thy  tonsure 
to  do  with  fere  or  serf  of  mine  ?" 

"  Strike,"  said  the  Hermit,  interlacing  his 
arms  round  Vera's  body ;  "  strike,  Norman — 
better  my  life  than  her  soul." 

''  My  God,  my  God,  deliver  me  I"  ezdaimed 
Yera»  with  an  inedible  supplication  towards 
Heaven ;  then  as  if  the  sluices  of  her  anguish 
had  burst  open,  she  poured  forth  shriek  upon 
shriek,  prayer  on  incoherent  prayer,  till  the 
paroxysm  sobbed  itself  down  into  low,  convul- 
sive, suffocating  breathings. 
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There  was  an  awful  light  in  the  Hermit's 
connteiiaace,  which  would  have  appalled  any 
one  less  hardy,  less  insensible  than  the  Baron. 
He  only  made  an  effort  to  wrench  his  victim 
from  the  clinging  detention  of  the  Priest.  He 
raised  her  with  his  powerful  arm  clear  into  the 
air,  but  in  vain ;  he  drove  his  rowels  into  his 
Destrier  till  the  animal  shot  forward  and 
pfamged  again  with  pain.  The  Priest  still 
confronted  him  with  that  calm  but  menacing 
visage. 

**  I  have  dreamt  it  in  dreams  of  the  night. 
Now  thon  shalt  have  it>  Priest/'  said  the 
Marcher,  his  nostrils  dilated,  his  teeth  grind- 
ing, a  dark  purple  flush  suffusing  his  forehead. 

''  Thunder  of  God  I  thou  shaveling !  Thou  to 
brave  De  Monthault  1"  and,  bending  backward 
to  give  swing  to  the  blow,  he  buried  his  aie  to 
its  centre  in  the  brain  of  the  Hermit.  The 
body  of  the  Priest,  with  a  single  shudder,  feU 
forward,  the  arms  collapsing  with  tiie  tenacity 
of  death  round  the  object  they  so  fatally  em- 
braced. The  weapon  could  not  be  extricated, 
nor  those  arms  loosened  by  any  exertion  of  the 
Baron's.  He  prepared,  therefore,  with  an  exe- 
cration fitted  to  the  crime,  to  dismount,  when 
the  peculiar  heaviness  of  the  burden  he  held 
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arrested  his  attention.    The  sobbing  had  ceased, 

the  limbs  were  slack  and  unresisting,  the  eyes 
filmed  over  with  a  veil  that  once  witnessed  can 

never  be  mistaken;  a  thin,  crimson  line  of 
blood  parted  the  lips;  the  Miller's  daughter 
was  dead.  Her  heart,  before  crashed,  had 
broken  in  the  last  frightfbl  scene. 

The  two  bodies  were  laid  side  by  side  on  the 
groxmd.  The  troopers  looked  aghast,  whilst 
drops  of  suppressed  perspiration  oozed  slowly 
from  their  brow. 

"  Dead  ?*'  said  the  Baron,  in  a  hoarse  tone, 
his  Sable  Plumes  drooping  far  down  towards 
Vera's  child-like  face.     "  Dead  ?" 

And  the  demoniacal  expression  changed  into 
a  fierce,  glaring  stupefaction ;  every  gleam  of 
light  extinguished — the  fire  itself  of  evil 
quenched,  nothing  but  its  ashes  left.  A  score 
or  more  of  peasantry  —  men,  women,  little 
children — collected  to  the  Hermitage  by  Yera's 
shrieks,  huddled  together  at  some  distance, 
were  the  first  objects  the  Baron,  on  recovering 
self-possession,  observed.  They  drew  back — 
shrunk-recoiled. 

An  old  man,  the  same  that  had  accosted 
Beynallt  Bhudd  that  morning,  separated  him- 
self from  the  crowd,  and  leaning  on  his  staff, 
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exhausted  his  vision  in  ££  long  tearftd  gaze  on 
the  doleM  sight  before  him.  He  then  tomed 
to  the  Marcher,  his  haggard  but  honest  linea- 
ments quick  and  living  with  detestation,  horror, 
and  loathing. 

"  Virgin  and  Saint  in  one  murder,  Norman ! 
There  are  secrets  with  God,  and  the  most  ter- 
rible is  thy  existence !  How  long,  how  long 
wilt  thou  not  avenge,  0  Lord  ?" 

De  Monthault  was  not  the  creature  of  fever 
or  excitement ;  that  which  he  had  now  perpe- 
trated he  had  in  embryo  brooded  upon  before 
in  his  mind,  but  the  sudden  death  of  Vera  was 
a  catastrophe  that  mocked  his  calculations. 
Often  as  the  Baron  had  had  reason  to  deplore 
the  emancipation  extended  by  dissolution  to  the 
human  bemgs  on  whom  he  wreaked  his  ven- 
geance,  this  incident  bewildered  him  in  another 
aspect  than  as  a  redemption  from  torture.  The 
brawny  thews  of  his  Condottieri  would,  he  knew, 
succumb  before  physical  pain,  but  that  mere 
mental,  mere  spiritual  anguish — ^that  the  fear  of 
being  touched  by  him — ^the  mere  prospect  of 
his  predilections  should  produce  such  an  effect 
as  death  in  a  Saxon  Maiden,  was,  if  not  alto- 
gether a  new  phase,  one  at  least  that  presented 
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himself  to  his  own  cogitations  in  a  new  light. 
Hated  and  feared  he  knew  himself  to  be  ;  that 
below  these  passions  a  broad  base  of  abhorrence 
existed  he  either  did  not  know,  or  not  unsuc- 
cessfully   to    himself   had   hitherto    partially 
ignored.     Drops,  bitter,  galling,  fretting  like 
corrosive  poison,  now  distilled  themselves  from 
every  artery  into  the  nucleus  of  his  heart.     It 
was  a  novel  sensation  for  the  Baron.    Destruc- 
tive he  ever  had  been — ^but  by  the  brand,  the 
rack,  the  battle,  the  flame — ^he  was  now  so  by 
odium.     His  love,  such  love  as  his,  was  to  an 
ingenuous,  gentle  nature  nothing  less  than  the 
folding  of  the  grave — ^worse,  indeed;  the  grave 
itself  became  a  refrige,  a  paradise  of  delivery 
from  it.     And  whom  could  he  strike  ? — for  if 
De  Monthault  could  not  strike,  he  was  helpless. 
His  forte,  his  policy,  his  constitution  heaved 
and  rattled  as  a  caged  tiger  in  chains  against 
self-sufferance,  against  passivity,     ire  in  him 
must  find  an  object,  a  quarry  to  plunge  its 
falcon  beak  into.     Now  the  vulture  had  re- 
treated inwards,  and  with  averted  neck  dug 
its  talons  into  its  own  nest.     The  pang  wafi 
imperious,  not  to  be  expeUed  from  the  fleshy 
precincts,  which,   like  a  jarred  and  irritated 


RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAULT.  389 

nerve,  it  penetrated  and  inflamed.  He  was  a 
terror— therefore  grand;  merciless— therefore 
avoided.  Now  he  was  to  add — a  loathing; 
therefore  on  a  level  with  the  heels  and  spurn- 
ings  only  of  hnmanity. 

The  pall  on  the  Marcher's  face  thus  grew 
momentarily  darker.  The  old  man  was  wring- 
ing his  hands,  and  bedewing  the  countenance 
of  the  Hermit  with  copious  tears.  The  Pea- 
santry, stunned  and  conAised  by  the  enormity 
of  the  crime,  with  a  vague  sense  of  the  ter- 
rible consequences  involved  in  it,  held  aloof 
irom  any  approach  to  the  Baron  and  his  re- 
tainers. 

The  old  Saxon,  the  first  to  recover,  as  the 
first  to  feel,  prevailed  at  last  upon  them  to 
draw  near.  Amongst  them  was  a  child,  cling- 
ing, with  its  little  mouth  distended  in  awe,  at 
the  Baron's  person  and  housings,  to  its  mother's 
gown.  The  horse  made  a  movement;  the 
mother  snatched  up  the  child,  pressed  it  to  her 
bosom,  and  crying,  "My  babe!  my  babe!" 
rushed  into  the  Hermitage. 

The  Baron  followed  her  receding  figure  with 
a  scowl. 

"  Thou  art  accursed,  Norman,  by  motherhood 
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and  in&ncy/'  faltered  the  old  man.  "  If  thou 
canst  live  after  this,  thou  art  a  sackless  coward ; 
I  would  not — ^never,  never! — ^But  there  are 
Knights  of  the  Bed  Cross  in  the  Welsh  army ! 
praff  the  Saints,  their  seeking  is  for  thee.  A 
dourer  infidel  they  may  never  chastise.  Axe 
for  axe  and  life  for  life  may  they  render  thee !" 

Neither  Baron  nor  soldier  mingled  with  the 
crowd,  which  now,  wailing,  deploring,  ejaculat- 
ing, surrounded  the  departed.  The  arms  of 
the  Hermit  were,  after  many  an  effort,  disen- 
gaged; the  disordered  attire  of  the  maiden 
composed,  and  both  borne  on  branches,  hur- 
riedly weaved  together,  into  the  Sanctuary. 

The  Baron,  as  they  disappeared,  wheeled  his 
horse  round,  and,  without  a  word  of  command, 
direction,  or  remorse  to  his  troopers  or  the 
serfs,  paced  back  towards  Monthault. 

But  his  mind  was  uneasy,  disturbed,  conscious 
of  an  enormous  blunder.  He  was  not  answer- 
able— ^how  could  he  be  ?  for  the  internal  emo- 
tions of  a  priest-led  and  priest-instructed 
Maiden.  He  was  not  supposed  to  understand 
them — ^possibly,  possibly  he  might  have  under- 
stood them  had  he  possessed  a  daughter  of  his 
own.     The  steel  casuistry  of  a  lawless  life,  of  a 
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loi^  series  of  unbridled  indulgences,  absolved 
him  in  his  own  estimation  from  the  results  of 
his  present  wilAil,  deliberate  flagitiousness  to- 
wards his  own  property — ^the  female  nief.  But 
the  stroke  of  that  battle-axe — ^long  as  he  had 
resolyed  upon  it,  couchinglj  as  he  had  abided  op- 
portunity or  provocation  for  it,  now  sounded  an 
alarm  to  his  whole  futurity.  He  had  murdered 
— slain  with  his  own  hand,  at  his  own  cell-door, 
whilst  defending  a  daughter  of  the  Church,  an 
Unit  of  an  armed  Confederacy — ^the  Unit  a 
monk,  the  Confederacy  a  combination  that  left  no 
mile  of  ground  unoccupied  by  its  emissaries.  It 
was  the  era  not  only  of  unprincipled  Castellani, 
as  were  the  Baron  and  his  compeers,  but  in 
the  midst  of  them,  and  far  beyond  their  name 
or  influence,  of  a  Beligious  Soldiery,  who  pos- 
sessed and  acted  upon  a  code,  unflinchingly 
condemning  internecine  hostilities  among 
Christians,  individual  violence  amongst  bap- 
tized nations.  They  acknowledged  but  one 
genus,  one  species  of  rightful  war — "  Militia  in 
Infideles."  De  Monthault  was  not  ignorant 
that  of  these  '"Infideles"  they  reckoned  an 
external  and  internal  dass.  The  glimpse  of 
the  gleaming  handle  of  his  battle-axe,  as  the 
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rustic  procession  vanished  under  the  simple 
doorway,  told  him  now  that  henceforth  he  would 
be  judged  among  the  latter. 

The  road  of  the  Marcher  homeward,  there- 
fore, was  pregnant — ^not  with  compunction  for 
the  consequences  of  his  ungovernable  fury,  but 
with  presentiments  of  the  results  of  so  gross  a 
mispolicy.  In  truth  he  was  justified  in  enter- 
taining gloomy  apprehensions.  The  great  ma^ 
jority  of  the  Norman  peerage,  influenced  by 
connexion,  by  conviction,  by  hereditary  defer- 
ence would  repudiate  association  with  sheer 
sacrilege,  much  more  with  the  guilt  of  priestly 
assassination.  He  would  therefore  stand  in 
solitary  opposition  to  his  own  Order,  self-rifled 
of  their  aid  or  sympathy.  This  contingency, 
fraught  as  it  was  with  peril,  was  not  however 
the  one  which  began  to  occasion  the  Mardier 
the  greatest  uneasiness.  The  vague  rumours  to 
which  allusion  has  before  been  made  as  ema- 
nating no  one  knew  whence,  had  become  more 
definite.  It  was  openly  bruited  and  asserted 
that  Bosceline  de  Fossa,  the  Qrand  Master  of 
the  New  Military  Organization,  to  which  we 
have  also  previously  alluded,  had  arrived  at 
Halston,  in  Shropshire.     Squadrons  of  dark, 
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sun-tanned,  thick-bearded  men  were  reported 
drawing  westward  in  different  positions  over 
the  country.  Special  messengers  dispatched 
from  the  Preceptory  to  every  quarter,  were  yet 
said  to  disavow  any  intention  of  interference 
between  the  contending  competitors  for  the 
Crown,  and  to  state  that  private  reasons  more 
immediately  within  the  province  of  the  Order 
had  necessitated  this  unusual  assemblage  of 
forces.  Shrewd  suspicions  of  these  ''private 
reasons "  had  Baymond  de  Monthault :  some- 
thing within  whispered  that  he  would  ere  long 
have  to  cope  with  a  portion  of  the  armed  Friary 
of  Europe ;  the  men  whose  names  and  discipline 
renewed  the  memory  of  the  sternest  times  of 
ancient  Bome.  The  chances  of  success  or  dis- 
comfiture traversed  with  the  rapidity  of  thought 
the  Marcher's  mind.  On  the  one  hand  his 
Castle  and  garrison  were  never  in  a  more  satis- 
factory  condition  for  defensive  or  aggressive 
measures.  His  local  enemies  were  exterminated 
— ^he  could  command  large  reserves  of  Dykemen 
and  Borderers.  The  Venedotian  storm  would 
be  a  transient  passage — ^the  whole  district,  then, 
from  Clun  to  Caereinion  would  be  absolutely 
under  his  Seigneurie.    His  three  sons  were  such 
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commanders  as  no  other  Norman  Baron  pos- 
sessed within  the  limits  of  his  own  &mily.  The 
distracted  state  and  fast-increasing  turbulency 
of  the  times  would,  to  a  very  great  extent, 
nullify  or  render  hopeless  any  exercise  of 
mere  ecclesiastical  power.  New  combinations 
of  events  would  be  constantly  affording  new 
resources  for  his  tact  and  energy.  His  daring 
and  tmscrupulous  partizanship  had  secured 
him  the  good  graces  of  Stephen  of  Blois.  The 
ramifications  of  the  Templar  Chivalry  had  not 
yet  penetrated  beyond  a  single  Freceptory  on 
the  Salop  Plains.  On  the  whole  line  of  the 
Severn,  they  had  not  yet  erected  a  single  hold 
of  any  strength  or  pretensions.  Even  if  it  came 
to  the  worst — if  battle  must  needs  be  done  with 
this  mysterious  and  formidable  body — if  no  com- 
promise or  composition  would  avail — he  deemed 
himself  personally  on  a  par  in  skill  and  reso- 
lution with  the  most  efficient  of  their  soldiery 
in  England.  Then,  after  all,  these  clandestine 
marchings  and  muaterings  might  have  no 
reference  whatever  to  him  or  his  domains : 
it  might  be  an  idle  and  causeless  alarm.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  rumour  that  the  younger 
brother  of  Cador  Hardd  had  been  recognized 
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in  one  of  the  highest — ^if  not  the  highest—posi- 
tion in  the  Order — the  ineradicable  suggestion 
of  his  own  conscience,  that  if  this  were  the 
fact,  he,  Baymond  de  Monthault,  had  much  to 
do  with  his  appearance  on  the  Marches,  warned 
him  to  adopt  timely  preparations  for  the  im- 
pending conjimcture.  The  Baron  gnawed  his 
lips  as  his  undoubted  genius  did  justice  to  the 
life  and  norma  of  the  men  he  would  have  thus 
to  encounter.  The  Papacy  at  this  era  had,  as 
we  have  indicated,  assumed  a  semi-military 
aspect — ^the  Pope  was  not  only  the  sacred  head, 
but  the  military  bishop  of  the  Temple  knights. 
The  recruits  which  poured  into  Palestine 
devoted  the  flower  of  their  numbers  to  the 
Monastic  chivalry.  Out  of  these,  in  return,  were 
constantly  drafted  individuals,  troops,  battalia, 
under  a  variety  of  pretexts  to  be  in  fact  the 
secular  arm  of  the  Church  in  every  country  of 
the  West.  The  result  was  that  the  Chair  of 
St.  Peter  possessed  not  only  the  whole  spiritual 
armoury  of  the  Vatican  at  its  command,  but 
the  means  of  paralyzing  the  temporal  action  of 
every  court  in  Europe  against  itself.  The 
hardiest  soldiers,  the  knights  of  greatest  cele- 
brity, the  captains  of  greatest  experience,  were 
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all  more  or  less  reared  in  its  school  and 
trained  in  the  execution  of  its  Commissions. 
Scarcely  was  there  a  soldier  known  to  fiajne  but 
had  knelt  on  the  sands  of  Palestine,  or  indi- 
cated his  wish  to  be  incorporated  and  identified 
with  one  of  the  Orders  that  were  assuming  the 
badge  of  what  was  called  "  The  War  for  Para- 
dise" over  the  hauberks  and  burgonots  of  mun- 
dane hostilities.  Baymond  would  have  to  look, 
not  upon  shaven  pates,  but  on  basnets,  the 
coronals  of  which,  if  typical  of  the  "  Crown  of 
Thorns,"  were  thorns  of  steel.  He  recalled 
the  tales  narrated  to  him  by  the  Masonic  archi* 
tect  of  his  own  Castle.  "  A  brave  Castle, 
Marcher,  wilt  thou  have."  The  words  of  the 
thin,  almost  immaterial  builder  seemed  always 
ready  to  return  like  whips  of  fire  over  the 
Norman's  memory.  "A  brave  Castle — ^but  I 
built  one  for  the  Bed-Cross  Fraternity,  in 
Lebanon  Land,  such  as  I  never  hope  to  put 
together  in  Christendom.  We  toiled  at  it, 
fifteen  hundred  of  us,  for  three  years,  and 
twenty  thousand  byzants  of  gold — byzants  of 
the  red  gold — ^the  architect's  eyes  gasped 
here  —  went  to  the  frameage  of  it.  The 
walls,  Marcher,  were  eighty  feet  in  width,  one 
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hundred  and  eighty  in  height,  two  thousand 
seven  hundred  in  circumference.  Ten  towers 
had  we,  each  three  hundred  feet  high;  a 
foss  hewn  into  rock  of  fifty  feet  jump ;  and 
never  less  than  two  thousand  strong  men  for 
garrison.  Fifteen  thousands  were  the  loads  of 
com,  from  Christmas  to  Christmas,  consumed 
in  that  sturdy  fortress.  If  thou  had'st  the 
byzants.  Marcher,  I'd  build  thee  such  another 
— but  no  byzant,  no  Castle  of  Japhet- Jordan ! 
Ha!  Marcher — ^there  are  no  builders  but  the 
Priesthood;  no  architect  but  the  Hierarch — 
compared  to  what  they  have  done,  to  what 
mine  eyes  have  seen,  from  the  Nile  Pyramids 
to  the  Christian  Cathedral,  ye  laity  are  but 
children  that  build  for  families,  not  for  eternity. 
Ye  know  not  how  to  soar — but  I'll  teach  thee, 
Marcher,  for  gold — for  gold !"  They  that  build 
can  capture  castles,  was  the  inference  of  the 
Marcher.  Next  to  this,  he  recollected  coming 
once  on  Jarl  Bronz,  when  he  was  immersed  in 
the  study  of  a  vellum  roll,  which  Jarl  told  him 
contained  the  Eegulse  of  the  Knights  of  Solo- 
mon, as  at  their  first  institution  they  were 
designated.  The  Baron  made  the  Breton  read 
them.     The  clauses  now  returned  in  a  kind  of 
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illuminated  vision  to  his  perceptions.  Austere, 
gloomy,  prevoyant  of  judgment,  they  were  still 
such  as  impressed  the  Baron  with  a  profound 
sense  of  their  value  in  camp  and  field.  The 
Prologue  itself,  addressed  ''to  all  such  as  de- 
spising any  wiU  of  their  own,  desire  with  all 
purity  of  heart  to  combat  for  the  King  of 
Truth,"  had  a  charm — ^not  in  the  sentiment, 
but  the  principle— which  recommended  it  so  far 
to  the  despotic  Baron.  That  which  followed, 
of  mortifications,  devotional  fastings,  prayers, 
matin  and  vesper  attendance,  consummation  of 
mysteries,  charity,  humility,  taciturnity,  pulses 
and  vegetables,  chanting  of  complines  and  mid- 
night anthems,  he  impatiently  bid  Jarl  run 
through  as  speedily  as  he  could ;  what  had  such 
nonsense  to  do  with  warriors  ?  But  when  Jarl 
continued  to  elicit  other  details — ^that  none 
could  be  admitted  a  knight  unless  of  stainless 
name  and  noble  birth ;  that  each  must  submit  to 
an  initiatory  ordeal — ^wear  the  White  Mantelet 
and  the  Bed  Cross  in  the  presence  of  the  Soldan 
himself — ^maintain  three  Destriers — obey  so  in- 
stantly as  to  verify  the  words,  "  In  the  hearing  of 
the  ear  he  hath  obeyed  me  " — ^reject  all  private 
property,  even  to  bags,  and  trunks  with  locks 
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and  keys  thereon — ^utterly  refiise  audience  to 
any  tale  against  a  brother — condemn  hawking, 
hallooing,  hnnting,  cross-bow  or  long-bow — 
abstain  from  all  softness,  pleasure,  or  luxury — 
be  distinguished  alone  by  their  silence,  their 
arms,  their  unity  of  demeanour  and  discipline — 
the  Baron  then  imagined  that  the  "  nonsense  " 
wa«  perhaps  indispensable  as  a  preliminary  to 
the  formation  of  the  private  character  in  such  a 
cohort.     In  addition  to  this  serious  considera- 
tion,   the  property   of  the  Brotherhood  was 
gradually  accumulating  to  the  vast  revenue  of 
five  or  six  millions  of  annual  income,  which  in 
less  than  a  hundred  years  from  this  date  it 
attained.     Amongst  its  benefactors  and  pupils 
it  reckoned  scions  of  the  first  European  Houses. 
Palestine  was    becoming  an   aggregation    of 
Templar  forts,  swayed  over  by  the  tliree  hun- 
dred Mantles  always  in  garrison  at  Jerusalem. 
Not  a  land  in  Christendom  but  Templar  esta- 
blishments were  rising  like  nuclei  of  provincial 
power  in  the  midst  of  it.     Their  Cross  and 
chain-armour — ^their  "  Cavaliers  Servients,"  or 
Squires  on  Ordeal — ^their  martial  hynm,  "  Non 
Nobis  Domine,"  so  frequently  chanted  from  ten 
thousand  throats  as  their  serried  lances  clove  a 
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way  into  the  dense  legions  of  Islam,  might  be 
seen  or   heard    in    every  district    from    the 
Euphrates  to  the  Tweed.    Their  manors,  again, 
and  immnnities — ^their  freedom  frt)m  all  amerce- 
ments— ^their  pri vil^e  of  not  being  compelled  to 
plead  before  any  court  when  either  the  King  or 
Chief  Justiciary  did  not  preside  in  person, 
the  spedaliiy  accorded  them  of  free  warren  in 
all  their  demesnes,  of  holding  courts  of  vassal- 
age  and  villainag^their  exemption  from  aU 
feudal  suit  and  service — from  all  tolls  in  towns, 
markets,  highways,  and  bridges — gave  them  a 
civic  superiority  over  every  other  rank  in  the 
realm.     The  rank,  indeed,   conceded  to   the 
Master  of  the  Temple  weU-evinced  in  those 
times  of  fastidious  heraldiy  the  estimation  in 
which  the  Order   he   represented  was    held. 
In  the  Councils  of  the  Church  he  took  his 
throne  as  a  sovereign  prince,  receiving  prece- 
dence of  all  peers  and  ambassadors.     In  the 
Parliament  of  England  he  sat  as  Premier  Baron 
of  the  Bealm,  "Primus  Baro  Anglbe."     The 
Temple  Church  in  London  was  the  Bank  of  the 
kingdom.     In  it,  under  the  privilege  of  Saac- 
tuary  and  the  custody  of  the  Ejiights,  were 
deposited    indiscriminately  the    coin,   jewels, 
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plate,  and  buUion  of  king,  nobles,  bishops, 
burghers,  and  merchants.  Into  its  treasury  were 
paid  alike  the  national  contributions  for  the 
Crusades,  the  taxes  of  the  Ecclesiastics,  the  vast 
remittances  to  the  Papacy,  the  royal  pensions 
and  annuities.  The  gold  and  silver  vessels 
were  of  themselves  so  many  and  inestimable, 
says  a  contemporary  historian,  that  an  enimiera- 
tion  thereof  would  weary  the  writer  and 
astound  the  hearer.  Here,  too,  frequently  re- 
sided the  Sovereigns  themselves — ^the  Nimcios 
and  Legates  of  the  Pope;  here,  finally,  as- 
sembled the  Convocations  of  the  clergy.  The 
vow  which  bound  this  rising  community  to- 
gather  in  one  system  was  substantially  bs 
follows : — "  I  promise,"  said  each  knight,  on 
his  admission,  laying  his  hands  on  the  Cross 
and  the  Evangels,  "  to  Jesus  Christ  my  Saviour, 
and  to  his  vicar,  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  and  his 
successors,  perpetual  obedience  and  fidelity.  I 
swear  that  I  will  defend,  both  by  my  lips  and 
by  force  of  arms,  with  all  my  strength  the 
Mysteries  of  the  Faith,  the  Seven  Sacraments, 
the  Fourteen  Articles,  the  Creeds  of  the 
Apostles  and  of  St.  Athanasius,  the  Old  and 
the  New  Testaments,  the  Unity  of  Grod,  the 
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Plurality  of  the  Persons  in  the  Trinity,  the 
Ever-virginity  of  the  Blessed  Mother  Mary. 
I  promise  submission  and  obedience  to  the 
Grand  Master :  that  I  will  in  all  times  of  need 
pass  the  seas  to  fight :  that  I  will  constantly 
give  aid  and  succour  against  all  infidel  kings 
and  princes :  that  I  will  never  fly  before  three 
enemies,  but  do  battle  with  them :  that  I  will 
be  faithful  to  my  King  :  that  I  will  defend  all 
the  Religious  by  words,  by  arms,  by  all  sorts  of 
good  offices.  In  sincerity,  of  my  own  free  will, 
I  vow  to  observe  all  these  things." 

All  this  organisation — not  fully  developed, 
but  still  settling — the  Marcher  brooded  moodily 
over.  One  of  his  maxims  was,  never  to  despise 
an  enemy  till  he  had  killed  him ;  how  was  he 
to  kill  an  Order  ?     Such  an  Order  as  this  ? 

He  dismounted  at  the  barbican,  and  ascended 
alone  to  the  battlements — ^his  usual  council- 
chamber — ^to  resolve  the  question. 

Alone,  in  counsel  with  his  own  soul,  we  at 
present  leave  him. 

END    OF   VOL.    II. 
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CHAPTEE  I.  ^ 

THE  VENEDOTIAN  AND  HIS  LAND. 

Have  we  enabled  the  reader  in  any  degree  to 
realize  the  events  and  characters  we  record? 
our  own  conceptions  of  them  are  vivid — ^to  us 
the  scenes  we  pourtray  have  transpired  before 
our  eyes  as  a  re-animated  panorama  on  the 
spots  where  history  has  located  them.  We 
thereby,  however,  assert  nothing,  we  appro- 
priate nothing  for  Venedotia — nothing  for  the 
Venedotians.  What  are  these  Medisavals  to 
people  of  modem  ideas — ^to  us — ^to  any  person 
east  of  the  Severn  ?  We  merely  for  amusement 
depict  specimens  of  the  extraordinary  incidents 
which  have  occurred  among  this  secluded — 

VOL.  III.  B 
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this  singular  reUc  of  the  Primitive  race  of  our 
Island — ^incidents  that  repay  investigation  at 
least  as  richly  as  inquiries  into  the  origin  and 
achievements  of  the  other  nations  of  Britain 
or  the  Continent.  We  ourselves  believe  that 
North  Wales  has  archives  of  its  own,  dis- 
tinct in  character  from  all  other  in  the  world : 
that  these  are  still  to  be  worthily  written, 
edited,  acknowledged.  Observe  these  piles  of 
venerable  manuscripts,  these  rolls  of  poetry, 
these  volimies  of  interminable  genealogy.  You 
smile:  the  intense  self-idolatry  of  Anglicism 
identifies  this  language  with  barbarism — this 
poetry  with  eternal  alliteration — these  pedigrees 
with  the  sublimely  ridiculous.  Nevertheless, 
this  language  is  above  aU  comparison,  we  do  not 
assert  with  the  Anglo-Latin-r-that  would  be 
false — but  certainly  with  the  Anglo-Saxon :  this 
Poetry,  more  than  a  thousand  years  ago,  re- 
soimded  to  the  free  harp  and  trumpet  of  the 
hills,  when  neither  music  nor  Hterature,  nought 
but  the  sullen  accents  of  the  swineherd  or  the 
wail  of  the  serf,  was  heard  in  the  servile  homes 
of  the  Saxon  or  Norseman.  The  pedigree!  True, 
it  is  intolerable  that  any  pedigree  shoidd  pre- 
sume to  antedate  the  year  1066 :  the  date  of 
England's  Conquest  is  the  date  of  her  modem 
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birth :  up  to  that  memorable  day  nothing  can 
be  more  noble  than  a  traceable  succession :  but 
beyond  it  the  idea  is  too  absurd,  a  pure  inven- 
tion, a  myth — ^it  is  a  Welsh  pedigree !  Be  it 
so,  let  us  understand  each  other ;  let  us  agree 
that  whatever  is  not  purely  English  is  necessa- 
rily and  logically  ridiculous ;  let  us  not  exempt 
the  Cambrian  antiquity  fiom  this  decision.  Let 
US  admit  that  in  remote  times  no  ancestors  of 
the  Primitive  People  existed :  that  Csesar's  bat- 
tles were  epileptic  delusions :  Agricola  himself 
the  military  phantasma  of  an  historical  novelist. 
We  concede,  then,  to  modem  prejudice,  this 
hiatus  of  centuries ;  we  respect  the  pride  that 
derides  what  it  does  not  possess ;  we  are  firm, 
nevertheless,  in  the  assurance,  that  whatever 
these  remote  &cts  may  have  previously  been, 
things  at  the  epoch  of  our  story  were  as  we 
depict  them.  To  conclude  them  otherwise 
with  the  muniments  we  possess  in  our  hands  is 
simply  a  depravation  of  evidence.  The  authors 
of  America  have  rendered  us  familiar  with  soli- 
tary settlements  in  sunless  woods,  attacked  by 
the  murderous  strategy  of  the  Bed  Indian.  We 
that  love  to  turn  over  the  leaves  of  our  here- 
ditary parchments,  read  in  every  page  of  enor- 
mous Castles  rising  and  soaring  in  the  recesses 
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of  Forests  coeval  with  the  soil,  tenanted  by 
desperate  marauders  armed  cap-a-pie — ^assaulted, 
fired,  converted  to  ashes  by  the  fathers  of  the 
people  whose  children  still  prattle  in  their 
father's  language  amidst  their  scarred  and 
blasted  ruins.  You  dwell  with  all  the  fervour 
of  national  interest — ^you  scrutinize  with  scien- 
tific acumen  the  legends  of  the  Norman  and  the 
Saxon — of  the  slow,  pent-up  strugglings  of  the 
Tyrant  and  the  Slave.  We,  too,  speak  of  com- 
bats, but  they  are  the  combats  "  a  la  cuchillo," 
waged  by  one  solitary  people  fix)m  century  to 
century,  for  fireedom,  for  their  own  deUghtM 
land,  for  their  dark-eyed  maidens,  for  their 
immemorial  line  of  home-bom  gallant  Princes. 
We  transport  you  thus  between  contrasts ;  we 
place  you  on  the  demarcation  frontier  of  mighiy 
opposites.  This  is  the  Severn.  Look  over  it  to 
the  East.  Behold  a  country  subjugated  by  the 
foreigner,  pulverized  by  his  heel — that  heel 
armed  and  rowelled;  behold  an  insolent,  an 
unscrupulous  Nobility — b,  crouching,  impove- 
rished, benighted  Peasantry — ^towns  shuddering 
with  oppression — ^hamlets  corroded  with  misery, 
disfigured  with  mutilated  inhabitants,  whose 
hoUow  eyes  strain  after,  whose  hands  dare  not 
strike  the  glossy  deer  that  have  usurped  their 
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paddocks,  their  pastures,  their  corn-fields. 
Examine  those  Fortresses  planted  on  every 
commanding  eminence,  every  peak  of  vantage, 
pouring  out  in  the  rays  of  the  autumnal  s\m 
the  disciplined  refiise,  the  aggressive  villainy  of 
some  eight  or  nine  hundred  feudal  Despots, 
each  of  whom  commit  in  one  week  more  crimes 
than  would  now  condemn  ten  convicts  to  exe- 
cution. This  is  what  has  felicitously  been 
termed  "  Merry  England." 

Turn  now  to  the  West,  survey  that  cloudy 
Forest  land,  garrisoned  by  a  race  of  Forest  men. 
The  Oak  is  their  castle,  its  umbrage  their  roof; 
aroimd  its  columnar  trunk  they  rear  their  cot 
— they  play,  they  sleep,  they  dance,  they  sing. 
They  are  free — freedom  is  to  them  happiness, 
and  happiness  finds  its  vent  in  song.  The 
ground  they  tread  is  their  own;  the  air  they 
breathe  is  not  degraded  by  the  lungs  of  serfdom; 
the  poems  they  chant  are  not  composed  in  a 
conqueror's  idiom,  but  in  the  deep,  the  sonorous, 
and  manly  intonations  of  their  native,  their  in- 
dependent tongue.  The  command  they  obey 
issues  from  the  lips  of  a  countryman,  therefore 
the  allegiance  they  yield  is  of  the  ready  hand  and 
loyal  heart.  They  are  armed,  all  but  the  Priest 
and  the  Bard.  War  is  their  life — ^battle  the 
"  gaudia  certaminis" — ^the  ever-recurring  joy  of 
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their  existence.  Decide,  then,  between  the  Serf 
and  the  Freeman — ^between  the  agricnltoral 
slave  grinding,  through  the  t^rible  transition  of 
the  mediaeval  ages  into  the  civilized  citizen  of 
modem  times,  and  the  Mountain  warrior  revel- 
ling  in  the  luxuriances  of  nature — bounding 
with  unfettered  action  from  hill  to  hill — decking 
his  blue  helm  with  his  native  heather,  and  at  the 
last,  curling  his  tresses  to  perish  gracefiilly  on 
the  field  of  some  border  chivaliy.  It  is  for  us 
of  this  nineteenth  century  an  exertion  to  verify 
in  its  burning  plenitude  that  absorbing  lust  of 
liberty — that  sanguinary  detestation  of  a  slave 
— that  chainless  energy  which  flung  the  naked 
breasts  of  these  men,  rather  than  bow  to  the 
mandate  of  an  aggressor,  on  the  serried  spikes 
of  a  Norman  chai^.  Ideas  therefore  must 
not  be  confounded.  We  must  not  imagine 
visionary  similitudes  between  the  freedom  of  the 
Yenedotian  and  that  of  the  modem  politician; 
comparison  between  them  cannot  be  admitted. 
The  latter  is  a  calculation — a  legality — an  ad- 
justment between  labour  and  property,  between 
ambitious  intellect  and  vigilant  wealth — be- 
tween the  mass  and  the  aristocracy.  Bom  in  the 
closet  of  the  statistic  philosopher,  its  home  is 
within  the  walls  of  the  senate-house — ^its 
weapon  the  pen — its  warrior  the  oraUw — its 
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generals  the  judge^  the  statesman,  the  minister. 
The  stifling  chamber  of  the  law-student  differs 
not  more  from  the  breeze  that  whistles  over  the 
thymy  altitudes  of  Cader  Idris,  or  from  the 
storm  that  gambols  with  the  clouds  on  Snow- 
don,  than  such  liberty  from  the  unchartered 
independence  then  enjoyed  by  the  Venedotian, 
without  law,  without  lawlessness,  on  the  Hills 
of  his  national  inheritance.  To  him  freedom 
was  nature.  To  think  as  he  pleased — ^to  speak  as 
he  thought — to  wander  where  fancy  or  impulse 
impelled — ^to  accoutre  himself  as  caprice  or  ima- 
gination prompted — ^to  plead  his  own  cause — 
avenge  his  own  feud — ^rely  on  his  own  sword — 
die  or  triumph  for  his  own  personal  predilec 
tions  or  antipathies — ^in  brief,  to  be  under  God 
and  his  Prince,  his  own  master  aixd  legislator : 
this  was  not  a  compact  with  society,  but  the 
Heart,  with  which  he  and  his  race  were  bom.  In 
captivity  he  ceased  to  exist ;  he  became  a  mute : 
his  body  withered :  his  spirit  exhaled :  the  life 
itself  departed.  Walls,  towers,  enclosures,  cities, 
every  intervention  between  his  feet  and  the 
expanse  of  nature — every  obstacle  that  inter- 
cepted the  sky,  the  stars,  the  chase  of  the 
clouds,  the  blue  ether  so  unutterably  sublime — 
the  glorious  sun  so  silently  beatific — ^were  odious 
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to  his  feelings.  The  turmoil  of  the  burgher- 
street — ^the  echoes  of  civilization — the  incessant 
din  of  the  mart,  he  detested.  But  the  soughing 
of  the  autumnal  forest — ^the  orgau-pipe  of  the 
majestic  winds — the  ever-varying  music  of  the 
elements — the  songs  of  woodland  birds — the 
voiceftd  ttmes  of  brooks,  of  fountains,  of  rivers — 
the  liquid  crash  of  cataracts — ^the  eternal  thunder 
of  the  sea — all  and  everything  that  brought  him 
at  once  into  contact  with  heaven  and  its  works, 
were  dear  as  existence  itself — ^were  existence 
itself  to  his  impassioned  soul.  Even  the  clarion 
which  he  cherished  as  the  alarm  to  honour — the 
harp  which  he  loved  as  the  music  of  peace — the 
slogan  of  battle,  or  the  dirge  of  death  which 
fired  his  blood  to  ecstacy,  or  melted  it  to  silent 
tears,  were  then  only  in  perfect  unison  with  his 
temperament,  when  heard  beneath  the  umbrage 
of  the  Oak  in  the  vistas  of  sylvan  scenes.  A 
Druid  still  in  affections,  his  happiness  by  some 
wondrous  charm  was  interwoven  with  the 
Forests  of  his  soil.  Long  as  they  stood,  he 
fought  and  lived  a  freeman :  when  they  fell,  his 
liberty — ^his  spirit — ^his  very  poetry  disappeared, 
or  lay  prostrate  on  the  ground  which  for  ages 
they  adorned,  defended,  hallowed  with  music, 
mystery,  and  romance. 
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And  to  the  East  of  Severn  neither  persons 
nor  (drcumstanoes  existed  with  whom  he  coidd 
sympathize.  As  for  the  Norman,  he  would 
tolerate  no  equal — ^the  haughty  blood  of  the 
Venedotian  brooked  no  superiority.  With  the 
Saxon,  even  in  the  routine  of  daily  usages,  he 
possessed  nothing  in  common.  They  were 
Serfs — they  were  conquered — ^they  were  sub- 
missive in  their  serfdom :  he  could  not  under- 
stand them:  he  appreciated  their  stolwarth 
bodies,  he  despised  their  unresisting  spirit.  In 
domestic  habits  the  latter  indulged  to  excess, 
to  stupefaction  in  heavy  brewages  of  barley. 
The  Venedotian  dipped  his  helmet  in  the 
bubbling  spring  or  from  his  silver  chalice — ^the 
spoil  of  some  idle  foray— drank  the  milk  of  his 
flock,  or  from  the  festive  flagon  poured  forth 
to  martial  healths  the  golden  vintage  of  the 
bee.  The  Saxon  was  nourished  on  black, 
heavy  bread  and  salted  swine.  The  Venedotian 
fed  on  the  deer,  the  sheep,  the  beeves  of  the 
highlands,  the  fish  of  the  lakes,  the  oaten 
bannock  or  biscuit  qualified  with  cheese,  butter, 
honey.  The  Saxon  was  an  agricultural  helot 
of  the  rudest  kind.  The  Venedotian  a  shep- 
herd, a  hunter,  a  tiller  of  his  own  freehold. 
The  Saxon  spoke  a  local  patois,  the  North  un- 

b3 


10  RAYMOND   BE   MONTH AULT. 

intelligible  to  the  South,  the  East  to  the  West. 
TJnenrolled  as  yet  amongst  written  languages, 
the  Norman  had  not  elevated,  the  Latin  had 
not  enriched  its  scant  and  utilitarian  voca- 
bulary. The  Venedotian  eiralted  in  a  tongue 
long  since  methodized,  melodized,  poetized; 
simple  in  roots,  proftise  in  compounds;  the 
language  of  Impulse — averse  to  the  common, 
the  laborious,  the  useftd,  the  scientific — ^but 
dedicated  to  love,  war,  adventure,  devotion. 
Between  also  the  Saxon  and  his  mate  the  bond 
of  attachment  rivalled  not  the  union  between 
the  Venedotian  and  the  Maiden  of  the  Hills. 
The  Saxoness,  like  her  husband,  was  never 
secure  from  the  lawless  approaches  of  their 
common  proprietor— fear,  suspicion,  a  constant 
timidity  constituted  distinctive  features,  there- 
fore, of  her  life  and  demeanour.  It  could 
not  be  otherwise  when  there  existed  supremacy 
of  neither  Crown  nor  Constitution  for  the  weak 
to  fly  to  or  the  wise  to  vindicate.  To  the 
Venedotian,  on  the  contrary,  the  choice  of  his 
affections  was  also  his  Sister  in  arms,  in  liberty, 
in  fearlessness.  Possessed  of  the  early  con- 
victions, she  grew  up  in  the  inspiriting  pursuits 
of  a  Daughter  of  Freedom.  Impetuous  but 
refined,   scomfdl  of  all  servility,   but  keenly 
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sensitiye  of  slight,  she  transmitted  by  nature 
and  example  a  proud  buoyant  character  to 
her  children.  Jealous  of  admiration,  her  taste 
was  exerted  to  win — ^yet  to  win  by  a  species  of 
armed  coquetry  so  easy,  so  delicate,  that  its 
fascination  extended  equally  to  the  wealthy 
Thane  and  truculent  Baron.  Judge  then  of 
the  energy,  the  singleness  of  the  attachment 
formed  between  such  characters — so  soft  yet  so 
fervent — ^and  the  chosen,  the  distinguished 
warriors  of  their  soUtary  race — attachments, 
continued  and  deepened  in  a  world  of  circum- 
stances, perils,  and  joys,  separating  the  indi- 
vidual as  well  as  the  national  life  from  the  whole 
human  race.  Be  not  then  amazed  if  a  tinge  of 
ferocity  exhibited  itself  at  times  in  the  Vene- 
dotian  wife,  the  Venedotian  mother — ^if  before 
she  applied  the  lips  of  the  new-bom  babe  to 
her  breast,  she  introduced  the  point  of  her 
husband's  sword,  dipped  in  the  wild  bee's 
honey,  into  his  tiny  mouth  with  the  solemn 
adjuration  ''  that  as  his  Fathers  had  lived,  so  he 
might  live,  as  his  fsCthers  had  died,  so  he  might 
die,  by  the  sword."  Nor  deem  it  inconsistent 
that  towards  different  beings  her  nature  was 
different — throughout  creation  it  is  so.  By 
her  lover  she  was  adored  as  a  Grace,  a  Dryad 
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of  the  Woods — ^to  those  she  hated  she  appeared 
an  Amazon,  a  Medusa,  a  Judith.     What  would 
we  P   we  pause  with  an  expression  of  applause 
on  the  Spartan  mother  who  in  the  spirit  of 
true  Doricism,  brief  in  expression,  pregnant  in 
meaning,  could  with  a  firm  hand  on  her  son's 
shield,  and  a  tearless  eye  on  his  brow,  exdaim, 
"  Eetum  with  it,  or  upon  it !"    Portia  verifies 
to   our  conception  the  ideal  of  the   Boman 
matron  —  calm,   high,  tmimpressible  —  whose 
very  afiection  is  but  esteem  forced  firom  her  by 
a  mind  overtowering  her  own.     Be  consistent, 
then :  let  us  award  remission  if  not  sympaOiy 
to  the   quick-souled  ancestress  of  our  Cam- 
brian blood.     Observe  her  in  one  of  the  usual 
scenes  of  the  period.     She  sits  on  a  mossy 
eminence:  her  canopy  the  foliage,  her  carpet 
the  verdure:    at  her  feet  sleeps  her  in&nt, 
lulled  to  repose  by  some  sweet  melody  of  ma- 
ternal love.     She  is  very  beautiftil,  but  very 
pale,  yet  not  so  pale  as  the  blanched,  monu- 
mental features  on  which  her  eyes,  so  chuged 
with  liquid  images  of  the  sbul,  have  fijced  their 
lustrous  orbs.      It  is  her  husband  she  gazes 
on — her  husband,  wounded,  perchance  mortallv, 
and  by  whom  ?   by  one  of  that  armed  Con- 
federacy that  have  already  planted  their  lace- 
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rating  spurs  on  the  bodies  oi  France,  Spain, 
Italy,  Germany,  England,  Scotland — ^nnder 
whom  the  German  fireedom,  the  Frank  manli- 
ness, the  Gallic  vivacity  have  sunk  into  slavery, 
meanness,  turpitude.  Her  iather  is  dead :  her 
brother  is  dead :  her  playmates  are  dead — dead 
by  the  Norman.  And  her  sister — she  lived 
too  long,  for  she  died  not  before  she  fell  into 
the  hands  of  Guillemot  de  Breos.  Her  hus- 
band now  completes  the  catalogue  of  victims ; 
and  soon  her  boy,  the  light,  the  principle,  the 
centre  of  her  life,  must  go  forth  to  the  same 
endless,  the  same  merciless  anta^nism.  Can 
she  then  love  the  Norman  ?  Place  him  on  this 
grassy  knoll  before  her,  not  the  Norman  of 
romance,  of  fiction,  of  the  troubadour,  but  the 
Norman  of  action,  simultaneously  oppressor, 
jailor,  guard,  executioner;  sanguinary,  ra- 
pacious, consdencetess.  What  is  there  in  such 
a  character  to  charm  hostihty  into  peace — ven- 
geance into  remorse — hatred  into  neutrality? 
Must  she  implore  the  hero  of  her  bosom  t< 
nounce  himself,  his  people,  his  cause — to  i 
in  submission  at  the  feet  of  these  men 
build  themselves  in  steel,  their  forces  in  gra 
their  hearts  iu  triple  adamant?  She  w( 
with  her  own  hand,  stab  him  first.     No, 
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hates  as  none  but  woman,  none  but   sudi  a 
sufferer  can  hate. 

And  the  Norman  knows  it.  fie  does  not 
attempt — ^he  has  long  since  abandoned  the 
wish — ^to  conquer :  he  kills.  He  has  no  idea  of 
conciliating,  of  subduing,  of  sparing ;  he  exter- 
minates. He  does  not  slay  the  sire  and  save 
the  son;  he  eradicates  age  and  infancy  alike. 
His  work  to  be  successful  must  be  thorough. 
Both  sides  acknowledge  it;  Both  sides  act  on 
the  acknowledfirment ;  each  clearly  understands 
the  other,  ^«us  b  .  grert  i^ntag..  If 
the  N<™m  «  in  S<^L.  if  tte  i3«>u. 
tramp  of  his  cavalry  reverberates  in  the  ravine 
of  St  Peris,  or  bZrol  and  oriflamme  meander 
troop  after  troop,  squadron  after  squadron  in  the 
lengthened  sweep  of  miles  through  the  Pass  of 
the  Glaslyn,  he  is  never  alone,  never  with  a  few : 
he  is  an  army — an  invasion.  The  army  re- 
tires :  fix)m  Conway  to  Chester,  not  an  indivi- 
dual Norman  remains  behind.  He  does  not  set 
himself  down  in  the  midst  of  the  Welsh  as  he 
does  among  the  Saxons ;  he  does  not  construct 
a  Fort  and  from  it,  as  from  a  centre,  extend  his 
sovereignty— wave  by  wave  of  his  sword— to 
a  broad  circumference  of  tributary  domain. 
He  does  not  do  this.     He  hews  untiringly  at 
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the  edge^  he  cuts  short  the  Borders.  And  so 
year  after  year,  yard  by  yard  he  gains  his  mile 
towards  the  sea,  but  the  aapect  of  the  great 
contest  ever  remains  the  same — ^before  him  are 
Welshmen  without  a  Saxon,  behind  him  are 
Saxons  without  a  Welshman. 

If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  crimson  Cross  and 
silver  Clarion  of  the  Cambrian  rattle  and  flash 
in  the  dim  gossamery  haze  of  the  moming  sun 
around  the  moated  walls  of  Worcester,  Glou- 
cester, Hereford,  Shrewsbury,  the  beleaguered 
townsmen  count  their  assailants  by  thousands. 
It  is  the  foray  of  one  nation  upon  another. 
When  it  again  retires,  the  two  nations  stand 
forth  as  before— distinct  as  the  sea  and  the  land. 

And  thus  in  ebb  and  tide,  sometimes  a  de- 
sert, sometimes  a  deluge,  the  interminable 
combat  rolled  eastward  and  westward  of  the 
two  great  lines  of  demarcation — ^the  Severn 
and  the  Dyke.  Between  the  races  there  ex- 
isted a  thousand  points  of  repulsion — one  only 
of  adhesion — ^religion ;  even  that  a  temporary 
— a  secondary  force.  The  iron  bar  of  the 
Papacy  hammered  by  a  succession  of  able 
Pontiffs  with  unquivering  policy  through  the 
longitude  of  Europe,  forming  the  axle  alike 
of  its  union  and    revolutions,  worked  with 
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diminished  action  on  the  far-away  plateaus 
and  recesses  of  Yenedotia.  The  Cambrian,  it  is 
true,  acknowledged  Bome,  but  his  pilgrimages 
were  to  St.  David.  He  listened  with  de- 
ference to  Canterbury,  but  his  reverence  was 
paid  to  his  own  archbishopric  of  Menevia. 
His  body  bowed  to  the  solemn  litany  of  the 
Latin  service — ^but  his  lips,  his  heart,  his  spirit, 
prayed  in  the  language  of  his  own  Church,  co- 
equal in  succession,  more  than  co-equal  in  time, 
with  that  of  Bome.  Yet  it  is  confessed  that 
the  Church  and  the  Church  only  constituted 
the  sanctuary  where  Norman  and  Cambrian 
met  in  reconciliation  and  peace :  the  only  power 
that  compelled  either  belligerent  to  drop  brand 
and  battle-axe  on  the  steps  of  the  altar,  and 
joined  the  hands  that  wielded  them  in  the 
common  bond  of  Christianity — ^in  the  ties  of 
an  invisible,  an  immortal  community.  And 
this  exercise  of  vigilance  on  the  part  of  the 
ministers  of  the  Cross  was  not  confined  to 
mere  pacification.  The  soldier  wounded,  the 
homicide  confessing,  the  child  an  orphan,  the 
Baron  struggling  with  compunction,  with  the 
irreprievable  doom  of  an  accusing  conscience, 
the  Monarch  acknowledging,  by  submission  or 
penance,  the  reality  of  a  responsibility  above 


RAYMOND   DE   MONTH AULT.  17 

aQ  temporal  considerations — these  and  count- 
less other  instances  presented  opportunities 
rarely  neglected  by  either  the  subtle  or  the 
conscientious  members  of  the  Priesthood.  Not 
unfrequently  the  very  ruffians  of  the  highest 
rank  came  out  of  the  ordeal,  the  servants,  or 
bene&ctors  of  a  Church,  that  amidst  all  its 
human  corruptions,  has  never  £dled  to  num- 
ber martyrs  to  the  world  and  inheritors  to 
heaven. 

Bealize  then  the  Yenedotian  era.  Be  per- 
suade that  the  Princes  who,  century  after 
century,  in  despite  of  grave  internal  disadvan- 
tages,—of  domestic  treachery  and  rebellion, — 
repelled  from  their  limited  but  beautiful  ter- 
ritory the  conquerors  that  had  long  before 
ridden  triumphantly  over  every  western  king- 
dom—dying at  last  extinct  not  vanquished — 
by  their  very  ashes  transmitting  to  the  pos- 
terity of  their  race  their  own  hereditary  pos- 
-sessions  unalienated — ^a  result  unparalleled  in 
any  other  nation  of  Europe — ^were  far  from 
ordinary  men.  Believe  the  subjects  that 
under  their  government  tenanted  in  peace 
and  defended  in  war  these  vales,  these  plains, 
these  picturesque  hills,  were,  at  least,  a  dif- 
ferent, if  not  a  superior  population  to  the  Serfs 
of  feudality.     It  is  true,  they  were  few;    if 
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few,  their  paucity  never  disheartened  them.  If 
gassing — as  oh  how  often  they  did  gaze  before 
Madoc  and  his  bold  band  essayed  its  mysteries 
— on  the  West,  the  harbonrless  and  unhorizoned 
sea ;  if  on  the  east,  an  unbroken  continuity  of 
enslaved  and  hostile  countries  depressed  their 
minds  repeatedly  with  sorrow.  oocasionaUy 
with  dismay,  yet  they  never  despaired — ^they 
never  ceased  to  confide  in  Gfod  and  themselves. 
If  the  impartial  historian  condemn  the  severity 
of  their  retaliations,  the  imshackled  indulgence 
of  their  passions,  their  aversion  to  the  restraint 
of  legalities,  let  him  not  ignore  their  virtues, 
nor  under-estimate  the  lasting  qualities  that 
forced  their  enemies — the  first  Chivalry  of 
Europe  —  to  acknowledge  this  little  people. 
"  Exiqui  numero  sed  virtus  vivida  bello," — "  the 
bravest  of  mankind."  They  knew  their  des- 
tiny ;  they  met  it ;  they  shrunk  not  firom  its 
completion ;  every  phase,  every  aspect  of  its 
career  found  them  alike  prepared,  alike  able  to 
achieve  prosperity,  or  with  ever-buoyant  per- 
tinacity  to  rise  above  the  reiterated  desolations 
of  an  adverse  and  malignant  fate.     Theira  was 

odds,  always  dared,  often  effected  success  ;  theirs 
also  was  the  manly  patience,  that  whilst  it 
acknowledged,  never  resigned    itself  to   the 
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debilitating  effects  of  disasters,  or  to  the  des- 
pondencies of  a  solitary  war. 

Do  we  then  compassionate  them  because, 
aigaged  in  an  eternal  duel,  they  were  bom 
without  comforts,  lived  vdthout*  securities,  died 
without  monuments  ?  The  times  we  delineate 
were  not  more  dark  in  their  clouds  than  glo- 
rious in  their  sunshine.  The  era  of  arms, 
of  love,  of  perils,  of  catastrophes,  so  depre- 
cated  by  tiie  mercantile  idiosyncraay,  possesses 
charms  indescribable  for  the  bold,  the  adven- 
turous, the  heroic.  The  Venedotian  revelled 
in  the  land,  in  nature  as  it  then  was — the 
forest  and  the  clearing,  the  wild  deer  and 
the  savage  boar,  the  Severn,  with  its  advanced 
lines  of  defence,  its  dangerous  posts,  its  mural 
bulwarks — ^the  Abbey,  alone — ^yet  a  society,  a 
municipality,  often  a  fortress  in  itself — ^the 
chain  of  Castles,  each  lording  it  over  its  own 
domain  and  forming  in  a  vast  drcle  a  frowning 
diadem  for  the  armed  horizon.  Such  a  theatre 
wafi  worth  his  acting  in.  Not  only  to  his  ima- 
gination but  in  the  stem  events  of  life,  tower  and 
monastery,  minster  and  almonry,  were  living 
bodies  instinct  with  arms,  with  religion,  with 
knightly  deeds.  He  never  moved  but  they 
saluted  his  path  from  soaring  rock  or  shadowy 
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glen  with  the  dang  of  martial  discipline,  or 
ihe  dulcet  strain  of  matin  hymn  and  vesper 
melody.     His  hours  thus  chased  each  other  in 
rapid  excitement  amidst  creations  whose  very 
ruins  constitute  the  enchantment  of  our  love- 
liest scenes.     To  have  said  that  such  an  exist- 
ence was  the  existence  of  a  harbarian,  compared 
to  the  monotony  that  now  pervades  all  districts, 
all  characters,  would  only  have  eUcited  from 
him  a  gesture  of  irrepressible  scorn.     Dang^ 
he  wooed.     His  very  life  he  always  carried  in 
his  hand.     A  certain  greatness,  therefore,  of 
mind,  a  contempt  for  petty  adjuncts,  a  tone 
of  action,  originating  from  the  conviction,  that 
death  waa  not  80  much  a  necessity  as  a  martial 
right,  formed  part  of  a  character  as  much  in 
accordance  with  the  circumstances  which  gave 
it  birth  as  it  would  appear  insupportable  and 
eccentric,  measured  by  the  regulations  of  modem 
conventionalism. 

Let  it  not  be  disguised  then — his  pleasures 
were  on  a  par  with  his  perils.  When  the 
passions  are  deep,  their  indulgence  yield  ex- 
quisite gratifications  to  the  uncorrected  will. 
When  the  feelings  absorb  nature,  their  action 
is  life  itself.  To  roam,  therefore,  from  lord- 
ship to  lordship,  from  lake  to  lake,  from  the 
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vast  walls  of  the  sea-built  Palace,  lashed  by  the 
foam  and  dripping  with  ooze  to  the  regal  tombs 
and  massive  arches  of  the  mansolea  of  his  tribes, 
— to  be  able  to  assert  truly,  over  the  ashes  of  his 
line, — "  We  yield  not  to  our  Fathers — ^the  land 
of  our  Fathers  is  yet  free*'— constituted  a  noble, 
an  unalloyed' sensation.  To  grasp  the  hand  of 
a  comrade  rescued  from  the  dungeon,  the  tor- 
ture, the  executioner,  to  gaze  on  the  rigid  fea- 
tures of  the  Marcher,  whose  lance  had  pierced 
the  life  of  some  friend,  dearer  than  his  own 
soul — ^to  watch,  seated  on  some  grey  pinnacle, 
the  horizon  tremble  and  flash  with  the  con- 
flagiation  of  some  stronghold  of  tyranny-to 
measure  back  the  battle-field,  and  count  cogni- 
zances of  well-merited  distinction,  abandoned 
where  he  had  charged— to  press  against  the 
pantings  of  his  breast  the  beloved  object  for 
whom  he  had  fought,  for  whom  he  would  have 
died — these  and  a  thousand  other  recurrences 
soared  high  in  their  glow,  their  freshness,  their 
vehemency  above  the  tamer  pleasures  of  civil 
life  and  ordinances.  With  their  disappearance 
from  British  soil,  disappeared  the  mediaeval 
character — disappeared  the  Yenedotian  also. 

But  we  now  present  him,   not  as  Saxon 
chroniclers  or  Norman  minstrels  depicted  him 
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at  the  festivities  of  his  irreooncileahle  enemies, 
but  as  the  facts  of  his  historical  career^  the 
songs  of  his  bards,  the  legend  of  localities,  the 
simple  but  vivid  records  of  his  Church  attest 
him  to  have  been — ^martial  but  cruel,  free  but 
licentious,  religious  but  sensual,  living  amongst 
transitions  yet  devoted  to  the  traditions  of  his 
people,  imperturbed  by  reverses,  ardent,  poetic, 
mysterious,  uniting  the  reckless  &talism  of 
Achilles  with  the  joyous  abandonment  of  Paris. 
Place  such  a  character  in  a  land  of  camps, 
forests,  castles,  monasteries,  peopled  by  two 
races  at  imextinguishable  hostility,  subsiding 
at  rare  intervals  into  a  truce  beneath  the 
pressure  of  an  enormous  Spiritual  dominion — 
and  behold  the  Yenedotian,  the  Cambrian  of 
mediseval  Wales,  on  those  frontiers  where  he 
and  the  Spirit  of  the  times — ^the  Norman  mind 
— are  clashing  in  ceaseless  collision. 

We  resume.  The  towers  of  Monthault 
loomed  &r  off,  magnified  by  the  sultry  haze 
of  the  atmosphere  into  fabulous  dimensions. 
On  a  rock  immediately  beneath  the  petiy  for- 
taUce  of  TaJvaxran.  two  individuals  sat  side  by 
side — ^their  looks  fixed  on  the  distant  hold  of 
the  Marcher.  The  one  was  Ednyfed  ap  Tender 
— ^the  other  Agnes  of  the  Forest  Convent.    A 
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tonic  of  exquisitely-wrought  steel-rings  en- 
veloped the  upper  part  of  her  person.  A  spe- 
cies of  kilt  of  the  same  metal  descended  below 
her  knees ;  sandals  of  the  richest  texture  adorned 
her  feet,  combining  with  the  closely-woven  web 
which  protected  the  whole  of  the  lower  limbs 
to  give  her  the  appearance  of  a  Dryad  or  Diana 
armed  for  the  chase.  A  Ught  casque  confined 
her  tresses  whilst  her  tapering  fingers  rested 
on  the  hilt  of  a  keen  and  pointed  rapier.  A 
flush  of  excitement  suffiised  her  cheeks. 

"  Thou  hast  wondrous  Faith,  Maiden/'  ex- 
claimed the  Knight. 

"Surely  he  will  be  here  anon,"  murmured 
she,  gazing  round  as  if  in  expectation  of  some 
instant  arrival,  "he  was  ever  true  to  warlike 
tiyst." 

Then,  turning  to  Ednyfed,  she  replied  aloud, — 

"Faith?  Arvon!  have  I  sought  else  but 
Faith  to  live  upon  ?  Behold !"  and  here  her 
eyes,  penetrating  far  beyond  the  blended  fix)n- 
tier  of  the  eastern  horizon,  seemed  to  collect 
the  invisible,  "my  spirit,  like  the  ray  of  the 
meridian  sun,  has  leapt  firom  land  to  land,  has 
hovered  in  air,  on  many  an  ancient  river ;  has 
illumined  the  summit  of  many  a  snow-crowned 
alp— it  has  searched  the  hearts  of  every  race 
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from  the  Breton's  Cape  to  the  Isles  of  the 
Greek,  where,  except  here,  except  on  the  hills 
and  amidst  the  forests  of  the  First  People,  has 
it  seen  the  erect  front  or  heard  the  unpre- 
meditated language  of  the  children  of  the  Free  ? 
Where  is  the  man  from  yonder  donjon  of  the 
foreigner  to  the  turrets,  where,  as  pilgrims  tell^ 
the  infidel  Moslem  kings  it  in  Granada  that 
dares  pronounce  hbnself  his  own,  that  dare 
reject  and  scorn  the  thraldom  of  the  stranger  ? 
Pass  thou  through  the  dukedoms  of  France, 
the  princely  counties  of  the  German's  land,  the 
burgher  cities  of  Lombardy,  say  unto  them, 
*The  glaive  of  the  Norman  weighs  your  life 
down  to  the  insensibility  of  death — on  your 
birth,  on  your  childhood,  on  your  young  men 
and  maidens,  on  the  maturity  of  manhood,  on 
the  palsied  decrepitude  of  age,  you  admit,  yon 
receive,  you  transport  in  brands  of  living  shame 
the  finger-marks  of  the  Norman's  imperious 
grasp.  The  Norman  is  your  king— he  is  your 
noble,  your  judge,  your  law,  your  executioner, 
your  secular  master,  your  spiritual  lord.  In 
the  castle  and  the  field,  the  town  and  the  tent, 
the  hearth  and  the  altar,  no  soimd  of  command 
is  heard  but  the  Norman's  voice,  no  rule  of 
action  prevails  but  the  Norman's  will.     Was 
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it  SO  of  old?    Shall  it  be  so  for  ever  hereafter? 
Arise  and  vindicate  humanity-join  us-be 
onr  allies — ^unite  your  destinies  to  ours — ^be  as 
we  are,  either  the  achievers  of  freedom  or  its 
everlasting  martyrs/    Knight !  Knight !  would 
they  respond  to,  could  they  comprehend  your 
appeal  P     Would  they  not  need  the  inspiration 
of  God  in  their  souls  to  interpret  the  meaning 
of  your  words  P     Is  there  one  amongst  them 
would  stand  side  by  side  with  the  children  of 
our  soil  against  the  confederated  battalia  of  the 
Norman's  iyranny  P    Not  one — not  one !    Ours 
is  a  solitary  People,  a  solitary  hope,  a  solitary 
land,  a  solitary  duel,  a  soHtary  Spirit.     The 
Norman  is  the  monarch  and  jailor  of  Europe 
— his  thrones  and  his  fetteis  are  everywhere 
but  here.     There  breathe  none,  neither  people, 
race,    nor    language,    to  whom  we  can  say 
'  Be  with  us.'    We  live  alone,  we  combat  alone, 
we  die  alone,  we  lay  ourselves  down  in  the 
grave  alone.     And  what  have  we  wherewith  to 
support  this  war  of  centuries  P     What  will  our 
descendants  have  P    Lo !  there  and  there,  and 
there!"  continued  she,  pointing   her    sword 
north  and  south  and  west,  *'  for  as  the  swallow 
of  spring  flies  on  the  flower  of  the  summer 
buds,are  none  but  foes  and  their  slaves :  behind 

VOL.  III.  c 
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US,  nothing  but  the  unexplored  and  pathless 
sea.  Oh,  my  country!  Whence  is  thy 
strength,  that  thou  alone  shouldst  never  yield — 
whence  thy  confidence  that  of  all  the  dominions 
of  the  West,  from  thy  Snowdon  alone  never 
ceases  to  ascend  the  martial  cry,  '  Freedom  or 
war,  eternal  war  V  Whence— except  from  God 
and  thy  Faith  r 

"  Thou  speakest  truly,  Maiden,"  repHed  the 
Sir  of  Arvon — "  truly  and  bravely  as  beseemeth 
a  daughter  of  the  Ancient  Blood.  These  alone 
on  the  stormy  hills  have  been  the  stay  and 
inheritance  of  our  race.  God  and  our  Faith 
have  driven  us  uncounted  times  to  battle.  We 
need  them;  they  desert  us  not.  Have  not 
our  Prophets  of  old  revealed  imto  us  the  fkte 
of  our  People  ?  Was  not  this  isle  of  the  West 
assigned  our  fiiturity  before  any  eye  but  His 
that  reigns  above  beheld  its  embosomment  in 
the  Northern  seas?  Was  it  not  sung  to  our 
Fathers  that  for  a  thousand  years  they  should 
be  lords  therein,  till  the  times  appointed  for 
the  gathering  of  the  nations  under  the  Bird  of 
Bome  should  come?  Was  it  not  proclaimed 
by  Holy  Oracles  that,  generation  by  generation, 
it  should  then  be  our  doom  to  fall,  the  song  in 
our  mouth,  the  sword  in  our  hand,  tUl,  from 
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Severn  to  the  Kentish  cliffs,  we  should  lose 
city  and  palace,  hall  and  hamlet,  hearthstone 
and  tombstone  ?  Was  not  Cambria  named  for 
the  home  of  the  remnant  of  onr  People  ere  a 
stranger's  foot  had  imprinted  the  sands  of  our 
shores,  or  a  stranger's  lips  had  learnt  the  name 
of  the  first*seen  hill?  Did  not  the  Temple 
Voice  precede  us  from  the  East?  Said  it  not 
ever,  the  whole  world  we  should  lose,  but 
Cambria  we  should  never  lose;  that  the  day 
of  Doom,  when  the  trumpet  of  St.  Michael 
shall  shatter  the  skies,  and  the  Cross  of  Glory 
shall  blaze  above  the  last  sun,  should  find  us 
here— even  on  these  mountains—a  Uving  Na- 
tion  and  a  living  Tongue  P  .  It  is  true :  the 
writing  of  God's  fingers  is  upon  us.  None 
shall  change  a  letter  thereof  He  hath  spoken, 
and  he  hath  done  it :  who  can  fight  against 
Him  ?  His  arm  led  us  through  the  mighty 
ocean,  and  planted  us  in  Llsegria:  His  arm 
has  uprooted  us  thence,  and  transferred  us 
hither.  Hlas  he  not  promised  that  thence  we 
shall  never  be  removed  P  These  Hills  are  the 
gift  of  the  God  of  our  fathers  to  iis,  reserved 
from  ages  for  the  refrige  of  the  children  of  the 
East.  He  has  taken  from  us  the  plains ;  He 
has  divided  us  the  Hills.    His  word  for  evil 
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against  ub  has  stood;  shall  it  not  stand  for 
good  also  P  Thou  saidst  well,  '  Qod  and  our 
Faith/  The  Norman  rales  from  the  pines  of 
Odin  to  the  deserts  of  the  Moor :  he  shall  not 
rale  in  Snowdon  tiU  the  crown  of  Britain  re- 
turn to  the  brow  of  our  race.  The  Supreme 
hath  declared  it :  is  the  Norman  stronger  than 
He?  We  shall  die  as  our  fathers  have  died, 
under  the  death-&te  of  the  Cymru.  His  word 
remains  to  our  children.  We  aie  alone  with 
God  on  the  hills :  none  else  is  with  us.  Is  he 
not  enough?  What  more  had  our  fathers; 
what  more  need  we  ?  Alone ;  but  we  fear,  we 
bend  the  knee  to  none.  We  have  fought  the 
Scythian,  the  Goth,  the  Boman,  the  Saxon, 
the  Dane — ^fought  them  who  put  the  world 
beneath  their  feet.  Where  are  they  now? 
What  child  of  theirs  remains  amongst  the  First 
People?  Who  on  our  soil  speaks  their  lan- 
guage? What  rood  of  Cambrian  earth  calls 
one  of  their  blood  its  lord?  Where  are  the 
nations  with  whom  our  Fathers  battled?  I 
see  them  not:  they  are  vanished;  they  aie 
past  into  nothing,  as  the  cloud  that  thundered 
yesterday.  But  our  people  remain;  nothing 
kills,  nothing  destroys  them :  they  have  fought 
^t  kings  and  many  nations.     Who  is  the 
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Nonnan,  that  he,  too,  should  not  be  fought 
withal?  Can  he  change  that  which  is  de- 
creed ?  We  are  alone,  but  we  fear  none.  'Tis 
well  spoken,  *  God  and  our  Faith.' " 

"Who  is  the  Norman,''repeated  the  Maiden — 
whilst  a  dark  expression  superseded  the  former 
impassioned  glow  of  her  features  — "  askest 
thou  ?  Who  cannot  answer  thee  ?  Ye  bears 
and  boars  of  Norway,  with  whom  their  fathers, 
when  they  fled  from  the  march  of  Bome,  shel- 
tered and  kennelled — answer  him.  Ye  terrible 
woods  and  gloomy  altars,  defiled  with  human 
blood ;  ye  hollow  recesses  of  the  sea,  mingling 
your  groans  with  the  indignant  roar  of  the 
foaming  surge  to  the  memory  of  captives 
butchered  by  the  pirate's  knife ;  ye  winds  of 
heaven,  that  have  bome  so  often  on  your  re- 
ceding  piBions  from  every  shore  the  shrieks  of 
womanhood,  the  imprecations  of  the  orphan, 
the  parent,  the  widow — answer  him.  Ye  ashes 
of  many  a  noble  city,  ye  ruins  of  many  a  holy 
&ne,  ye  violated  tombs  of  temple  and  sanc- 
tuary, ye  once-glorious  plains  of  the  corn-sheaf 
and  the  vine,  where  the  husbandman  has  ceased 
from  the  plough  and  the  peasant  from  the 
dance ;  ye  valleys  and  marble  piles,  where  now 
alone  the  owlet  and  the  raven  are  vocal  resi- 
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dents — answer  him,  '  Who  is  the  Norman  ?'  Or 
come,  ye  best-beloved  of  the  brood  of  BoUo, 
plunder  and  carnage,  fire  and  havoc,  rapine 
and  murder,  desolation  and  silence;  ye  that 
with  the  spring-tide  breeze  so  oft,  from  gulf 
and  fiord,  have  climbed  the  Norman's  ship, 
have  sailed  on  the  Norman's  deck,  have  dis* 
embarked  with  the  Norman's  step — answer  him, 
*Who  is  the  Norman?'  Vandal  and  Kun, 
Angle  and  Jute,  ye  elder  whelps  of  the  same 
dam — answer  him,  Who  and  what  is  your 
youngest  frere  ?  The  chain  on  your  limbs,  the 
scourge  on  your  backs,  the  silence  on  your 
spirits,  the  fear  in  your  secret  chambers,  the 
evil  destiny  that,  like  the  mist  of  pestilence, 
circumscribes  your  life  from  the  wailing  cradle 
to  the  sullen  grave.  And,  oh !  Arvon,  that  it 
should  be  thus  in  yonder  lovely  land,  though 
lost  to  us  and  ours — ^that  such  should  be  a 
land  of  Slaves,  kissing  the  rod  that  smites 
them!  Where  are  departed  the  hearts  and 
nerve  of  old  ?  Where  gone  the  Saxon  manhood, 
that  mom  after  mom  issued  forth  for  three 
hundred  years  with  a  soldier's  joy  to  set  foot 
against  foot,  shield  against  shield,  with  our 
British  sires,  with  Vortimer  and  Constantine, 
with   Emrys  and  Arthur,  with  Malgon  and 
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Gerontius,  with  Ivor  and  Cadwallo?  Is  it 
but  a  lie  of  memory  ?  To  resign  such  a  ter- 
ritory as  yonder  spreads  itself  in  golden  beauty 
£ar  beyond  our  ken,  because  one  king,  one 
Harold  fell,  one  battle  failed  success?  Once 
beaten,  one  leader  dead,  to  be  henceforth  a 
vanquished  land !  And  to  whom  abandon  it 
— to  whom  ?  God  and  the  Stars,  that  fought 
against  us  in  more  deadly  fields  than  there  lie 
leaves  beneath  the  November  oak,  banished  us 
thence ;  but  on  every  yard  we  left  a  foeman's 
corpse.  Whilst  these  Saxons  have  raised  the 
steel  but  once,  these  recreant  Saxons,  after  one 
lash  of  the  Norman's  whip,  one  blow  of  the 
Bastard's  truncheon,  have  never  shown  face  or 
front  to  the  Norman's  spear ;  they  tend  at  the 
heel  and  cower  at  the  hand  that  tramples  them 
in  blood  to  the  dust.  Are  these  worthy  that 
Heaven  should  have  committed  to  them  the 
defence  of  this  noble  Isle  ?  Do  these  deserve 
to  breathe  in  the  land  for  which  the  Silurian 
stood  before  the  majesty  of  Bome,  as  free  in 
chains  as  in  the  battle-shock,  for  which  Arthur 
filled  the  cope  of  the  world  with  the  renown  of 
his  cHvalry,  for  which  our  British  race  have 
loved  so  long  the  soldier's  shout,  have  wooed 
so  long  the  soldier's  grave  ?    Norman !  right 
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easily  hast  thou  yonder  won  a  kingly  prize ; 
right  easily  hast  thou  yonder  ascended  the 
Bretwalda's  throne.  But  what  dost  thou 
here?  What  dost  thou  amongst  the  People 
that  have  ever  hnried  their  dead  in  Freedom's 
tomb?" 

The  Maiden  paused.  The  enthusiasm  of  the 
moment  animated  her  features  with  that  halo 
of  the  soul  which  profound  faith  or  pure  emo- 
tion always  casts  on  the  lineaments  of  its 
▼otaries.  The  Sir  of  Arvon  readily  admitted 
an  influence  so  much  in  accordance  with  the 
earnestness  of  his  own  nature. 

Scarcely,  however,  had  she  time  to  observe 
the  e£fect  produced  on  her  companion,  when,  a 

deep  bell-like  voice  exclaimed, 

''  What  does  the  Norman  here?  Why,  what 
should  he  do,  Damsel,  but  what  he  does  else- 
where? Win  the  knd,  boild  dungeons,  make 
slaves,  wring  hearts,  impose  the  law,  sweep  his 
arm,  and  ride  his  destrier  for  miles  around  his 
Towers ;  dispatch  his  challenge,  and  proclaim, 
'  The  soil  and  the  men  of  the  soU  are  mine ; 
who  dares  say  "  No  "  to  the  Norman  ?* " 

Agnes  tnmed,  and,  with  undisgnised  plea- 
sure, cast  herself  on  the  breast  of  the  stal- 
worth  speaker.    Putting  aside  for  a  moment 
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her  headpiece,  he  touched  with  his  lips  her 
drooping  forehead. 

*'  At  last,  at  last.  Bed  Eeynallt  P"  she  mur- 
mured ;  ''  almost  I  despaired." 

None  who  had  seen  this  person  once  could 
have  failed  immediately  to  recognize  the  mid- 
night visitor  of  the  Stipas  Stone,  the  unwel- 
come comrade  of  Sholtar,  the  avenger  of  St. 
Dewi,  on  the  head  of  the  unfortunate  Marring- 
ton  homicide.  He  was  indeed  one  of  those 
men  who,  once  met,  stand  out  clear  and  vivid 
as  an  Egyptian  pyramid  in  the  retrospect  of 
memory.  A  stiff  bonnet  of  silver-wire,  roimd 
which  the  oak-leaf  badge  was  proAisely  worked, 
and  the  top  of  which  was  entirely  occupied  by 
a  thick  bunch  of  green  feathers,  served  as  some 
protection  to  a  head,  the  tresses  of  which  fell 
in  natural  curls  on  the  neck  and  shoulders. 
The  colour  of  these  tresses  was  that  so  very 
rarely  met  with,  neither  red,  nor  brown,  nor 
amber — a  rich,  dark,  golden  tint,  resembUng 
the  light  of  the  sun  on  autumnal  foliage — a  true 
and  mellow  auburn :  hence,  amongst  his  com- 
patriots, his  name  of  Beynallt  Ehudd,*  or,  as 
rendered  with  equal  aUiteration,  but  not  equal 
accuracy,  by  the  borderers  of  the  Dyke,  Bed 

•  Ph)n:  Eheeth  (soft). 

c3 
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Beynallt.  His  person  wsus  clothed,  from 
throat  to  ancle,  in  a  web  of  grey  msset,  the 
arms  alone  exposed ;  over  this  he  wore  a  jacket 
of  the  same  material,  belted  round  the  waist, 
from  which  hung  a  Boman  sword  and  pouch. 
A  ponderous  javelin,  with  a  point  of  nearly  a 
foot  in  length,  was  the  only  offensive  weapon 
he  displayed.  His  eye  was  a  pure  black,  free, 
rapid,  yet  steady  and  collected  as  an  eagle's. 
It  belied  him  marvellously,  or  the  soul  which 
flashed  in  its  orbs  was  a  soaring  and  undaunted 
spirit.  As  he  gently  pressed  Agnes  in  his 
embrace,  her  slender  figure  contrasting  witii 
his  lofty  manhood,  he  presented  no  unapt 
idealization  of  what  a  thorough  champion  of 
gentleness  and  beauty  ought  to  be. 

The  Sir  of  Arvon  surveyed  him  in  silence; 
and,  whilst  thus  engaged,  noticed  the  approadi 
of  a  third  individual  to  the  scene.  A  second 
glance  sufficed  to  recognize  the  Abbot  of 
Cwmhir. 

''  Bed  Beynallt,  art  thou?"  questioned 
Arvon,  after  he  had  spent  a  brief  interval  in 
examining  the  Welshman's  thews  and  propor- 
tions. "  I  have  heard  thy  name  for  good  and 
evil — ^for  much  good,  for  more  evil.  I  am 
right  glad  to  know  thee  now  by  fece." 
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The  Forester,  raising  his  look  from  the  lovely 
form  which  supported  itself  on  his  broad 
bosom,  replied, — 

*'  Aye,  Sir  Knight,  Eed  Beynallt ;  or,  if  the 
phraseology  please  you  better,  Beynallt  the 
Hawk,  Beynallt  the  Outlaw,  Beynallt  the 
Bobber,  Beynallt  the  Border  Bandit — Bey* 
nallt,  whom  the  plains  ban  and  the  Hills  bless 
— ^Beynallt  the  landless,  the  houseless,  the 
homeless,  the  wifeless,  the  childless — Beynallt, 
whose  bed  is  the  heather,  whose  blanket  is  the 
nig^t,  whose  lamp  is  the  spotty  moon,  whose 
candles  are  the  stars,  whose  tapestry  is  the 
waving  woods,  whose  chamber  is  the  moor, 
whose  pillow  is  the  Druid-stone." 

"  By  my  faith,"  said  the  Knight,  "  thou 
hajst  spacious  accommodations.  Hast  thou  no 
friends  to  share  them  ?" 

"Angels  in  the  air.  Scant  trust  put  I  in  saint 
or  sinner  to  let  them  ken  Bed  Beynallt's  couch." 

"  But,  thou  wild,  unsocial  man,  whose  sub- 
ject art  thou  ?" 

"  The  skies,"  repHed  the  Cambrian.  "  They 
tax  and  trouble  me  the  least." 

"  Aye,  but  they  are  a  thin  covering  against 
a  Marcher's  lance.  Payest  thou  allegiance  to 
none  for  a  rightful  Flag  in  feud  and  foray  ?" 
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''  I  raise  mj  helm  to  the  Snowdon  throne  ; 
for  the  rest,  this  is  my  right  and  this  my  flag/' 
pointing  respectively  to  his  weapon  and  the 
cognizance  of  the  oak  in  his  cap.  "  They,  I 
trow,  who  nse  them  most,  serve  Snowdon  best/' 

*'  But  thou  must  have  some  law — some  code 
thou  must  obey.  Dost  thou  profess  none  such  ?'' 

"  Truly  I  do.  The  law  which  the  Norman 
teaches  and  the  times  move  by;  which  the 
kite  has  for  the  chicken,  the  fox  for  the 
farmer's  goose,  the  lion  roars  to  and  his  talons 
instruct  the  falcon  in — ^Nimrod's  law.  Faith ! 
it  cuts  both  ways ;  the  steel  edge  is  its  only 
qmll,  and  a  lunging  arm  its  best  argument. 
Nevertheless,  as  things  go,  it  is  a  very  good 
law,  a  very  ancient  law.  There  is  but  one 
place  where  'tis  not  the  law,  and  that,  at  pre- 
sent, is  invisible." 

''  Thou  art  a  reckless  derring-doer.  And 
what  faith  dost  thou  acknowledge  ?" 

''  The  £aith  of  Him  who  makes  the  sun  shine 
and  the  grass  grow,  the  clouds  rain  and  the 
rivers  run,  the  earth  bear  and  the  com  ripen, 
the  birds  sing  and  the  £rog  croak,  the  smnmer 
bum  and  the  winter  freeze,  the  brain  think 
and  the  heart  feel.  Canst  tell  me  what  does 
all  this?" 
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"  And  what  livest  thou  for  ?" 

"  To  thank  the  Norman.  Knowest  thou 
the  rock  on  Comdon  yonder  P  Some  hundred 
notches  are  carved  on  its  ledger:  it  is  my 
count  ¥rith  the  Norman.  He  that  hives  in 
Monthault  rides  up  at  times  to  mark  the 
score  increase.  He'll  find  fresh  nicks  to- 
morrow. The  Miller  of  Marriagton  wiU  never 
grind  him  meal  again."  • 

"  And  has  that  detained  thee  ?  What  hadst 
thou  to  do  with  him?" 

"Didst  thou  not  hear  that  the  Bunner  of 
Deheubarth,  Shydderch  ap  Jestyn,  had  li- 
bert  sworn  unto  him  by  Jarl  Bronz,  on  the 
oath  of  St.  David's,  to  pass  heart-free  and 
limb-free  from  Monthault  domain?  Never- 
theless he  was  murdered  within  an  arrow's 
flight  of  the  barrier  at  Marrington.  The  hand 
that  struck  him  dead  was  burly  Adpa's,  the 
MiUer.'^ 

*'  How  knowest  thou  that  ?"  asked  the  Abbot, 
who  by  this  time  had  sat  down  by  Ednyfed  ap 
Tender's  side. 

''  Three  of  my  men,  Abbot,  dressed  as  Saxon 
loons^  attended  the  Church  of  St.  Tyssil,  when, 
three  days  ago,  the  Miller  underwent  the  red 
ordeal  at  the  suit  of  Jarl  Breton.     They  heard 
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the  Miller's  flesh  hiss  to  the  flaming  iroii.  Last 
night  I  met  with  one  whose  sonl,  I  trow,  is 
burning  with  a  worse  fire  in  hell  than  ever  did 
the  Saxon's  flesh  in  St.  Tyssil's  fane." 

''  Why,  Beynallt !  what  work  hast  thon  been 
driving  thus  ?  Hast  thou  slain  any  besides  the 
Miller?" 

''  He  was  lawful  life,— K>ne  of  the  Monthanlt 
garrison.  Abbot.  I  met  him,"  he  added,  in  a 
lower  tone,  "  as  he  descended  from  communing 
with  the  foul  Fiend  at  the  Stipas  Stone.  Wouldst 
have  such  live  ?  I  slaughtered  him  as  a  Chris- 
tian man  is  vowed  to  slaughter  every  limb  of 
Sathanas,  sans  shriving  or  prayer.  The  Saints 
be  thanked,  that  delivered  such  a  Paynim 
hound  into  my  hands.  The  blessing  of  Para* 
dise  will,  I  doubt  not,  rest  for  it  on  my  un- 
worthy soul.  A  good  deed,  a  right-holy  deed 
for  a  Christian  man  to  do  !  I  look  to  see  this 
night's  work  balanced  against  some  other 
things  thon  wottest  of  in  past  dap.  Eemind 
them  of  it  above.  Father,  in  thy  orisons  for 
Beynallt  Ithudd.  I  have  vowed  a  silver  cup 
from  the  first  Saxon  stead  I  harrow,  to  the 
shrine  of  St.  Beuno,  for  my  opportunity  herein, 
of  doing  service  against  the  black  Fiend, — ^fuD 
soon  shall  he  have  it." 
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Without  a  word  of  comment,  far  less  of 
oorreddon,  the  Abbot  answered, — 

"Thou  wilt  do  well,  my  son,  to  remember 
thy  vows.  The  Holy  Mother  guard  us  from 
them  that  deal  in  evil  knowledge  !  What  had 
this  encounter  to  do  with  this  affidr  of  the 
Mffler?*' 

''  Something  I  learnt  from  the  viUam  which 
induced  me  to  mix  with  the  serfs  of  Monthault 
at  early  dawn.  I  saw  Raymond  and  his  sons 
bring  forth  the  Miller,  and  hold  court  on  him. 
I  saw  the  doth  removed  from  the  Miller's  hand. 
I  saw  the  palm — ^here,  as  it  were — where  the 
iron  had  left  its  mark,  raw  as  the  throat  of  the 
quartered  deer.  I  heard  the  Gunley  priest 
,  pronounce  him,  by  the  Blessed  Trinity,  guilty 
of  the  Bed  Hand.  But  what  said  Raymond  de 
Monthault  ?  He  swore,  by  the  Holy  Sepulchre, 
he  would  not  hang  his  Marrington  miller  for 
all  the  priests  in  Christendom ! " 

"  The  sacrilegious  lord  delivered  him  ?"  said 
the  Abbot. 

"  He  was  in  a  fair  way  of  doing  it,  but  for 
Jarl  Bronz.  I,  too,  had  some  business  of  my 
own  to  settle  with  that  said  Miller.  Full  glad 
was  I  to  find  him  under  the  ban  of  the  Church. 
So  I  killed  him,  like  a  stalled  ox,  under  the 
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Marcher's  nose,  in  his  own  shambles.  Bare 
turmoil  followed." 

*'And  thou  hast  escaped  alive — alive  firom 
De  Monthault  and  his  gang?" 

**  By  the  grace  of  St.  David,  and  these  legs, 
bright  blight.  I  showed  the  mail-akiimed 
boars  a  jump  of  mark,  they'll  tell  their  chil- 
dren these  sixty  years  to  come.  Faith !  the 
lightest  ande  on  the  lulls  stood  me  then  in 
useful  test." 

''Thou  art  very  rash,  Beynallt,"  observed 
Agnes ;  "  the  Marcher  would  have  flayed  thee 
alive." 

"  Priest,"  asked  the  Forester,  suddenly, "  why 
was  it  that  I  did  not  bury  my  lance  in  Bay- 
mond  de  Monthault's  breast,  not  in  that  of  his 
Miller  ?  Thrice  has  his  life  been  now  in  my 
hands — ^thrice  have  I  raised  my  arm  to  smite 
him — ^thrice  has  some  unseen  power  unnerved 
it  for  the  blow.  Bears  he  a  charmed  existence 
— ^has  he  a  promise  from  those  Beneath  ?" 

"  Thou  hast,  then,  thrice  shown  mercy  to  a 
Norman?  There  is  more  goodness  in  thee 
than  I  credited,"  responded  the  Ecclesiastic, 
with  a  strange  unsatisfactory  smile  which  did 
not  please  the  Forester. 

"Abbot!  Abbot!"  replied  the  Outlaw,  "I 
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ought  to  have  phmged  this  blade  up  to  its  hilt 
in  the  Marcher's  heart.  I  do  repent — I  do  re- 
pent I  did  it  not ! " 

The  Priest,  seemingly  moved  rather  by  the 
savage  expression  that  shot  across  the  Forester  s 
£ice  than  by  the  words  themselves,  interrupted 
him  by  elevating  his  finger  in  an  attitude  of 
rebuke, — 

"  Beynallt,  Beynallt !  justly,  I  fear,  do  men 
call  thee  the  Wild  Bobber." 

"  Justly! — -justly  do  men  call  me  the  Wild 
Bobber?''  interrogated  Beynallt.  "Why, 
Abbot,  if  I  robbed  every  Norman  from  Dee  to 
Senghennyth,  what  would  the  value  be  com- 
pared to  the  amoimt  of  plunder  levied  by  them 
and  their  Saxon  mastiffs  from  our  fathers, 
between  Kent  and  Salop?  Have  I  made 
peace  with  them?  Have  I  surrendered  the 
freedom  of  a  toe  of  my  foot  to  any  Norman 
that  breathes  between  these  clods  and  the 
clouds  ?  Where  is  our  truce,  our  terms,  our 
treaty  ?  Where  is  the  name  or  cross  of  Bey- 
nallt Bhudd  to  any  deed  a  Norman  hafi  signed  ? 
liook,"  said  he,  flinging  out  his  arm  to  the  East, 
"  there's  not  a  man  between  the  spot  I  tread 
and  the  Lincoln  Wash  but  would  hang  me 
with  a  cxurse  and  a  blow  to  the  first  branch  of 
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the  first  tree  on  his  path.  They  are  Normans. 
— I  am  of  the  First  People,  the  ancients  of 
Britain.  Why  shonld  I  spare,  why  should  I 
pity  those  that  never  spared,  never  pitied  the 
sons  of  my  race  ?  I  tell  thee.  Priest,  if  1  were 
now  gyved  in  the  dungeon  of  De  Monthanlt, 
and  thou  wert  assoilzieing  my  sinful  soul,  or  if 
my  last  drops  were  oozing  from  De  Pancevot's 
lance,  or  I  were  mounting  the  Chester  gallows, 
with  corded  hands  and  the '  Miserere'  chanted  in 
my  ears,  I  would  not  answer  thee — ^what  would 
it  avail  ?  But  here,  on  the  free  turf,  my  hed 
on  my  own  mountain,  my  eyes  seeing  far  away, 
till  they  are  heavy  with  gazing,  nothing  but 
the  oppression  of  the  Baron  and  the  trembling 
of  the  slave,  dost  thou  tell  me,  because  I  defy 
the  Norman  and  despise  the  Saxon — because  I 
do  to  them  and  theirs  as  they  do  to  me  and 
mine — ^because  I  live  by  the  sword  and  the 
forest  as  they  do  by  the  moat  and  the  mail,  I 
am  justly  called  the  Bobber  ?  What  name  has 
thy  holy  order  for  them  ?" 

"  My  son,  my  son  1  Canst  thou  not  yield 
some  brief  interval,  at  least,  to  peace  ?  Canst 
thou  not,  like  other  men,  acknowledge  some 
other  authority  for  peace  and  war  than  thy- 
self alone  ?  " 


RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAULT.  43 

"  I  cannot,"  replied  Eeynallt.  "  Authority  ? 
The  strong  hand,  thou  meanest.  Priest.  Who 
gave  the  Norman  his  authority?  Whence 
comes  it,  save  from  his  steed  and  his  shield? 
Tell  me  not  of  authority !  If  there  be  any  on 
earth,  save  that  which  power  creates  for  itself, 
it  is  in  the  Holy  Church." 

''  Thou  speakest  as  a  fidthfuL  son,"  observed 
the  Abbot. 

"Why  does  she  not  exert  it,  then,"  con- 
tinued the  Outlaw,  with  a  sarcastic  laugh,  "  over 
these  ravagers  of  the  Borders  ?  Let  them  first 
obey  the  law  of  God  before  they  speak  of  laws 
to  us.  But  it  is  best,  best  as  it  is.  Priest. 
Norman  and  Cymro  may  both  be  at  peace  with 
Heaven.  Wouldst  thou  have  them  at  peace 
with  each  other  also  ?  " 

The  Abbot  shook  his  head,  glancing  at  the 
same  time  at  Ednyfed. 

"  Thou  art  Abbot  of  Cwmhir,"  continued 
Beynallt,  laying  his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of 
the  Ecclesiastic ;  "  I  am  Eeynallt  the  Bobber — 
we  each  speak  after  our  kind.  But  what 
wouldst  thou  ?  Yonder  is  De  Monthault — ^here 
am  I ;  here  also  are  my  sword,  my  back,  my 
knee.  I  yield,  I  bend,  I  pray  for  permission  to 
breathe,  to  work,  to  toil — ^to  whom  ?    To  the 
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man  that  thoughtfolly,  deliberately,  did  the  foul 
deed  of  muxder^^hearthstone  murder  on  Cador 
— €ador,  my  brother,  my  Prince,  my  playmate, 
with  whom  I  sang  so  oft  the  songs  of  our 
land  in  the  hall  of  our  &th6rs.  Could  I  do 
that  to  his  Assassin,  to  any  that  speaks  with  the 
tongue  of  his  race  ?  Accursed  dog !"  added  the 
Outlaw,  shaking  lus  javehn  in  the  direction  of 
Monthault — ''  to  thee,  that  didst  lap  the  blood 
of  thy  deliverer — ^that  art  grown  fat  on  the 
flesh  of  the  master  who  cherished  thee  in  thine 
hunger,  and  housed  thee  in  thy  homelessness — 
is  it  to  thee  that  I  should  kneel,  that  I  should 
say,  *  I  am  thy  servant'  ?-^Is  it  to  thy  brood 
that  I  should  be  tame  as  the  pastured  calf, 
meek  as  the  shorn  lamb  ?  GKrd  up  thy  robe, 
Priest — go  thou,  as  I  have  heard  men  say  thy 
spiritual  forefathers  went  of  old  to  the  kings  of 
the  earth — go  in  the  word  and  power  of  Qod 
and  his  Church,  to  Baymond  the  Norman,  ask 
him  for  the  lives  slain  by  his  bloody  hand,  the 
mothers  for  whom  the  orphans  of  the  hills  are 
weeping,  the  fathers  that  have  left  their  babes 
for  the  ravens  of  Providence  to  feed,  the  young 
men  and  damsels  whose  hearts  he  has  wedded 
in  the  hoUow  altar  of  the  grave, — ^bid  him  dis* 
band  his  goiy  wolves,  pull   down  his  den, 
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restore  his  prey,  return  from  whence  he  came, 
array  himself  in  sackcloth,  and  bewail  the  rest 
of  his  years  before  some  Holy  Shrine  in  peni- 
tence and  the  dust.  Do  thou  first  this  duty  to 
his  Soul — ^then,  come  talk  to  me  of  peace.  K 
he  hear  thee,  then  Bed  Beynallt  will  leave  him 
to  God  and  the  Cross.  Hear  thee !  thou  knowest 
that  his  battle-axe  would  split  thy  shaven  skull 
before  thou  drewest  one  prayer  from  his  lips, 
one  coin  from  his  coffers.  Yet  thou  drivellest 
to  me  of  charity  to  the  Norman !" 

The  Abbot  evinced  no  immediate  disposition 
to  reply,  but  again  looked  at  Ednyfed. 

"  Thou  hast  no  answer.  Priest.  Charity  I 
mercy !  Yes — to  the  brock  of  the  wood,  the 
otter  of  the  stream,  the  bull  of  the  moimtain, 
the  boar  of  the  marsh,  the  Fleming  of  the  loom, 
the  Saxon  of  the  plough,  but  none  to  the 
Norman  of  the  iron  chain  and  granite  Keep. 
Call  and  believe  me  Bobber,  if  thou  wilt.  I  tell 
thee  I  have  pity  for  the  pitiable,  alms  for  the 
destitute,  tears  for  misery,  honour  for  the  good 
and  noble,  remorse  and  shame  for  myself, — but 
nothing,  nothing  for  the  Norman  but  a  sword 
,  of  the  ruthless  steel,  and  a  heart  of  unquench- 
able hate.  God  of  my  fathers !  I  would  crush 
him  as  I  do  the  yellow  viper  of  the  gorse  1" 
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The  Outlaw  drove  his  heel  an  inch  deep  into 
the  sod. 

"  And  they,  Beynallt,  they  hnnt  for  thy  life 
as  for  hid  treasure  in  the  wilderness  ! " 
We  are  equal,"  said  Beynallt,  caknly. 
No,  Bejmallty  no !  what  are  thy  resources 
but  a  strong  arm  and  gallant  spirit  P  Thy  foes 
are  numerous,  combined,  rich  in  means  and 
devices  of  war— thou  art  alone." 

"Faith!  Abbot,"  answered  the  Forester. 
''  With  such  advantages  the  duel  ought  long  since 
to  have  terminated,  but  the  scale  hitherto  inclines 
to  the  Mountain  side.  Some  six  or  seven  score 
lives  I  owe  them.  I  in  turn  must  taJll — per- 
chance to-day,  perchance  to-night — ^what  then  ? 
— ^laugh  I  the  less,  sleep  I  the  worse  for  that  ? 
Is  it  not  the  destiny  of  our  Bace  ?  Where  are 
our  tombs  but  in  the  battle-cairns ;  what  are 
our  requiems  but  the  charging  blasts  of  the 
trumpet  over  us?  Yes,  I  must  die  by  the 
Norman:  be  it  so-4t  is  just;  but,  Priest, 
wouldst  thou  have  me  receive  life  fix>m  him  as 
weU?" 

"  Come,  Abbot,"  resumed  Beynallt,  after  a 
brief  silence,  ''  thou  art  a  minister  of  peace,  and 
deliverest  thyself  after  thy  mission,  but  the 
Norman  laughs  at  thy  Gospel  notions.      He 
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wonld  trample  on  our  forbearance  as  he  has 
long  since  done  on  the  unresisting  patience  of 
the  Saxon.  Every  life  we  spared  would  on  the 
next  field  encounter  us  anew.  What  cares  he 
for  the  endurance  of  the  victim?  Were  we 
their  serfs,  they  would  kill  us  with  toil — their 
allies,  they  would  dispatch  us  by  treason — their 
friends,  entertainers,  hosts,  in  vain,  in  vain  !— 
long  as  we  possessed  a  rood  of  land,  they  would 
mark  us  out  for  extinction-  Do  we  not  this 
moment  suffer  wrong,  infinite  wrong,  at  their 
hands  ?  If  we  submitted  quietly,  they  would 
add  scorn  and  insult  to  our  beards.  But  now 
when  they  find  us  with  the  spear  and  the  brand 
in  our  grasp,  not  chains  on  our  feet,  they  never 
laugh — ^they  never  mock.  They  kill  if  they  can ; 
they  never  deride;  the  Norman  knows  that 
what  he  brings  he  shall  receive.  Body  of 
Arthur ! "  exclaimed  the  Forester  in  a  different 
tone,  "  who  are  these  hirelings  of  the  Continent, 
these  scimi  of  the  Bastard,  that  I  should  give 
them  kindness  for  curses,  or  a  humble  eye  for 
a  frowning  brow  ?  Are  we,  the  Bace  of  a  thou- 
sand battles,  to  crouch  to  their  wUL  because  the 
hilderling  Saxon  does  so,  or  to  abstain  from 
¥7ar  because  one  Hastings  was  lost?  Who 
shrinks  from  them  ?  who  fears  them  on  the  Hills 
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of  my  land?  Where  is  the  Cambrian  that 
serves  them  in  the  feast  or  the  field,  the  tent  or 
the  hut,  at  bed  or  at  board,  for  love  or  for  fear? 
Have  we  not  fronted  and  proved  them,  man  to 
man,  host  to  host,  king  to  king?  Are  not 
their  dead  on  our  moors,  their  captives  in  our 
halls  ?  Abbot,  Abbot  1  speak  not  to  me  of  Nor- 
mans, speak  to  me  of  Cambria,  of  Venedotia, 
of  Snowdon,  of  my  own  brave  countrymen  that 
live  in  the  air  of  heaven,  and  die  wrapped  in 
the  soldier's  shroud  of  liberty  I  These  are  my 
Bace,  the  men  of  the  open  mind  and  naked 
breast.  Gwyllt  Wallia  1  Gwyllt  WaUiaP'  cried 
the  fiery  Brigand,  stretching  forth  his  expanded 
arms  to  the  West,  "  is  not  the  word  of  Gk>d  and 
his  Angel  with  thee  ? 

'  Ea  Ner  a  Tolant, 
Eu  hiaith  a  gadwant, 
Eu  tir  a  gollant, 

Ond  WyUt  Wallia.' 

Aye,  all  but  Wild  Wales,  but  that,  come 
Norman,  come  devil,  we  shall  never  lose,  we 
will  never  abandon ! " 

"  Heaven  forbid  I  should  mend  thy  mood,'' 
said  Ednyfed,  with  a  side  appeal  to  the  Abbot, 
''  a  better  one  for  my  purposes  never  animated 
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a  Cambrian's  breast.  Wilt  thou  gather  with 
us  against  the  Norman  yonder  ?  " 

"  Art  taking  up  the  Forester's  trade  ?"  an- 
swered Beynallt.  "Will  the  pike  after  the 
trout  ?  I  had  a  private  chase  on  the  Hereford 
March  which  must  needs  now  remain  for  better 
leisure,  when  the  Convent  messenger  traversed 
my  track.  Thou  hast  lost  me  a  fat  quarry, 
Agnes,"  added  he,  "but  I  would  quit  a  hundred 
such  for  the  errand  thou  sentest  me.  Who 
now  blows  trump  against  De  Monthault? 
Snowdon?" 

A  motion  of  Ednyed's  head  seemed  to  nega- 
tive the  supposition. 

"Behold  Snowdon's  sign  and  seal  to  thee, 
Beynallt  of  Talvarran.  Thou  art  in  all  things 
to  accord  thyself  to  my  behests :  nevertheless, 
Snowdon  himself  obeys  a  higher  mandate  than 
an  earthly  crown's  herein." 

The  Outlaw  fixed  his  flashing  eye  for  a  mo- 
ment on  the  speaker. 

"  Sayest  thou,  friend  ?  What !  then  the  Cro- 
sier is  at  last  in  the  field  ?  Thou  shalt  have 
me,  man,  every  biQ  and  bow  in  the  green-wood 
troop  in  this  cause.  But  thou  art  a  subtle 
knave.  Abbot,  to  speak  as  thou  hast  done." 

"  I  did  not  doubt  thee,  EeynaUt,  no,  not  for 
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a  moment.  But  I  myself  am  in  this  matter  no 
master,  but  a  servant.  He  who  bears  the  rule 
over  all  of  us  commanded  me  to  probe  thee  to 
the  quick." 

"'Twas  a  fool's  caution/'  roughly  retorted 
the  Outlaw,  ''  and  might  have  received  a  fool's 
welcome." 

"  Nay,  nay,  Eeynallt,"  said  Ap  Teudor,  re- 
plying to  the  angry  glance  of  the  Forester, 
'Hhou  saddlest  the  wrong  steed:  like  the 
Abbot,  I  have  no  voice  but  that  of  obedience." 

"Well,  Sir,  well,  but  to  whom?  Snowdon 
obeys  ;  Ap  Teudor  obeys ;  Father  Abbot  obeys 
— ^ye  are  all  very  sudden  in  your  obedience, 
but  maugre  this  sign  and  seal.  Bed  Beynallt 
must  have  audience  and  presence  himself  of 
this  mystic  Lord  ere  he'll  follow  any  other 
guidance  than  his  ovm." 

"  Thou  shalt—  thou  shalt  ere  the  sun  be  set," 
said  Agnes,  "  but  oh,  be  wise  as  thou  art  brave, 
Beynallt.  Thou  shalt  know  aU — ^hear  all.  I 
Mrill  lead  thee  to  him  even  now.  Hush,"  added 
she,  placing  her  little  hand  on  his  mouth,  "  No 
rebellion,  no  denial !" 

"One  word,  child — one  word,"  responded 
Beynallt,  the  sunshine  immediately  replacing 
the  shade  on  his  brow,  "  My  Chanting  Frere 
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has  captured  a  Chester  booty — ^merchants, 
Saxon  carles,  and  I  know  not  whom  else.  I 
mnst  bide  his  coming  on  this  spot  to  fix  ransom 
and  weregild  on  their  heads.  Why  tarries  the 
laggard  so  long  P" 

But  the  impatience  of  the  Outlaw  was  scarcely 
j,.^le.  Le  fi%  or  »^  y»d,  be^a 
them,  though  so  shrouded  by  the  dense  foliage 
as  to  render  the  persons  themselves  completely 
invisible,  the  noise  of  an  approaching  company 
struck  distinctly  on  the  ear.  Suddenly  a 
sonorous  voice  clanged  in  a  burst  of  song 
through  the  intervening  space.  Again  silence 
ensued.  Again,  and  nearer,  the  voice  resumed 
its  melody. 

"  Sit  thou  here.  Knight/*  said  EeynaUt  to 
Ednyfed,  **  Else  standing  thou  may'st  be  mis- 
taken for  a  Marcher  conferent,  and  have  a 
Gwentland  shaft  between  thy  ribs.  Thy  face 
is  not  known  among  us.  Abbot,  there's  a 
voice  for  thee !  the  very  sky  is  scant  cathedral 
for  its  thunder-roU.  But  for  my  Chanting 
Frere,  the  woods  themselves  at  times  were  a 
weary  penance  to  my  solitude." 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  voice,  mingling 
objurations  and  encouragement  with  firagments 
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of  some  Border  ballad,  troUed  forth  with  incon- 
ceivable volume  and  power : — 

'  Ho !   Henrj,  the   Flantagenet,  is  King  in  London 

now, 
And  he  to  George,  the  Prancing  Saint,  hath  sworn  a 

mighty  vow ; 
His  lips  upon  the  crucifix,  upon  the  stones  his  knee, 
That  never  mile  of  Cambrian  land  shall  from  the 

flame  be  free—' 

"  Cheerily  !  Merchant,  cheerily !  Forget  not 
thy  vintage  stores  at  home :  thou  shalt  qnaff 
them  yet  the  more  merrily  when  thou  art 
escaped  all  perils.  We  are  not  heathens,  man. 
Thou  art  fallen  into  Christian  captivity,  never- 
theless thou  shalt  have  Jewish  riddance  of  thy 
vile  Egyptian  mammon,  and  music  withal,  to 
soothe  thy  melancholy.  Wouldst  risk  thy  life 
for  property  ?     Art  such  a  fool  ? — 

*  So  forth  the  news  to  Snowdon  rode,  where  wearied 

on  the  ground 
The  Snowdon  Prince  lay  all  reclined  with  fidcon, 

heron,  and  hound ; 
Gently  he  turned  him   on  his  side  to  where  the 

herald  stood, 
"  *Tis  safer  riding  hj  the  Thames  than  bj  the  Severn 

flood; 
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But  if  King  Henry  wait  on  iib  with  yassal,  knight, . 

and  lord, 
"We'll  welcome  him  to  Wallia  Wild  as  Wales  may 

best  afford' " 

• 

"  Thou  art  not  dead.  Merchant,  art  thou  ?  Hold 
up  thy  chin,  and  look  me  the  skies  in  the  &ce. 
Let  this  Blackamoor  behind  thee  lesson  thy 
mind.  Nought  doth  he  own  under  the  broad 
welkin:  his  very  carcase,  he  assureth  me, 
belongeth  to  another ;  yet  right  daintily  doth 
he  enjoy  our  music :  he  grinneth  with  delight. 
EEave  at  thee,  Ethiopian !  Down  by  his  vow 
came  Plantagenet  to  Wales.  Seest  thou  the 
Kerry  hills  yonder,  with  the  glint  of  the  sun 
on  the  brown  glades  ?  There  he  marched  face 
forward  for  Crigion,  a  gallant  tail  at  his 
crupper.  Many  an  eye  peeped  out  at  him  from 
flank  and  rear ;  but  he  was  blind — ^blind  as  a 
hooded  goshawk, — 

*  A  little  rostling  here  and  there  is  all  the  noise  that's 

heard. 
And  that  may  be  a  leaf  or  two  by  creeping  creatures 

stirred; 
And  if  a  man  put  down  his  ear  to  listen  on  the 

ground. 
The  pulses  of  his  throbbing  heart  will  be  the  loudest 

sound; 
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But  tbe  Keny  hilk  are  hollow,  the  Kesrry  glens  are 

deep, 
And  who  is  he  can  guess  to-night  where  Kerry  men 

will  sleep  P* 

''St.  Jnlien  hsAh  forsaken  thee,  this  tarn, 
Merchant,  but  gird  up  thy  faith  in  him  again. 
The  Saints  play  all  of  ns  fonl  tricks  at  times ; 
this  throat  has  sung  ere  now,  where  a  Norman 
piper  pitched  the  key  full  little  to  its  liking. 
What !  hast  thou  not  heard  of  St.  Joseph  and 
his  Mahound  traffickers  ?  Doubtless,  St.  Julien 
hath  delivered  thee,  like  him,  for  special  pur- 
poses of  Providence,  into  our  hands,  aa  we  will 
clearly  expound  to  thee  anon.  Take  thy  time, 
take  thy  time,— thou  puffest  and  pantest  like  a 
bull  in  the  toils ;  thou  shalt  breathe  awhile, 
and  hear  of  ambuscades  : — 

'  Him  answered  grim,  the  Chester  Earl,  *'  I  know  Ihe 
Welshman's  mood, 

And  never  yet  found  Welshman's  heairt  on  Welsh- 
man's soil  subdued ;" 

The  king  looked  on  him  jestdngly,  "  They'll  soon  the 
difference  rue. 

Between  our  Anjou  nobles  and  rusty  Chester  Hng^." 

"  Silence,  Ethiopian !  Bear  up,  Mercator.  We 
draw  near  harborage.     Kings  are  we   of  the 
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green  colour — ^always  imder  Blessed  St.  Beiino. 
But  Plantagenet  had  best  kept  house^  and 
stalled  his  colts  at  home.  'Tis  ill  showing  his 
Broom-plant  this  side  the  "Wrekin.  We  came 
down  on  him  like  the  tide-bore  in  Usk  Chan- 
nel, ten  feet  by  the  minute.  Natheless,  he 
fought  it  bravely : — 

*■  There  nothing  lacked  in  Henry,  then,  that  in  a  king 
should  be, 
That  haps  to  meet  in  field  or  flood  his  kingdom's 
enemy.' 

"  But,  fellow,  we  flailed  him  and  his  Normans. 
We  pounded  them  and  their  iron  pots  till 
pennon  and  flag-staff  rolled,  like  a  tumbling 
rock  down  Cader,  out  of  Kerry  Dingle.  Ha ! 
Ha !  they  found  our  Uchelwyr  in  the  clearing 
ready  for  them.  A  rare  treat  it  was  to  see 
their  chivalry  rein  up  at  sight  of  us, — :to  see 
them  drop  their  lances  six  feet  before  their 
horses'  heads,  all  of  a  line — old  Hugh,  the 
Marcher,  squinting  along  them  with  his  baton 
tin  they  were  as  level  as  a  wall  of  steel.  Some- 
what he  said  to  Anjou  then  as  he  pushed  his 
baton  down  its  case, — 
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'  So  to  the  king  Qrej  LupuB  spoke,  he  whisp^ed  like 
a  girl. 
For  hard  of  grip  and  soft  of  word  was  Hugh  tiie 
Chester  Earl,— 
'  **  By  every  saint  in  calendar,  no  more  need  monaz€h 
craTe, 
Than  what  he'll  meet  in  yonder  men  to  make  him 
love  the  hrave."  ' 

"  Hast  ever  stood,  Saxon,  bare-breasted  against 
a  Norman  charge  ?  'Tis  an  onset,  man,  I  pro* 
mise  thee,  makes  the  stoutest  heart  jump 
against  its  ribs.  So  Grey  Chester  gave  the 
word, — down  on  us  they  came, — hundreds  of 
hehns  above — pointed  steel  in  fixjnt — thousands 
of  galloping  horses'  legs  below, — clouds  on  the 
wind  never  so  &st  as  swept  their  white  plumes  on 
our  Uchelwyr.  Down,  too,  went  scores  of  us ; 
but  we  stood  them,  Saxon.  Inch  to  inch  we 
closed  on  them, — ^then  was  crashing  and  clang- 
ing, shouting  of  cries,  bickering  of  blades,  Nor- 
man  and  Yenetine  pell  mell  at  each  other's 
throats, — 

'  There  reeling  firom  the  vanward  shock,  with  gauntlet 
on  his  wound, 
Many  a  Norman  gentleman  lay  down  upon  the 
ground; 
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And  many  a  galliuit  Welshman  his  finger  clipped  in 

blood. 
With  dying  effort  on  his  brow  to  trace  the  Holy 

Eood.' 

"  Here  we  come  to  the  forest-breaking, — ^there's 
the  blue  above  us.  Thou  shalt  taste,  Mer- 
chant, of  the  Well  of  St.  Conan,  always  if  thou 
preferrest  it  to  more  purple  beverages.  We 
love  purses,  but  we  force  no  man's  palate. 
Some  are  for  diamonds,  some  for  rubies.  Hast 
been  m  the  Crusades,  Ethiopian  ?  Tell  me  not 
of  Saracens  and  Cannibals !  He  that  would 
bear  his  part  in  a  right  Trojan  game  may  ride 
into  it  any  day  he  wists  on  the  Kingless 
Marches.  Many  an  elder  son  succeeded  to  a 
Norman  fief  that  Kerry  eve, — 

'  The  Bohim's  helm  drops  on  his  rein ;  De  Bassom's 
heart  is  cold ; 
Bed  is  the  Corbet's  raven  badge ;  Swart  Clifford's 
knell  is  told.' 

"  Sword  of  St.  Michael !  we  cleared  the  Norman 
heraldry  of  many  a  scutcheon  before  we  had 
done  with  lord  and  knight  that  day.  It  would 
have  warmed  thy  Philistian  liver  to  have  seen 
the  rout  that  followed  Plantagenet  down  Kerry 
Pole.  An  earl's  ransom  filled  the  pouch  of  an 
unworthy  frere  that  shall  be  nametess  that 

d3 
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Hallelujah  Day.  St.  Beuno  send  ns  soon 
another  Plantagenet  and  his  Court  to  visit 
Severn  flood.  I  bear  them  no  malice,  Saxon, 
none — 

'  Peace  to  tiie  Bpirits  of  the  brave  that  sleep  in  Kerry 
Woods;' 

but  I  love  the  plucking  of  gold  and  silver 
birds.  No  malice — ^none.  I  am  a  true  Chris- 
tian frere.  Here  we  are,  Captivity,  at  Talvarran 
guard, — ^but  who  sits  yonder  with  Beynallt 
Rhudd  ?  " 

At  the  name  of  this  redoubted  Freebooter,  a 
cold  shudder  pervaded  the  Merchant's  frame. 
The  frere  observed  it,  but  said  nothing.  The 
sensation  was  too  common  amongst  their  cap- 
tives to  challenge  comment  of  any  description. 

The  voice  of  Beynallt  Bhudd  soon  summoned 
the  ex-chieftain  of  Dinas  Bran  to  the  spot  of 
conference.  But  even  the  hardened  physiog- 
nomy of  Elydur  underwent  traces  of  appre- 
hension when  he  discovered  in  the  seated 
knight  the  well-known  Councillor  of  Snowdon. 
He  paused,  uncertain  to  recede  or  advance ;  but 
the  encouragement  in  the  frank  face  of  the 
minister,  as  in  these  days  he  would  be  desig- 
nated, was  not  to  be  nusinterpreted.     He  held 
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forth  his  haikid,  which  was  immediately  grasped 
and  retained  hy  the  Chanting  Frere. 

"  This,  Eeynallt  Bhudd,  is  the  height  of 
honour/'  cried  he.  "  As  he  said  so  it  is,  is  it 
not,  thou  wisdom  of  Syria  ?" 

*^  Thou  art  a  knave  of  many  characters,"  re- 
plied the  Knight.  '^  I  have  often  designed  a  iur- 
tive  visit  to  thy  penitentiary-cell,  hut  I  fear  the 
edification  would  have  home  small  comparison 
with  the  hypocrisy  of  thy  practice.  But,  Ap 
Elydur,the  word  ofSnowdonispliehted  to  thy 
rioration,  if  thou  art  right  wiji^  to  awi 
fe^a^omon.  for  l>rdy  aion  in  the 
field." 

"Agamst  the  Norman  ?"  repUed  the  Chief, 
with  gravity.  "  Whilst  he  lives,  the  justice  of 
0od  may  weU.  he  questioned  amongst  men  that 
judge  hy  the  facts  of  the  moment,  not  their 
hopes  of  the  fixture.  Whilst  the  thunder  sleeps, 
the  Norman  reigns  and  the  innocent  perish/' 

"Ha!  What  new  atrocity  has  heen  now 
committed?  Is  not  a  single  day  to  elapse 
without  the  adding  of  more  drops  to  the  chalice 
of  retribution?' 

"  Hast  thou  not  heard.  Abbot  ?  " 

"  I  have  heard  fi-om  Beynallt  Bhudd,De  Mon- 
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thault's  attempt  to  rescue  his  Miller  from  the 
just  doom  of  St.  Tyssil,  is  there  ought  more  ?  " 

"  More  ?  thou  hast  heard  nothing.  The  cry 
of  the  Saxon  serfhood  yonder  for  vengeance 
breathes  now  as  deeply  as  the  slogan  of  the 
Yenetine.  De  Monthault  has  done  to  death 
Vera,  the  Miller's  gentle  daughter,  and  mur- 
dered their  Confessing  priest,  the  hermit  of 
Ghmley,  on  the  same  spot,  in  the  same  minute 
of  time.  The  bodies  ^  e'en  now  borne  from 
house  to  house  on  their  way  to  the  Forest- 
convent  :  not  a  Saxon  villein  but  follows  them 
with  tears  for  the  dead,  or  curses  for  their 
butcher.     The  land  shakes  imder  them !" 

"The  Hermit  of  Ghmley!"  exclaimed  the 
Abbot,  in  tones  of  horror. 

"Even  him,  the  Serf  Confessor,"  affirmed 
the  Chief. 

"  The  dismay  of  the  Abbot  found  vent  by 
sundry  ejaculations  and  pious  anathemas.  He 
was  confounded  with  a  double  feeling  of  grief 
and  indignation.  The  Knight,  himself,  mut- 
tering a  terrific  execration,  proceeded  at  once 
to  make  himself  master  of  the  details,  so  far  as 
they  were  known,  of  the  nefarious  crime.  They 
were  soon  communicated. 
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"  Let  118  act — ^let  us  act,  my  Son ! "  exclaimed 
the  Abbot.  "  We  have  tamed  too  long,  too 
fiitally,  in  planning  earthly  machinations  against 
this  child  of  Beelzebub.  Therein  he  is  wiser 
and  quicker  than  we.  He  has  slain  a  pillar  of 
the  Church  with  the  sword :  let  him  now  ex- 
perience the  arms  of  the  spirituality.  Let  the 
allegiance  of  even  the  wicked  melt  away  from 
beneath  his  feet,  and  leave  him  naked  and 
strengthless  to  his  enemies.  This  night  wiU  I 
give  the  signal  to  assemble  the  faithful  emissa- 
ries of  Divine  Judgment  against  him.  They  are 
ready — they  are  near  at  hand — ^they  wait  but 
the  watchword.  Saxon  and  Yenetine,  priest 
and  warrior,  will  join  hearts  and  shields  against 
such  an  execrable  monster  as  this.  Only  let 
the  Banner  of  the  Church  be  displayed,  let  the 
voice  of  the  blessed  Pontiff  be  no  longer  bound 
in  disastrous  silence.  Lo !  whilst  we  hesitate, 
how  many  fall  before  this  living  pestilence; 
yea,  whilst  we  hesitate,  how  many  yearn  to 
strike  and  deliver  the  earth  from  oppression  and 
wrong  !* 

"We  need  no  urging.  Abbot:  we  should 
indeed  be  callous  and  insensible  to  honour  and 
religion  if  we  any  longer  refiised  our  secular 
arm  to  extinguish  this  man  of  impiety  and 
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bloodshed.  Prepare  thy  ecclesiastics ;  I  myself 
wiU  guarantee  thee  Snowdon  and  the  Lord 
of  Powys.  But  beware  whom  thou  employest, 
— 'tis  mortal  embassies  they  ply,  such  as  with 
De  Monthault  admit  neither  grace  nor  quarter." 

"  May  my  Soul  be  as  theirs  on  the  day  of  my 
calling/'  answered  the  Priest*  "  Are  they  not 
of  those  whose  eyes  look  on  nothing  beneatii 
the  level  of  the  Throne  of  God  ?  Arise,  there- 
fore— have  we  not — ^have  not  EeynaUt  Bhudd, 
this  damsel,  and  I  to  confer  this  evening  with 
the  person  ye  spake  of?  Is  he  not  now  on  his 
path  to  the  Head  of  the  Bock  ?  " 

"  But  my  prisoners.  Abbot  ?"  interrupted  the 
Chanting  Prere. 

'*  Dost  thou  not  already  see  that  they  are 
neither  thine  nor  yet  prisoners?  Is  this  the 
face  that  thou  didst  inculpate  for  its  gloom  and 
despondency?" 

The  expression  of  the  Merchant  had  become 
wonderfully  cheered  since  he  had  gained  leisure 
to  survey  the  individuals  of  the  group.  He 
had  thrust  his  hand  into  his  pouch,  and  now 
extended  a  beechen  tablet  towards  the  Abbot. 
It  was  the  tessera  or  passport  of  the  Snowdon 
Prince. 

"  These  are  free,"  said  Beynallt.     "  Thou 
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hast  not  maiined  or  wounded  any  among  them 
to  mj  shame,  hast  thou  P" 

"  They  proffered  no  opportunity,  Talyarran ; 
truly  I  suspected  they  were  under  the  Dragon's 
wings." 

"  They  are  part-retinue  to  the  man  that 
all  Talvarran  and  thou  and  I — must  heed  and 
obey,"  continued  the  Abbot. 

"  Therefore,  good  frere,"  said  Beynallt, "  con- 
duct them  on  to  the  Convent,  where  the  brother 
of  this  sable  squire  is  abeady  housed — and 
hark! — smite  thou  nothing  with  life  in  it 
until  thou  hast  helped  to  demolish  the  towers 
of  the  Monthault  Marcher." 

"  I  have  listed  in  the  cause,"  said  the  Chief- 
tain; the  Snowdon  Councillor  and  thou  shall 
soon  see  how  I  prosper  therein.  I  will  escort 
them  with  the  more  gladness  as  I  should  have 
thought  it  no  slight  shame  to  bring  any  one  to 
harm  at  this  especial  time,  save  and  except 
yonder  foul  and  maiden-slaying  Saracen." 

"  Now  to  our  respective  works.  Abbot.  To 
morrow's  mom  let  Snowdon  and  his  army  find 
this  cruel  and  remorseless  Norman  under  the 
ban  of  the  Church — ^thou  answerest  for  that?" 

"  FaithfuUy." 

"  And  I  for  the  result  so  far  as  every  true 


64  RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAULT. 

Venetine  is  concerned.  Thy  blessing,  Abbot. 
Maiden,  a  brief  farewell  till  longer  meetrog. 
Beynallt  Bhudd,  dost  hear  my  trumpet  yonder  ? 
Let  the  Snowdon  spears  supersede  thy  javelins 
— the  Snowdon  shout  thy  brigand-cry,  as  thou 
woiddst  have  oblivion  for  past  lawlessness,  or  a 
patriot's  praise  for  future  deeds.  Thou  art  now 
trusted— deserve  thy  suzerain's  confidence.  I 
have  now  seen  thee  face  to  fiuje — ^let  me  hence- 
forth remember  thee  as  a  Cambrian  warrior, 
not  as  a  Talvarran  bandit." 

"  Thou  shalt — ^thou  shalt,  bright  Knight, — 
only  first  let  nothing  of  Monthault  be  left  but 
what  this  palm  may  cany." 

The  Knight  nodded  and  descended  ;  the 
foliage  closed  round  his  path.  The  Abbot  and 
his  companions  moved  off  towards  the  spot 
assigned  for  their  rendezvous  with  the  Envoy. 
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CHAPTEE  n. 


THE   ENVOY. 


A  VERY  solemn  scene  is  creation  as  it  revolves 
in  the  silence  and  vastness  of  night.  How 
maiestic  the  stillness  that  pervades  the  inunea- 
J*le  »t»BiBg  of  the  L^wn  heaven*- 
how  eternal  the  motion,  how  exhaustless  the 
light  that  expands  for  ever  and  ever,  from 
world  to  world,  from  constellation  to  constella- 
tion^ from  universe  to  universe,  till  vision  and 
imagination  are  alike  dissolved  in  the  ahyss  of 
a  stUl  extending,  still  radiating  omnipotency ! 
And  the  lower  firmaments — ^what  a  voice  so  re- 
plete with  richest  tones  has  the  wind, — ^what 
an  organ  for  the  sweep  of  its  rushing  fingers  is 
the  sombre  forest — what  unobtrusive  music  in 
the  rocky  stream— «what  mystic  sounds,  each 
possessing  its  own  significancy,  are  spoken  in 
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the  thousand  breathings  of  the  air!  What 
ministrations  of  agencies  from  year  to  year, 
from  century  to  century,  travel  their  appointed 
cycles  in  this  brilliant  canopy,  undisturbed  by 
earthly  convulsions,  unconscious,  perchance,  of 
human  existence !  Man !  great  in  erecting 
thine  own  fantastic  kingdoms,  the  chimeras  of 
fear,  or  the  delusions  of  hope,  devote  but  one 
hour  to  meditation  beneath  the  wisdom-teaching 
night — one  hour  will  instruct  thee  better  than 
can  years  of  unreal  and  feverish  society.  Thy 
wants  and  strifes,  thy  passions  and  oompe- 
titions,  thy  envies  and  avarice,  are  they  trans- 
mitted thee  from  yonder  unfathomable  glories, 
or  art  thou  alone  their  womb,  their  victim,  and 
their  grave  P  Is  not  this  alone  the  true  society 
which  transports,  if  not  thy  feet  from  the 
dust,  yet  thy  soul  to  the  realms  which  contam 
thy  destinies  in  the  Castes  and  Discipline  of 
Eternity? 

Such  were  the  thoughts  of  the  armed  man 
that  sat  in  the  first  starlight  on  a  rude  seat 
beneath  a  gigantic  oak  on  the  summit  of  Pen- 
carrig,  or  the  Head  of  the  Bock.  Beneath  the 
parachute  of  foliage  he  surveyed  the  expanse  of 
the  scenery  around.  Northward,  stretched 
succession  on   succession,  the    mountains    of 


RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAULT.  67 

Yenedotia,  terminated  by  the  scarcely  discern- 
ible crown  of  Snowdon  reposing  on  the  dim 
azure  of  the  horizon.  Eastward,  more  palpably, 
towered  the  picturesque  "  tricomis  cathedra"  of 
Idrifi,  standing  forth  in  well-defined  and  grace* 
fed  majesly  above  the  subject  hills  that  kissed 
his  feet.  Here  and  there  open  districts  or  clear- 
ings waved  with  a  ruddy  light ;  but  the  general 
aspect  presented  one  mi^rhty  extension  of  leafy 
sL.  «o,  swept  o.«  L  buried  in  ,hade^ 
some  transient  doud,  now  again  illuminated  by 
the  golden  painting  of  the  moon.  Southward, 
the  gloomy  plateau  of  Flinlimmon  seemed  to 
frown  the  more  suUenly,  in  proportion  as  cir- 
oomjacent  nature  smiled  in  the  sweet  tran- 
quillity that  reflected  heaven.  Bare,  bleak,  and 
sterile,  it  affected  the  mental  vision,  as  a  region 
cursed  by  the  blood  that  had  flowed  from  gene- 
ration to  generation  in  the  deadly  battles  of  its 
passes  and  ravines.  Gladly  the  eye  turned  from 
its  repulsive  desolation  to  the  pleasant  land  of 
Powys — gladly  rested  on  its  Arcadian  features, 
its  fr^sh  and  verdant  beauty,  its  hues  of  glen 
aood  grove,  its  undulating  lines — ^now  ascending, 
now  subsiding — of  chequered  woods  and  retiring 
vales.  The  breath  of  the  warm  wind  blew 
gently  and  delidously :  its  sound,  as  it  walked 
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througli  the  endless  forests,  murmured  as  the 
response  of  low  and  distant  symphonies  to  the 
ear.  From  far  away,  as  if  the  last  ripple  of 
the  atmosphere  expended  its  vibrations  on  the 
spot,  the  vesper  chimes  of  church  and  convent 
timidly  issued  forth,  to  be  like  fairy  bells,  heard 
and  disbelieved, — so  deUcate  would  be  the  sense 
they  stirred— so  cahn  the  emotion  they  excited 
in  the  soul. 

The  armed  man  moved  not.  He  abnost 
feared  to  be  the  only  restless  thing  in  that 
sacred,  that  heart-composing  landscape.  His 
soul,  impressed  with  sensations  it  cared  not  to 
resist,  remained  long  in  the  trances  of  that  ab- 
straction, which  so  often  dissolves  the  mind  in 
something  higher  than  itself,  something  purer 
than  mere  humaiuty. 

And  who  is  he  ?  He  is  the  Envoy  of  St. 
John.  He  is  the  Bosceline  de  Fossa,  of  whom 
the  shadow  has  now  fallen  on  the  soul  of  £ay- 
mond  the  Marcher !  Envoy  of  St.  John !  what 
does  he  do  on  the  border  of  the  Severn-land  ? 
That  is  the  question  the  Marcher  desires  to  be 
answered.  We  will,  to  our  power,  explain — ^to 
our  power  we  say,  for  in  such  a  character,  there 
may  be  much  beyond  our  power  to  understand — 
many  reasons  beyond  his  connexion  with  our 
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legend  to  demand  his  presence  in  the  Frontier 
field  of  Wales. 

Part  of  him  and  his  object  we  do,  part  we  do 
not,  comprehend.  Nevertheless,  to  our  ability, 
we  describe  :-He  is  one  of  those  extraordinary 
—to  a  large  and  vulgar  class  of  minds — those 
incomprehensible  creations  originated  by  the 
devotional  necessities  of  the  times.  His  cos- 
tume, in  no  small  degree,  typifies  his  character. 
TTifi  loose  cloak  is  half  ecclesiastic,  half  military. 
The  colours  of  his  garments  are  subdued  yet 
goi^eous.  The  details  of  his  accoutrements 
unite  the  spiritual  with  the  temporal  service. 
There  is  the  cross  emblazoned  in  crimson ;  but 
there  is  also  the  sword  begemmed  with  rubies. 
There  is  the  staff  of  pilgrimage  emblematically 
wrought.  There  is  also  the  crusader's  shield 
covered  at  present  with  Moorish  leather,  but 
doubtless,  burnished  beneath  as  a  mirror  of 
Venice.  There  is  the  palmer's  badge ;  but  it  is 
attached  to  the  visor  of  a  glittering  helm. 
There  are  the  monastic  cords  of  discipline ;  but 
they  are  lightly  twined  round  a  warrior's  belt. 
There  is  the  sackcloth  of  the  penitent ;  but  it 
traverses  the  steel  expanse  of  a  formidable 
cuirass.  So,  also,  the  clear  complexion  of  that 
skin  indicates  habitual  temperance,  if  not  regu- 
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lated  abstinences ;  yet  its  deep  though  transpa- 
rent  bronze  tells  of  campaigns  under  the  burning 
skies  of  the  East,  rather  than  of  mortifications 
in  the  secluded  cloisters  of  the  West.  Each 
limb,  too,  has  its  own  language — ^the  language 
of  strength  in  its  prime,  of  praxjtised  ease  in  the 
usages  of  war.  And  in  the  physiognomy  may 
be  perused  that  union  of  the  determination  to 
effect,  and  the  resignation  to  endure,  which 
above  all  other  traits  characterized  the  vowed 
soldier  of  Christ  against  the  Faynim  Soldanries. 
Such  was  this  person.  A  member  of  that 
earliest  order  of  mediaeval  chivalry  to  which  we 
have  more  than  once  alluded,  which,  oi^anized 
in  Europe,  trained  on  the  shores  of  Egypt  and 
Asia,  rose  as  an  iron  creation,  front  to  front  in 
mortal  opposition  to  the  great  aggressive  power 
of  Paganism.  Planting  its  roots  in  the  centre 
of  Palestine,  in  the  very  heart  of  its  foes,  it 
formed  both  the  forlorn  hope  and  bulwark  of 
Christendom  against  that  increasing  deluge  of 
Oriental  arms,  which  nothing  but  heroism  and 
devotion,  superior  to  its  own  wild  courage  and 
fanaticism,  could  hope  to  stem,  or  force  to 
recede.  Originating  from  the  Pontificate  of 
Borne,  sanctioned  by  the  synods  of  the  Church, 
wisely  encouraged  by  a  martial  laity,  equal  in 
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valour  but  inferior  in  cultivation  to  the  Arab 
followers  of  the  Prophet,  it  rapidly  collected 
votaries  and  recruits  from  every  portion  of  the 
West.  There,  separating  itself  from  the  secular 
armies,  it  proceeded  to  mould  its  officers  by 
that  severity  of  work  and  example  which  in  all 
ages  is  the  surest  guarantee  for  the  ultimate 
possession  of  dignity  and  power.  Not  yet 
seduced  by  conquests,  nor  effeminated  by 
wealth,  it  exhibited  a  force  which  Christendom 
justly '  hailed  as  a  band  of  brothers,  rigid  and 
austere  in  ordinary  life,  cool  and  masterly  in 
the  field,  linked  together  by  the  indissoluble 
prmciples  of  a  true  Faith  and  a  holy  enthusiasm 
in  its  cause  and  defence. 

But  it  was  an  Order, — ^the  Order  alone  was 
recognized.  Immediately  an  individual  was 
accepted  into  its  ranks,  he  was  submerged  in 
the  fervent,  living,  energetic  aggregate  of  thou- 
sands of  individuals, — ^he  was  a  drop  circulating 
in  the  frame  of  a  laborious  and  potent  body, — 
it  might  be  in  the  lowest  limb,  it  might  be  in 
the  highest  £Eunilty  of  the  brain,  yet  only  a 
drop;  therefore,  as  in  the  instance  we  now 
record,  when  a  member  was  accredited  to  any 
commission,  he  appeared — ^he  realizad  the  ap- 
pearance no  longer  of  an  individual,  but  of  a 
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system, — ^no  loi^ger  of  a  person,  but  of  a  prin- 
ciple,— no  longer  of  an  isolated  unit,  but  a 
ramified  confederacy.  If  he  were  honoured, 
the  honour  fix)m  some  unimaginable  source 
would  be  returned  tenfold;  if  slighted,  scorn 
and  hauteur  would,  when  least  anticipated,  be 
visited  on  the  insulter's  head ;  if  maltreated  or 
slain,  a  stroke,  a  flash  as  from  an  electric  doud 
rising  from  some  unknown  sea^  descended  to 
consume  both  home  and  house  with  retributive 
revenge. 

Much  good  and  much  evil  therefore  neoes- 
sarily  inhered  in  the  very  foundation  of  such 
societies.  Hitherto  the  good  alone  was  patent, 
the  evil  alone  latent.  That  suspicious  halo  of 
fear  and  mystery  which  subsequently  encircled 
the  brows  of  this  and  similar  institutions  had 
not  yet  been  occasioned  by  themselves,  or  ob- 
served by  external  communities. 

The  world  contented  itself  with  admiring  at 
secure  distance  their  almost  fabulous  achieve- 
ments in  war,  with  gratefrQly  acknowledging 
their  sacrificial  virtues  in  peace.  One  fact, 
however,  it  knew,  which  by  itself  was  suffi- 
ciently impressive, — ^that  Initiation  into  the 
order  did  altogether  away  with  the  former 
man, — ^he  no  more  remembered  his  prior  origin. 
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his  prior  parentage,  his  prior  name,  place,  con- 
nexion, titles,  &inily.  To  all  these  he  was  as 
effectually  buried  as^was  his  grandson  in  the 
grave.  No  marvel,  therefore,  none  knew  or  but 
faintly  conjectured  who  the  Knight  of  the  Hofy 
Sepulchre  individually  was.  None  inquired  his 
birth,  land,  or  descendancy.  It  sufficed  that 
his  credentials  demonstrated  him  the  Envoy  of 
St.  John,  the  supposed  Master  of  the  Temple 
Knighthood— for  the  rest,  he  might  be  Frank, 
Bhinelander,  Gothlander,  Gbscon,  Dalmatian, 
Spaniard,  Austrian,  Lombard,  Saxon,  or  Sclave, 
of  any  nation  or  language  under  the  Christian 
Heaven. 

The  reverie  of  the  Envoy  was  at  last  inter- 
rupted. 

Below  him  he  saw  three  figures  ascending 
the  steep  approaches  of  the  rock.  Two  he 
without  difficulty  recognised  as  the  Cistercian 
Abbot  and  his  ward,  the  Lady  Agnes — the 
third  he  examined  at  leisure,  and  in  doing  so, 
the  preceding  quiet  that  had  reigned  within 
him  seemed  briefly,  but  strongly  agitated.  No 
remain  of  such  emotion  could,  however,  be  dis- 
cerned by  the  parties  themselves,  as,  one  by 
one,  they  attained  the  huge  umbrage  of  the 
oak. 

VOL.  III.  K 
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"Here  is  he  of  whom  I  spoke  to  thee" 
oommenced  the  Abbot :  '*  one  whose  flesh  is  of 
the  granite-rib,  whose  sinews  are  of  steel,  whose 
bones  are  of  the  substance  of  the  Behemoth." 

The  Envoy  fixed  his  glance  on  Beynallt 
Rhndd;  the  latter  drew  his  hand  across  his 
broad  substantial  brow,  as  if  to  repel  the  incur- 
sion of  a  spectre. 

'*Tush!"  murmured  he,  "he  must  be  dead 
long,  long  ago;  but  a  man  is  never  himself 
amongst  these  churchmen — he  dreams,  like 
them,  of  marvels  and  miracles." 

"  Thou  art  from  Bome,"  asked  he,  aloud, 
"  Art  thou  not  ? — ^from  the  city  of  the  Two 
Apostles?" 

"  And  this  is  Beynallt  of  Talvarran  ?**  inter- 
rogated the  Envoy ;  *'  and  thou  answerest  for 
him,  Abbot?" 

"  Yea,  brother,  he  is  tameless  and  cnrbless  as 
the  eyrie  bird,  but  a  deeper  soil  for  manly  seed 
never  grew  weed  and  flower  alike,  between  here 
and  the  land  of  John  Presbyter — John  nusquam 
mariendtjis" 

"  Sir  Koight,  Sir  Prince,  Sir  Priest,  whatever 
thy  name  may  be,"  exclaimed  Beynallt,  ''the 
Father  delivers  himself  according  to  his  craft  of 
peace  and  good- will  to  all  men— even  to  the 
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wildest  wolf  that  battens  from  the  Berwyn 
lairs  on  the  lambs  of  the  Sassenach  plains. 
Yet  he  speaks  not  altogether  untrathfdlly. 
The  Church,  he  tells  me,  has  work  to  be  done. 
Be  it  so.     I  will  do  it." 

''Why  shonld'st  thou  do  the  work  of  the 
Church  ?"  inquired  the  Envoy. 

'*Why?  Perchance  because  it  tallies  with 
my  own — ^perchance  her  foes  are  mine — per- 
chance we  strike  at  the  same  quarry,  and  would 
flesh  ourselves  in  the  same  deer.  Is  that 
enough  for  thee  ?" 

The  Envoy  shook  his  head. 

^Thou  art  hard  of  satisfaction/'  said  the 
Freebooter.  "  It  is  not  the  wont  of  thy  kind  to 
question  the  motive  when  the  act  itself  squares 
with  your  needs.  Nevertheless  I  will  do  thy 
work  truly,  for  love  and  for  conscience." 

"  Por  conscience  ?" 

"  The  Church  is  around  all,  under  all,  above 
aQ — ^therefore  for  conscience.  If  there  be  no 
law  in  the  land,  well,  the  Church  is  there :  if 
the  law  be  Norman's  law,  the  law  of  Sathanas, 
the  Church  is  there  :  if  the  law  be  bandit  law, 
the  law  of  fire  and  the  murky  night,  still,  here 
is  the   Church," — striking   his   hand  on  his 
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breast.  "  The  Church  is  eveiywhere,  firom  the 
throne  of  Snowdon  to  the  stool  of  the  serf — 
from  the  Baron's  stirrup  to  the  distaff  of  the 
cottage-girl.  By  St.  Dewi  !  whatever  is  noble 
and  right  in  OtoA  or  in  Nature,  that  is  the 
Church — that  is  the  name  whereby  we  name  all 
things  above  the  dirt  of  the  world.  Therefore 
for  love  and  for  conscience  wiU  I  do  her  work." 

The  Envoy  was  silent. 

'*  Mark  me,"  said  the  Venetine,  folding  his 
arms,  "I  am  a  man  of  blows  and  of  blood;  I 
am  an  IshmaeUte  of  the  raid  and  the  foray. 
Everyone's  word,  everyone's  sword  is  i^ainst 
Bed  Beynallt.  I  owe  nothing  to  man — nothing 
to  the  world;  but  rifted  walls,  and  a  brandless 
hearthstone.  I  fight  the  world  alone  with 
these  mother-limbs.  I  have  nothing  to  trust 
in — ^nothing  to  aid  me  but  these.  Who  made 
them  ?  Not  I.  I  have  for  my  own,  life,  health, 
strength;  a  heart  of  fire,  and  a  hand  of 
adamant.  Who  gave  them  me  ?  They  came 
from  above — ^from  GtoA — ^the  Q-od  of  the  Church. 
All  that  Bed  Beynallt  has,  he  owes  to  GK)d,  to 
God  alone — ^Nothing  to  man — ^least  of  all  to 
the  Norman.  Therefore  for  love  and  for  con- 
science will  he  strike  for  God  and  the  Church. 
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Answer  me.  Priest,  have  the   Cross  and  the 
Crosier  a  quarrel  with  Raymond  the  Norman  ?" 

"  They  have,"  replied  the  Envoy. 

"  Use  me,  then.  Set  me  my  task,  and  count 
it  done." 

*'  They  that  arm  in  this  warfare  must  forego 
all  earthly  ties,"  said  the  Envoy,  resting  his 
eye  on  Agnes. 

I  have  none,"  quietly  rejoined  Beynallt, 
to  be  foregone.  I  know  this  damsel  well — 
dearly  do  I  love  her — ^but  with  no  earthly  tie. 
It  is  the  spirit  of  the  dead  that  binds  our  souls 
in  one.     Thou  knowest  neither  her  nor  me." 

And  the  brigand  leant  gravely  on  his  iron- 
shafted  javelin. 

"  Believe  him,  Sir,"  said  Agnes,  "  And  Oh, 
secure  him  for  our  holy  service.  He  is  ever 
truest,  ever  best  in  proof." 

"  We  need  strong  men.  Maiden,"  replied  the 
Envoy. 

Agnes  and  Beynallt  both  smiled. 
**1  call  none  strong  but  such  as  can  bend 
such  a  withy  as  this,"  resumed  he,  pointing  to 
Baynallt's  javelin. 

The  Yenetine  said  nothing,  but,  holding 
the  javelin  at  arm's-length,  twisted  its   iron 
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shaft  into  the  form  of  a  drcular  garland,  and 
passed  it  to  the  Envoy.'* 

"Thou  art  strong,  Eeynallt/*  observed  the 
latter,  restoring  knot  after  knot,  by  the  mere 
force  of  his  hands,  into  its  original  shape,  *Hhe 

work  and  the  time  need  such." 

"  Soul  of  my  father ! "  exclaimed  the  Free- 
booter, unable  to  suppress  his  astonishment^  "  I 
thought  there  was  but  one  man  could  imdo— 
but  no.  Lift  hither  thy  hand.  Legate ;  budde 
my  fingers  in  thine :  there's  sorcery  here.  Put 
thou  my  arm  down,  or  I'll  put  thee  down." 

The  Envoy  extended  his  arm,  and  opened 
his  hand.  Beynallt  inserted  his  fing^ers  be- 
tweenii. 

"  Now,  Priest,"  said  he,  "  rise.  A  fair  level 
is  no  favour." 

But  the  Envoy  rose  not  firom  his  seat. 

'^  If  the  Enemy  aid  thee  not,  I'll  have  thee  in 
a  Paternoster  on  thy  knees,"  cried  Beynallt, 
applying  his  dreadftd  muscular  power  to  the 
effort  of  bending  the  wrist  of  the  Envoy  ba(^. 
The  pressure  was  sufficient  to  crack  the  paw  of 
a  lion,  but  it  produced  neither  tremour  nor 
declination  in  the  joint  of  his  opponent. 

''  Thou  art  strong,  Beynallt  Bhudd,  as  I  told 
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thee,"  said  the  Envoy,  when  the  exertion  of 
the  Bandit  had  somewhat  relaxed;  hut  see 
then—" 

And,  still  seated,  he  grasped  the  hand  of  the 
Venetme,  aud  paralyzing  his  sinews.  boi«  him 
slowly,  hut  irretrievably,  downwards,  till,  to 
escape  fracture,  he  subsided  on  his  knee  before 
him. 

The  Envoy  released  his  hold,  and  the  Bandit 
rose. 

In  his  vivid  eye  there  was  neither  dismay, 
envy,  nor  revenge. 

*'  It  is  no  vision,'*  exclaimed  he,  throwing 
himself  on  the  breast  of  his  temporary  antago- 
nist, whilst  tears,  hot  and  fiist,  coursed  down 
his  cheeks — "  I  understand  all  now." 

''Peace,  peace,  BeynaUtl  speak  not.  For 
years  have  I  known  no  Uving  being  after  the 
flesh,  nor  may  I  thee.  The  Voices  I  listen  to 
come  from  above  the  stars  :  but  thou  art  right, 
my  friend.  It  is  no  vision,  understaad  thou 
well,"  added  he,  stretching  his  arm  towards 
Monthault,  "  there  is  no  vengeance  so  slow,  no 
vengeance  so  sure  as  the  vengeance  of  God." 

What  induced  Agnes,  at  this  moment,  to 
interfere,  who  can  discover  ?    She  laid  her  very 
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white,  but  very  firm  hand  on  the  Venetine's 
shoulder,  and  led  him  gently  aside. 

We  quote  Father  John's  explanation  of  the 
power  this  yoimg  maiden  exercised  over  the 
roughest  natures,  as  an  example  of  the  Con- 
fessor's general  mode  of  reasoning. 

"All  Gtod's  gifts,"  expounded  the  reverend 
fisbther,  "possess  god-like  influence.  Next  to 
the  spirit  of  devotion,  Gt)d's  greatest  gift  to 
woman  is  beauty.  Ergo:  next  to  devotion, 
beauty  exercises  the  greatest  influence  over 
man.  Second  ergo:  therefore,  Agnes  Puella, 
Pulchra  et  Fia,  could  at  all  times  do  just  what 
she  pleased  with  Beynallt  the  Beckless  Bobber." 

We  think  we  can  detect  a  flaw  in  the  Father's 
syllogism,  but  in  the  main,  the  logic  appears  as 
rational  as  any  we  can  at  this  moment  suggest. 

So,  while  the  winning  manner,  and  exquisite 
tones  of  Agnes  soothed  the  unusual  agitation  of 
the  Venetine, — ^whilst  she  appealed,  in  her  own 
matchless  fashion,  to  the  secret  strings  of  that 
uncultivated  but  chivalrous  nature,  till  its  bil- 
lows flowed  once  more  in  happy  obedience  to 
her  wand — ^the  Envoy  and  the  Abbot  held  by 
themselves  their  own  consultation. 

Side  by  side  sat  the  Abbot  of  Cymmer  and 
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the  Envoy  of  St.  John ;  the  two  eternal,  never- 
dying  characters  of  the  Church,  the  Crusader 
and  the  Martyr — ^the  Martyr  himself  a  Crusader 
— ^the  Crusader  no  less  a  Martyr.  The  man 
jErom  Asia  with  a  parchment  from  the  City  of 
the  Triple  Crown  in  his  bosom,  sat  consulting 
beneath  a  Montgomeryshire  oak  with  a  monas- 
tic regent  of  one  of  the  most  ancient  churches 
of  Europe,  against  a  lawless  chief  of  that  bat- 
talia, which,  like  the  Macedonian  phalanx, 
crushed  in  its  onward  march,  beneath  its  feet, 
every  opponent  whom  its  spears  did  not  toss, 
mangled  and  slain,  into  the  air.  And  these 
men  knew  their  work,  their  purpose,  their 
means.  Servants  they  were,  but  servants  of 
One  "  cui  servire,  est  regnare."  In  an  age  of 
fear,  therefore,  they  were  fearless, — ^in  an  age  of 
ignorance  they  were  wise, — ^in  an  age  of  brutal 
force  they  were  spiritual ;  each  supported  the 
other — ^the  myth  of  righteous  physical  power, 
the  pale,  thin,  subtle  mental  "  vis,"  that  both 
animated  and  directed  its  impulse. 

Come  hither,  Eeynallt,"  said  the  Envoy, 
this  is  a  strange  tale  I  hear.  How  is  it 
that  thou,  who  mightest  have  constructed 
castles,  assembled  villeins,  domineered  by  the 
red  hand,  forced  Saxon  and  serf  to  blanch  the 
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cheek  before  thy  address^  hast  confined  thy 
mood  to  the  chance  foray  and  the  Free  forest?" 

*'  Why  ? — becanse  there  is  less  blood  on  the 
green  grass  than  the  granite  wall.  All  that 
thou  hast  mentioned  conld  I  have  done,  but  for 
one  thing — thou  thyself  knowest  what." 

The  Envoy  sighed. 

**  Ah !"  resumed  the  Bandit,  laying  his  hand 
on  De  Fossa's  shield,  "'thou,  too,  must  have 
felt  the  cry  and  chidn  of  the  conscience.  Who 
of  thine  Order  has  not  groaned  under  the  spell 
of  ambition — ^that  ambition  to  which  the  object 
of  worldly  captains  is  as  the  driving  of  wood- 
land swine,  the  taming  of  colts  by  the  rope  and 
the  curb — ^I  mean  the  empire  over  spirits — ^the 
control  over  that  by  which  man  is  man.  Thou, 
Abbot — ^thou,  Envoy,"  and  here  the  Venetine 
spoke  as  if  the  accents  emanated  from  another, 
and  a  second  soul,  "  could  ye  do  this  in  truth 
and  in  deed,— could  ye  form,  shape,  inspirit  the 
hearts  of  men,— could  ye  create  again  to  other 
purposes,  other  hates,  other  loves,  the  Immortal 
Demon  that  is  the  life  of  living  man,  the 
being  that  dreams,  acts,  suggests,  uses,  yet 
abhors  this  dust-compacted  body,  that  abides 
here,  but  travels  everywhere,  that  desires  to 
be  Deity,  yet  feels  itself  a  devil — " 
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Bed  Beynallt  paused,  and  his  lips  quivered 
for  a  moment. 

"  Could  ye  and  your  Church  do  this — " 

"  The  God  and  founder  of  the  Church  can  do 
it — ^has  done  it — ^is  every  day  doing  it/'  re* 
sponded  the  Abbot. 

"  True,  true,"  said  the  Bobber,  "  I  have  seen 
it.  He  that  made  the  soul  can  re-make  it — ^he 
that  created  the  mind  can  alter  it  at  pleasure. 
There  is  Gh^alter  of  Harden,  the  worst  and 
hardiest  hawk  that  ever  worried  doves^  now 
&sts  and  prays  and  washes  pilgrims'  feet  at  Sit. 
Winifred's.  And  I — ^had  I  no  feeling  — ^were 
I  as  heartless  as  the  Norman^  as  De  Breos,  as 
De  Loup,  as  De  Monthault,  Bed  Beynallt 
would  be  greater  than  they;  he  would  have 
swayed  larger  lands  than  any  rover  between 
Dee  and  the  Avon.  Priest — ^Priest !  whatever 
it  be  hereafter,  to  be  good  in  this  world  is  to 
be  weak." 

"Then,"  questioned  the  Ecclesiastic,  "why 
art  thou  not  worse  than  thou  art  ?  " 

"  Why  am  I  not  worse  ? — ^Why  is  not  the 
Bobber  worse  than  he  is  ?  Thou  art  a  man, 
Abbot,  therefore  thou  hast  sinned — ^why  haat 
thou  not  sinned'  worse  ?  " 
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And  he  fixed  his  dear  glance  on  the  Eodesi- 
astic's  face. 

The  Abbot  raised  his  hand  and  pointed  to 
Heaven. 

"Aye,  Abbot,  were  it  not  for  that,  thou 
knowest  what  worse  both  Outlaw  and  Priest 
would  be.  Bed  Beynallt  cares  not  for  man, 
Norman  or  Saxon,  Fleming  or  Gwithol,  Knight 
in  the  hall  or  Serf  in  the  hut,  but  he  cares  for 
that  which  is  his  master  in  his  own  home,  in 
the  thinkings  of  his  own  sonl.  But  heed  me 
not,  Abbot — ^Paith,"  added  he,  with  one  of  his 
characteristic  laughs,  "  every  man  has  his  own 
private  religion,  why  should  not  Beynallt  of 
the  Hills  have  his?  The  good  I  can  do,  I 
do— the  evil  I  commit — '* 

And  the  Beligionist  crossed  his  forehead,  and 
nodded  at  the  thought-absorbed  Ecclesiastic. 

Our  delineation  of  the  Yenedotian  character 
assumes  to  be  historic.  We  desire  neither  to 
extenuate  the  very  great  and  detrimental  fiul- 
ings  in  its  composition,  nor  to  depreciate  the  or- 
ganism for  good  which  undoubtedly  constituted 
its  foundation.  Certain  it  is  that  be  it  in  the 
Saxon,  the  Celt,  or  the  Cymru,  under  Dmid, 
Sacerdos  or  Priest,  under  princedom,  kingdom 
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or  republic,  be  it  under  popish  bulls  or  biblical 
texts,  the  tendency  of  the  British  inhabitant  is 
and  always  has  been  religious.  Be  it  fatality, 
a  word  we  abhor — circumstances,  a  word  we 
despise-providence,  a  word  we  rever^reU- 
gious,  it  will  remain  in  sacida  saculorum.  Let 
the  phHosopher  explain  the  causes  which  made 
our  land,  in  the  times  antecedent  to  Csesar 
the  nursery  of  the  religious  Caste  of  the 
West,  which  subsequently  constituted  it  the 
propagator  of  primitive  Christiaoity  in  the 
North  of  Europe,  which  in  the  mediseval  ages 
reduced  or  elevated  it  to  the  brightest,  or  at 
least  the  most  valuable,  gem  in  the  Papal  tiara, 
which  since  then  haa  graduaUy  formed  the 
public  conviction,  that  it  is  a  nation  raised, 
empowered,  authorized  for  a  distinct  mission, 
different  from  the  Frenchman's,  the  Bussian's, 
or  the  German's.  A  nation  devoted  to  one 
object,  to  be  a  gospel-spreading  and  gospel- 
teaching  dominion.  Judsea  had  her  mission, 
(Greece  hers,  Bome  hers,  the  "  Isle  of  the  Gen- 
tiles," has  hers  also.  We  leave  the  causes  of 
this  phenomenon,  we  say,  to  the  philosopher 
and  ethnologist.  In  every  phase  of  right  and 
wrong,  of  direction  and  misdirection,  of  religion 
and  superstition,  it  has  existed  in  the  people  of 
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these  islands  from  time  immemorial :  nothing 
pennanent  ever  has  been  or  can  be  done  without 
it.  We  freely  admit  that  at  times  it  has 
assumed  most  questionable  forms — what  &culty 
of  the  human  being  has  not?  Beynallt  is  but 
one  of  many  examples. 

"  But  thou, "  said  the  Robber,  applying  him- 
self to  the  Envoy,  "  Thou,  too,  hast  felt  the  throe 
of  the  troubled  hour.  Thou  wearest  the  badge, 
and  art  sworn  to  the  vow  of  the  Crucified. 
Thou,  like  me,  must  be  alone.  Who  can  un- 
derstand thy  course,  or  comprehend  its  goal? 
who  sees  as  thou  seest,  or  hears  as  thou  hearest? 
Once — once  thou  wert — ^but  now,  thou  and  I 
live,  and  we  shall  depart,  alone.'' 

The  countenance  of  the  Envoy  assumed  an 
exalted  placitude  that  seemed  for  the  present 
to  lose  the  consciousness  of  things.  His  vision 
was  plunged  into  the  depth  of  its  own  inspira- 
tions. 

"  Thou  speaikest  the  truth :  it  is  so,"  said  he, 
after  a  long  pause,  "  I  am  one  bought,  and  sealed, 
and  signed,  and  sworn.  Behold  1"  touching 
the  blood-red  cross  on  his  cuirass,  whilst  his 
other  hand  pointed  to  the  skies—"  the  Spirit  of 
the  Lord  and  the  Standard  thereof  This  is  my 
destiny  and  this  my  vow — except  with  this  and 
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they  that  guard  it,  to  hold  no  commxmity  on 
earth.  Like  thee,  I  am  in  one  sense  alone.  No 
mortal  bosom  yearns  with  solicitude,  no  human 
thoughts,  no  human  love,  rests  on  this  fabric. 
There  is  neither  brother  nor  sister,  wife  nor 
child,  kith  nor  kin,  that  claims  bloodship  or 
aflbiity  with  these  veins — ^none  that  I  own,  none 
that  own  me.  But  One,  but  One — ^see  thou, 
Beynallt" — and  the  Envoy's  gaze  was  rivetted 
on  the  eflFulgent  hemisphere  above — "  I  am 
alone  amongst  men,  but  not  alone  among 
Spirits.  I  am  often  deseited, yet  never  desolate — 
often  abandoned,  yet  never  uncommuned  with 
— oft;en  in  the  wilderness,  yet  never  unvisited — 
oft^n  in  deaths,  yet  never  untriumphing.  Like 
thee,  too,  I  shall  fall — the  earth  shall  drink  this 
heart's  stream  as  it  drank  Abel's,  as  it  has 
drunk  generations  of  my  Master's  servants  shed 
by  the  Prince  of  the  principalities  of  this  world. 
No  pitying  hand  will  close  these  eyes — ^no  tear 
drop  on  my  obsequies— no  prayer  ascend  above 
my  ashes — ^no  knee  will  bend  to  saint  or  shrine 
o'er  sepulchre  of  mine.  I  shall  fall  with  the 
shont  of  the  Paynim  in  my  ear — ^the  poignard  of 
the  Saracen  in  my  well  of  life — ^the  heel  of  the 
Lifidel  on  my  throat — ^the  curse  of  the  Islamite 
on  my  memory,  and  never  friend  nor  faithful  fol- 
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lower  shall  water  my  death-parched  lips,  or  inter 
my  cast-out  bones.  Yet  feel  thou," — ^and  he 
laid  the  muscular  hand  of  Beynallt  on  his 
breast — "  there  is  aa  everlasting  peace  here.  I 
know  what' I  do,  and  I  am  known  in  my 
doings.  There  is  a  strength  here  which  tram- 
ples on  the  lion  and  the  serpent — ^which  rends 
the  fang  from  Death;  there  is  a  power  here 
many  floods  cannot  drown — rivers  of  fire  cannot 
consume.  The  Eternal  Spirit  that  made  the 
hosts  of  the  stars,  that  summons  them  each  by 
his  name,  that  shall  roUthem  up  in  his  palm  as 
a  scroll  whose  perusal  is  done,  has  taken  pos- 
session of  my  soul :  he  moves  it  whithersoever 
he  wills.  He  speaks,  and  I  hear ;  he  calls,  and 
I  come ;  he  commands,  and  I  go ;  he  will  pro- 
nounce, and  T  shall  die.  It  is  true,"  added  he, 
slowly  extending  his  arm,  "  Thou  art  my  &ith, 
my  hope,  my  deathless  life.  Thou  hast  elected 
me  before  the  hiUs  arose,  or  created  light 
illumed  the  universe.  Thou  hast  redeemed  me 
from  Nature,  thou  hast  assigned  me  my  lists, 
thou  wilt  grant  me  the  warrior's  crown,  thou 
wilt  admit  me  into  Paradise ;  thou  wilt  receive 
me  into  glory ;  thou  wilt  seat  me  for  ever  on 
the  throne  of  my  inheritance ;  thou  alone  art 
true — thy  promises  alone  never  &il — ^thy  pre- 
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sence  alone  never  departs.  I  desire  nothing 
but  thee — ^nothing  but  thee,  but  the  loss  of  thy 
love  do  I  fear.  Alone!  no!  Eeynallt,  thou 
child  of  the  senses !  there  is  no  loneliness  in 
&ith,  there  is  no  solitude  with  God.'' 

Agnes  listening  at  the  Envoy's  feet,  pressed 
her  ivory  cross  to  her  lips.  .Her  eyes  were 
replete  with  the  docility  and  veneration  of 
childhood— never  was  expression  more  enchant- 
ing  than  hers  as  she  remained  so  still  and 
statuesque  at  her  involuntary  orisons. 

We  are  men ;  we  recoil  from  ought  which  is 
nothmmudty;  yet  we  aspire  to  be  somethiBg 
more  than  men.  We  therefore  are  but  little 
attracted  by  humanity  only:  we  stretch  for- 
ward  to  hlaiuiy  consumLted  in  divixdiy. 
If  we  are  wrong  then  every  revelation  of  Ze 
supreme  Original  to  our  nature  has  been  a 
summons  to  impossibilities.  Erom  such  a  sup- 
position our  very  instincts  revolt.  If  we  dis- 
believe God — ^mercy  of  heaven !  what  is  our 
nature  now — ^what  will  it  become-— can  it  be 
Nature  at  all  which  refuses  to  repose  faith  in 
its  Creator? 

We  therefore  accord  our  consentiency  to  the 
Envoy.  He  was  no  bigot,  except  where  divine 
£uth  had   sanctioned;    no    enthusiast  except 
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where  it  led  the  way ;  no  fiinatic  except  where 
it  embraced  him  in  the  drde  of  an  immortal 
hope. 

Except  for  such  as  he,  the  Crescent  and  its 
upas  influence  would  have  floated  paramount 
over  not  only  the  land,  but  the  intellect  of 
Europe.  The  dragon  of  the  East  in  those 
forceful  days  was  to  be  successfully  encoun- 
tered by  no  other  weapon  than  the  lance  of 
St.  Geo^  in  the  hand  of  a  mail-proof  saint 
Nor  would  we  present  the  Lady  Agnes  oth^- 
wise  than  she  reaUy  existed-miexempted  fiom 
many  a  foible.  We  detest  heroines ;  we  equally 
detest  the  women  that  have  no  heroism  in  them. 
Poor  Agnes !  she  had  never  known  Mher, 
mother,  brother ;  she,  too,  had  nothing  but  h^ 
heart  and  Gtod — ^therdPore  the  words  of  the 
Envoy  sounded  as  songs  of  angels  to  her. 
They  spoke  of,  they  imparted  the  celestial  cou* 
rage  her  soul  required.  So  the  maiden  knelt, 
and  drops  of  joy  fell  on  the  cross  she  folded  to 
her  bosom. 

And  who  can  write  the  history  of  that 
dreadful  symbol?  A  symbol  raised,  like  the 
human  race  itself,  from  identity  with  shame, 
in&my  and  torture,  to  being  the  oriflamme  of 
goodness,  chivalry,  and  sacrifice.    The  history 
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of  the  Cross ! — of  miseries  solaced,  of  blessings 
conferred,  of  hopes  inftised,  of  patience  em- 
braced, of  darkness  dispersed,  of  miracles 
achieved,  of  man  ennobled,  of  woman  re* 
stored  and  dignifiedl  Who  caa  master  its 
languages?  Ask  it  of  the  missionary  on  the 
arid  sands— of  the  martyr  at  the  stake,  of  the 
mailed  cmsader  on  the  walls  of  Zion,  of  the 
broken  penitent  at  the  Mercy  Shrine,  of  the 
thonghtAil  Benedictine  in  his  learned  cell, 
of  the  mitred  prince  on  his  Apostolic  throne, 
of  the  new-made  mother  at  the  Saving  Font — 
of  Agnes,  as  she  listened  to  the  calm  accents  of 
its  doomed,  but  unconquerable  Warrior. 

And  again  she  pressed  the  holy  emblem 
more  devoutly  to  her  lips. 

And  long  that  group  remained  in  that  self- 
same attitude — The  Envoy  seated — ^Agnes 
kneeling ;  the  Abbot  leaning  against  the  trunk 
of  the  oak — ^the  Bobber,  with  his  brow  knit  in 
unusual  reflection,  gazing  on  the  upturned  face 
of  the  Maiden.  The  lucid  moon  was  shining 
through  the  foliage ;  no  sound  was  around  them 
but  that  fiuntest,  that  gentlest,  that  most  inde- 
scribable of  all  sounds,  the  sound  of  Space  break- 
ing on  the  shores  of  Infinity ;  the  far  echo  of 
that  Music  which  ceaselessly  flows,  and  spreads. 
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and  inundates  the  inferior  firmaments  from  the 
unfallen  harmonies  of  the  upper  Heaven ;  which 
oomes,  and  touches,  and  fades  away,  like  a 
summer  eve-light  on  a  silent  sea. 

Such  hours  as  these  are  haunting  ones ;  they 
are  sent  to  be  foretastes  and  similitudes ;  they 
with  whom  they  are  shared  are  never  forgotten. 
Then  it  is  that  vows  are  made,  and — ^long  neg- 
lected— ^recur,  and  are  at  last  observed  and 
sanctified.  In  the  heat  and  fiiry  of  life,  the 
One  Scene  ever  beckons — ever  whispers — ever 
promises.  So  it  was  that,  in  the  days  of  old, 
the  Saxon  king  would  depose  his  diadem,  and 
retire  to  the  spot  where  once  the  night  and  the 
earth — ^the  friend  and  the  feeling — the  better  na- 
ture and  the  sublimer  Faith — had  thus  realized 
the  aspirations  of  friturity.  Then  on  that  spot 
rose  the  convent,  and  its  accessories,  the  choir, 
the  vigil,  the  peal  of  the  organ,  rolling  its 
imearthly  strains  for  the  first  time  in  hymn 
and  anthem,  where  before  naught  but  the  owl 
and  the  bittern  had  been  heard.  Men  won- 
dered at  the  old  King  in  his  abbot's  garb — 
Years  would  proceed,  and  on  some  such  night 
they  too  would  understand  and  vow.  In  another 
spot — equally  lovely,  equally  dear,  equally  hal- 
lowed— another  sacred  structure  would,  like  the 
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morning  dew,  reflect  the  eastern  sun,  the  morn- 
ing Star.  And  the  steel-fleshed  Baron  would 
ride  up,  caparisoned  retainers  in  his  retinue ; 
there  would  they  be  lodged  and  hospited.  At 
midnight  to  them  in  their  troubled  beds  would 
come  the  "  Agnus  Dei,  miserere,"  the  solemn 
chant,  and  melting  fall.  The  mom  would  rise — 
the  Baron  would  mount — but  ever  afterwards 
he  would  say — "  There  is  another  world  than 
mine."  When  the  wound,  the  lingering  sick- 
ness, and  the  worst  sickness  of  the  mind,  tend 
at  his  pillow,  he  will  send  where  he  heard  the 
'^  Miserere."  And  thus  again,  in  a  third  spot, 
the  Shrme  and  the  Sanctuary  would  point  up- 
ward— ^the  Bell  of  Teace  would  ring  Baron  and 
serf  to  penitence  aad  prayer.  And  so.  as  candle 
igniting  candle,  first  lit  itself  by  no  terrestrial 
flame,  from  one  inspiration  issued  branch  after 
branch,  rose  steeple  after  steeple  of  the  Holy 
Peeling.  Men  everywhere  proclaimed  "the 
present  time,  the  present  world  is  not  all — ^who 
would  not  weary  of  it  ?  The  Inspiration  of  the 
future  has  from  the  Endless  Ocean  breathed 
upon  us :  we  have  felt  it,  now  will  we  acknow- 
ledge it." 

And  very  loath  were  Knight  or   Abbot  or 
Brigand  to   have  that    silence    intruded   on. 
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Beynallt  turned  from  that  thought-wrapt 
Maiden,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  on  the  vale 
below,  the  earth  opened,  and  the  years  were 
rolled  backward,  and  scene  after  scene  of  his  own 
tumultuous  career  issued  forth,  and  one  after 
one  slowly  mounted  the  thin,  dear,  shining 
air — never  lost,  only  disappearing  from  very 
distance  in  those  azure  altitudes. 

And  the  Brigand  threw  himself  on  the  sward 
— he  neither  wept,  nor  groaned,  nor  sighed; 
but  his  great  heart  beat  against  the  earth 
under  him. 

And  an  hour,  as  a  minute,  went  by. 

Then  Beynallt  rose ;  for  the  Envoy  touched 
him  and  said,  "  Come,  there  is  work  at  Mon* 
thault  to  be  done  to-night.  This  hour  is  blessed ! 
let  us  descend." 

"  Let  us  descend,"  repeated  the  Abbot  so- 
lemnly. **  This  night  the  soul  of  Raymond  de 
Monthault  shall  be  cut  off  from  the  Church  of 
the  Living  God.  Let  us  descend  to  Judg- 
ment." 
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CHAPTEE  m. 


THE  MARCHER  ALONE. 

T0E  same  hour  the  Lord  Marcher  of  Monthault 
was  alone  in  his  bed-chamber.  Such  hours  to 
him  were  neyer  "  blessed." 

It  was  the  bedchamber  of  a  Lord  Marcher. 

A  solitary  silver  lamp  of  barbaric  magnifi- 
cence and  manufacture  depended  from  the  ceil- 
ing :  the  oil  that  fed  its  flame  emitted  neither 
smell  nor  firagrancy:  it  was  quite  inodorous. 
Raymond  detested  eveiy  species  of  perfume: 
the  simplicity  of  his  habits  was  Thracian.  The 
solid  walls,  untapestried,  unpanelled,  unrelieved 
by  any  peaceful  furniture,  renuuned  smooth,  it 
is  true,  but  rude  as  the  quarry  fix>m  which 
they  had  been  hewn.  The  hard,  stem,  un- 
hy^Moal  ^  h.d  «,«>.thing  in  uni»n 
with  his  own  character — ^the  polish  indicated 
nothing  more  than  his  martial  training:  the 
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light  was  silent,  unobtrasive,  misly — as  if  it 
shared  the  general  feeling  of  deference  and  sub- 
serviency to  the  Baron.  Had  it  flashed,  shot 
up,  interfered  in  any  way  beyond  its  socket  or 
basin,  he  woidd  have  extinguished  it :  he  would 
have  preferred  darkness.  In  one  angle  loomed 
out  a  massive  oak  firame,  deeply  and  fantas- 
tically carved,  supported  on  short  thick  pillars, 
which  were,  however,  concealed  by  a  disorderly 
pile  of  Flemish  counterpanes,  representing  in 
their  textures  various  scenes  of  the  life  of  that 
day.  This  was  the  Baron's  bed:  round  it 
there  was  no  carpeting,  no  sheaves,  no  rushes — 
the  bare  flooring  alone.  The  piUow  consisted 
of  horse-hur,  stuffed  to  the  tensity  of  a  wooden 
roUer.  Chairs  of  the  same  style,  a  table,  the 
form  of  which  it  is  difficult  to  define,  a  mirror 
not  unspotted  with  rust,  a  row  of  safes  or  chests, 

secured  by  ponderous  rudely-fashioned  lod^s,  a 
deep  wooden  bath,  towels  of  sackcloth,  two  steel 
combs,  one  for  his  hair,  one  for  his  helm — these 
constituted  the  boudoir-civilization  of  the 
Baron.  But,  for  his  profession,  the  Marcher  s 
privacy  was  supplied  with  ample  resources  r-- 
^tars,  wheels,  long  ribbons  of  lances  and  swords, 
halberds,  cuirasses,  cuishes,  fix>ntlet8,  belts, 
tunics,  overcoats  of  mail,  emblazoned  skenes  and 
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poignards,  formed,  in  all  extravaganzas  of 
armorial  architecture,  the  decorations  of  the 
room. 

The  pillars  of  the  bed  rested  on  four  plates 
of  metal. 

What  these  plates  guarded,  the  Marcher 
alone  knew. 

And  up  and  down  the  Marcher  stalked — his 
brow  bent,  his  arms  folded,  his  lips  clenching 
each  other,  his  Sable  Flumes  nodding  in  the 
light  which  they  seemed  to  obscure,  to  darken, 
to  terrify.  The  Sentinels  without  oftentimes 
muttered  an  adjuration  at  the  sight  of  that 
never-sleeping  emblem  of  the  vigilance  of  war. 

Up  and  down,  without  once  raising  his 
glance  or  varying  his  path  one  step,  stalked  the 
Master  of  Monthault — -just  as  in  life,  he  had 
never  once  looked  up  to  heaven,  never  once 
diverged  an  inch  from  his  object. 

Up  and  down,  his  cold,  collected  eye  never 
twinkling  with  the  shadow  of  a  change,  never 
drooping  a  lid,  never  mitigating  the  intensity 
of  its  calm  downward  glare— up  and  down,  to 
and  fro,  absorbed  in  the  devotions  of  rapacity, 
insensible  to  all  but  the  inextinguishable  pas- 
sion of  his  heart  passed  that  tramp — ^tramp — 
tramp.     None  seeing  it  would  say  it  was  the 
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tread  of  an  ordinary  man — few  would  needlessly 
interrupt  it. 

Eaymond,  we  have  stated,  was  no  reader — 
but  he  was  something  far  more  formidable — he 
was  a  thinker. 

And  the  Baron  had  profound  reasons  for 
thought. 

What  friend  in  this  base,  betraying,  per- 
fidious world  had  Raymond  de  Monthault,  but 
his  own  acute  sagacity,  his  own  indomitable 
wiUP  What  confidence  had  he  in  this  wild, 
tempestuous,  reeling  world,  but  his  own  hehn- 
ing  arm  ?  What  protection  but  in  his  granite 
Castle  and  granite-hearted  garrison?  What 
security  but  in  his  own  unflinching  acts? 
What  hope  but  in  the  results  of  his  own  re- 
morseless policy  ?  What  expectancies  from  the 
Venedotian,  on  whose  land,  a  solitary  champion 
in  a  hostile  encampment,  he  had  pitched  him- 
self cap-a-pie,  but  a  hatred  death  itself  would 
exasperate,  not  slake?  What  reliance  on  his 
own  congregated  villains,  whom  a  day's  disaster 
might  explode  to  the  four  quarters?  Few 
could  have  thought  on  such  perils  with  the 
emotionless  intrepidity  of  the  Baron. 

But  it  was  not  before  such  reflections  he 
quailed — he  rose  always  to  their  level,  ofter 


EATMOND  DE  MONTHAULT.  99 

he  trampled  them  with  unerring  calculation 
beneath  his  solicitude.  It  was  not  the  Yene- 
dotian  ponxiBg  like  .  molten  bunMon  ftom 
a  glowing  furnace  round  the  defiant  blackness 
of  his  Castle — ^not  the  significant  curse  in  the 
Saxon's  dumbness — ^not  the  velvet  treason  of  a 
brother  Marcher,  nor  the  elements  of  fierce 
instantaneous  combustion  in  his  own  human 
magazine  that  Baymond  shrunk  firom.  His 
nature  was  at  home  in  such  competitions :  these 
he  never  feared ;  but  every  evening  he  thought 
— and  if  his  thoughts  could  be  confined  to  such 
subjects,  he  deemed  them  bright  and  fortimate. 
But  they  would  not  be  so  confined. 

And  at  these  times  De  Monthault  lost  all 
option — ^he  could  not  choose,  he  was  forced  to 
think  on. 

And  thus,  as  he  paced  to  and  6*0,  it  was  not 
the  Welshman  nor  the  Saxon,  nor  his  garrison, 
nor  Henry  of  Anjou,  nor  Maud  la  Eeine,  nor 
overt  war,  nor  covert  conspiracy,  that,  like  a 
mouldering  fire,  ignited  the  brain  of  the  Mar- 
cher. These  he  could  match — ^these  were  out- 
side— ^he  could  raise  his  cry,  summon  his  men, 
charge  these  a  I'outrance  in  the  open  field  and 
face  of  the  sun.  There  was  something  in  him, 
very  essence  of  himself,  he  could  not  grasp, 
could  not  rend  oS,  could  not  prostrate  and 
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immolate  for  ever  on  the  ground.  It  rarely 
woke  now,  but  when  it  did,  the  effect  was 
frightfixl — ^wine  would  not  intoxicate  it,  battle 
would  not  silence  it,  blood  would  not  dis- 
gust it,  contempt  would  not  affect  it,  revelry 
would  not  corrupt  it,  blasphemy  would  not 
deter  it.  In  him  it  remained  coiled  up  an 
invisible  serpent,  glutted  and  torpid  for  weeks, 
for  months,  in  semblance  dead  and  icy,  all  but 
the  glittering  eye — ^then  stirring,  erecting  itself, 
plunging  its  venomous  fangs  into  the  very  core 
of  his  collapsing  heart  tiU,  with  a  convulsive 
grasp,  the  Marcher  would  apply  his  poignard 
to  his  breast  as  if  to  rid  it  of  such  terrible 
vitality  by  his  0¥ai  death. 

Thus  Something  ever  walked  with  the  Mar- 
cher. He  was  no  coward,  therefore,  when  in 
his  mood  he  used  to  swear  to  his  sons  that  he 
was  never  alone  in  his  chamber,  but  sat  he, 
reclined  he,  slept  he — Something,  he  knew  not 
what,  sat,  reclined,  lay  down  by  his  side ;  Some- 
thing, he  could  not  throttle,  nor  spurn,  nor 
stab:  the  teeth  of  Peers  de  Montiiault  chattered 
with  terror.  Then  the  Marcher  would,  with 
some  awful  imprecation  and  a  smile,  fearful  to 
see  on  a  paternal  fiioe,  assign  him  some  sangui- 
nary task  to  do.  *'  The  thing  has  no  name. 
Boy,  but  ihou  wilt  soon  feel  it." 
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Yet  even  before  such  visitations,  the  Mar- 
cher's retreat  was  at  most  but  momentary. 
He  would  indeed  strike  his  mailed  hand  on  his 
corslet  as  if  to  curse  the  receptacle  of  events 
therein  Kvingly  interred,  but  he  would  also  the 
next  minu^brandish  the  same  hand  with  a 
menacing  gesture  towards  heaven,  quaff  off  his 
cup,  resume  his  unfaltering  march,  and  on  his 
clear  metallic  countenance  a  gleam,  as  of  the 
lightning  on  the  grey  repulsiveness  of  night, 
would  become  fixed  and  incorporated. 

For  Baymond  de  Monthault  had  Faith  in 
only  one  being — Himself.  But  that  he  had. 
He  remembered  what  he  had  already  achieved. 
He  collected  the  Past  into  a  halo  round  his 
impregnable  heart,  and  from  the  throne  of  his 
deeds  he  would  scan  the  Future  with  an  un- 
dismayed and  commanding  eye.  He  had  one 
essential  qualification  of  a  Hero,  wherefore  else 
should  we  waste  a  page  on  hini — ^the  *  conscia 
virtus  *  of  the  Boman.  He  knew  he  could  act 
up  to  his  own  wiU,  memory  alone  authenticated 
this. 

In  this  Chamber  he  oft  retraced  his  Life. 
He  remembered  the  Norman  village,  with  its 
wretched  huts,  it«  gangs  of  Neustrian  serfs, 
its  poorly-cultivated  patches  of  grain,  its  stiff, 
dreary  orchards,  its  squalid  population.    In  the 
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street  of  that  miserable  hamlet  he  once  s^ain 
conjured  np  the  vision  of  himself,  a  bare-footed, 
bare-headed,  reckless  boy,  even  then  in  ceaseless 
feud  for  some  petty  cause  of  the  hour,  quarrel- 
ling, fighting,  devising  dreams  of  spite,  of 
retaliation  and  revenge.  And  he  remembered 
the  terror  and  idol  of  that  troubled  childhood 
in  the  form  of  the  Castellan  of  the  place,  the 
Lord  of  an  insignificant  fortalice,  with  his 
gaudy  but  poverty-stricken  train,  his  mutilated 
retinue,  his  tarnished  pomp.  To  be  one  of  that 
retinue,  to  be  another  spangle  on  that  tinselled 
livery,  was  the  great,  the  gigantic  ambition  of 
Raymond  the  village  boy.  How  often  darting 
out  of  the  rustic  throng  had  he,  with  ready, 
with  anticipatory  servility,  mutely  solicited 
some  post  or  duiy  under  the  eye  of  that  local 
Potentate  !  how  often  yearned  to  signalize  his 
juvenile  zeal  by  some  act  of  tyranny  oonmiitted 
at  the  bidding  of  his  nod ! 

With  what  scorn  and  detestation  Baymond 
remembered  this !  He,  the  boy,  was  now  a  Lord 
Marcher  in  Angleterre,  whilst  that  once-admired 
magnifico  remained  a  beggarly  gentleman  in 
Normandy. 

Then  came  the  first  venture  of  his  youth — 
the  grim  ambuscade,  the  silent  arrows,  tho 
murderous  knives  closing  round  the  escort  of  a 
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Dame  of  Picardy,  whilst  shriek  upon  shriek 
rang  shrilly  through  the  green  avenues  of  the 
forest,  and  Baymond  knelt  in  devout  plunder 
on  body  after  body  of  the  unresisting  dead. 

A  night-scene  by  moonlight,  nothing  more, 
to  the  Marcher's  recollection. 

Then  stood  he,  on  the  sea  with  his  gang  for 
braver  spoil  in  the  good  "Argosie  la  Bonne 
Heure,"  of  our  Lady's  harbor  of  Grace,  bound 
for  the  El  Dorado  of  the  Norman,  the  Isle  of  St. 
Edward,  as  England  was  affectionately  termed 
by  the  pious  Catholics  of  the  time.  Scenes 
now  followed  rapidly,  in  each  the  central  figure 
Baymond  himself.  The  ocean  wa^  round  him 
in  itThoUow,  moaning  expanse.  The  wind  was 
plunging  fitfuUy  through  the  dripping  cordage ; 
the  irritated  waves  erected  their  hissing  crests, 
and  dashed  themselves,  to  foaming  fragments 
against  the  broad  ribs  of  that  labouring  barque. 
Bichly  that  barque  was  cargoed,  and  there,  as 
ever  afterwards,  the  storm  of  death  was  the 
Afflatus,  the  Inspiration  of  the  Norman.  From 
that  Chamber  he  loved  to  remember  his  act  on 
the  roaring  waters :  he  shrunk  not  from  gazing 
steadily  from  his  stand  at  the  helm,  on  the  pale, 
confrised  faces  of  captain  and  crew  emerging 
for  an  instant  to  disappear  for  ever  in  the 
depths  of  the  seething  whirlpool.     He  stopped 
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not  his  ears  from  drinking  in  their  death-cries 
that  pierced  through  the  elements  far  above 
the  rolling  peal  of  the  thunder.  The  ship  and 
its  cargo  were  the  Norman's. 

And  in  Monthault  he  would  think  of  it  and 
yet  look  up  with  his  usual  calm,  unblenching 
brow  to  the  blue  serenity  of  the  sky.  If  he 
ever  spoke  of  it,  it  would  be  but  a  sentence. 

''  Of  the  gang  that  saw  it,  none  are  left  on 
earth." 

He  had  effectually  provided  against  their  lon- 
gevity. He  had  not  murdered  them,  but  they 
were  desperadoes;  and  the  Marcher  at  times 
could  revere  the  law  as  a  master  does  a  slave. 

And  thus  he  landed  at  Harwich,  with  pen- 
non flying  and  trumpets  saluting.  Fortune  pre- 
ceded his  banner,  for  the  contumacious  Abbot 
of  St.  Edmundsbury  was  levying  men,  pur- 
chasing arms,  dispatching  embassies,  repairing 
breaches.  Raymond's  interrogations  were  few 
but  to  the  point :  they  served  his  purpose.  In 
ten  days  De  Monthault  and  the  Churchman 
stood  side  by  side  in  the  presence  of  the  Bed 
King  at  Westminster,  the  former  free  and  in 
arms,  the  latter  guarded,  and  in  sore  derange- 
ment of  priestly  habiliments. 

The  dialogue  that  ensued  was  extremely 
""^sfactory  to  our  Adventurer. 
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Bex.  "  Who  art  thou,  man  ? 

Raym.  Miles. 

Rex.  Miles  of  where  ? 

Raym.  De  Monte  Alto,  in  thy  fief  of  Nor- 
mandy. 

Rex.  Mine?  My  elder  brother,  Le  Gram- 
bron's,  thou  wouldst  say. 

Raym.  Thine  or  his,  at  thy  pleasure. 

Rex.  Beard  of  my  fiEtther,  man!  thou  dis- 
posest  of  dukedoms  in  papal  fashion. 

Abbot — (whom  passion  had  hitherto  kept 
dumb).  Speak  not  unto  him,  he  is  exlex  et 
excommunicatus — a  very  child  of  Sathanas, 
consigned  to  perdition. 

Rex.  How  now.  Abbot  ?    Dost  thou  rave  ? 

Abbot — (in  great  wrath,  and  violently  shaking 
his  garment).  Boman  appeUo!  Boman 
appello  I 

Rex.  What  about.  Priest  ? 

Abbot.  He  hath  laid  sacrilegious  hands  on 
the  Church — ^he  hath  profaned  the  Sanctuary — 
he  hath  forced  the  mitre — ^he  hath  possessed 
himself  of  the  gold  of  the  altar.  lustitia  in 
Sacrilegos !     lustitia ! 

Rex.  What !  this  Miles  here  ? 

Abbot.  He.  AWay  with  him  to  the  dungeon. 
He  hath  broken  the  privileges  of  the  Boyal 

f3 
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Saint.  Behold  my  person :  behold  this  tearing 
and  rending  by  the  soldiers  of  this  Pilate. 
Appello  Bomam !  Pontificem  invoco ! 

Rex-Q,y  no  means  desiring  a  misnnder- 
standing  with  the  power  to  whom  his  sire,  the 
Conqueror,  was  indebted  for  the  Conquest). — 
Speak,  Miles  I  how  is  this  ? 

Raym.  I  found  the  Priest  in  arms,  the 
country  roused,  the  vassals  mustering,  the 
barons  riding.  I  asked  wherefore?  All 
answered,  "  None  but  the  Mitre  of  Edmonds- 
bury  could  say."  I  joined  the  Priest,  the 
Abbot  here.  I  fought  three  days  at  his  *quest. 
Par  Dieu!  I  then  asked  for  whom,  against 
whom  he  was  couching  lance  and  baring  brand. 
It  might  be  against  thee;  so  as  it  pleased  him 
to  give  me  no  satisfaction,  I  have  brought  him 
and  his  gold  to  answer  to  thee  for  themselves. 

Rex,  Thou  art  a  zealous  knave  in  a  royal 
cause.  The  Abbot  shall  absolve  thee,  and  thou 
shalt  render  him  his  altar-chest  back  again.^ 

And  that  evening  in  full  court,  with  many  a 
rough  but  intelligible  compliment,  the  Bed 
King  laid  his  sword  on  the  shoulder  of  Bay- 
mond,  and  De  Monthault  rose.  Miles  et  Eques. 

This  was  in  one  sense  the  flattest  of  all  the 
Norman's  souvenirs.     The  knighthood,  though 
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appreciable,  would  have  received  additional 
valiie  from  a  moiety  of  the  Abbot's  exchequer. 
Policy  hinted,  however,  non-interference  with 
the  lion's  monopoly. 

A  Knight  then — now  a  Lord  Marcher. 

Next  in  succession  came  the  ambassage  to 
Duke  Robert,  including  one  of  the  briefest 
episodes  of  the  Norman's  career.  Eaymond 
wooed  in  France,  and  succeeded  in  his  wooing. 
At  times  the  figure  of  his  bride — ^she  lived  not 
long  enough  to  be  designated  a  wife — ^flitted 
like  an  indistinct  fact  of  his  youth  before  the 
Norman's  recollection.  He  wondered  she  had 
not  died  sooner.  Not  the  only  one,  he  knew, 
whom  the  inevitable  unfolding  of  a  husband's 
character — ^the  revelation  of  the  hard,  un-re- 
sonant,  warmth-repelling  metal  disguised  be- 
neath  the  festal  vestment — ^has  blighted  into 
an  uncomplaining  grave.  Better  alone  there 
than  in  the  nuptial  chamber  with  De  Mon- 
thault.  Perhaps  he  understood  that :  but  to  die, 
as  women  will,  with  no  expression  of  their 
feelings  but  silence,  no  louder  symptom  of  a 
broken  heart  than  the  indescribable  dirge-like 
tones  of  its  instrument,  the  voice — no  defence, 
no  accusation,  no  appeal,  surpassed  his  senti- 
mentalities. She  hated  him,  and  she  died. 
He   sought  no  deeper  motive,   he   drew  no 
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further  inference.  Men  of  his  textore  throw 
such  things  by  as  a  bronze  statue  drops  of 
summer  rain,  which  trickle  down  and  must  be 
looked  for,  if  anywhere,  beneath  their  feet. 

The  formation'  of  the  Marcher's  character 
suffered  no  flaw  from  this  domestic  interlude. 
He  re-entered  the  political  arena  of  the  age 
with  ambition  more  pointed,  more  polished  by 
his  extended  experience  of  fiwts  and  diplomacy 
in  Northern  France.  Studies  he  had  to  super* 
fluity.  Every  peer,  every  friend,  every  com- 
petitor  was  a  study.  With  a  keen,  yet  ser- 
ried criticism— rarely  betraying  utterance  of 
its  conclusions — ^he  analysed  each  figure  that 
crossed  his  path  in  court,  or  rode  by  his  stirrup 
in  the  field.  Acute,  reserved,  remorseless, 
deeming  nothing  too  high  for  his  attainment, 
nothing  too  low,  too  base  for  his  agency,  he 
attracted  first  observation,  then  attention,  then 
that  composite  emotion  of  fear,  envy,  admira- 
tion, which,  like  a  cowardly  but  ferocious  dog, 
follows  the  upward  trail  of  successfrd  intrepidity 
from  the  forest-lodge  to  the  mastership  of  the 
lordly  hall.  Men  of  his  own  stamp  Baymond 
dissected  with  unfailing  accuracy, — they 
abounded :  he  never  blundered  in  his  esti> 
mation  of  their  abilities ;  he  always  played  as 
if  with  first-rate  adversaries.     A  mistake  on 
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iheir  part  was  welcome,  was  instantly  turned 
to  advantagey  but  never  constituted  an  item  in 
his  calculation.  He  supposed  they  had  the 
sagacity  to  perceive,  the  promptitude  to  effect 
just  what  was  best  and  most  expedient,— just 
what  he  himself  would  do  under  similar  cir- 
cumstances. His  ablest  rivals  would  often  thus 
be  startled,  as  they  walked  by  sure  but  cir- 
cuitous routes  to  the  goal,  on  looking  down,  to 
discover  before  them  the  foot-prints  of  Eaymond 
in  the  hot.  dusty  guperficiea.  His  mind  had 
preceded  theirs. 

Then  also  in  council  the  Norman  was  pre- 
eminently practical. 

That  stem,  libidinous,  scoffing  infidel,  the 
Bed  King,  would  stride  from  object  to  object 
in  his  Senate-chamber,  scarcely  deigning  to 
listen  to  this  proposal  and  that  theory,  ringing 
his  dagger,  by  way  of  testifying  tediimi  or  dis- 
sent, on  his  hunting-boots,  till  every  opinion 
being  deUvered,  he  would  exclaim,  "  Now,  De 
Monthault,  what  sayest  thou?  what's  to  be 
done  ?*'  And  the  Norman  would  make  one  of 
those  lucid  statements  which  disposes  of  all  the 
rubbish  of  a  discussion  in  a  few  minutes, — ^he 
would  speak  the  very  thought  from  which 
others  shrunk, — ^he  would  lay  his  strong  bony 
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finger  on  the  very  substance  and  place  of  the 
difficulty, — ^he  would  end  his  terse  nervous 
address  by  demonstrating  how,  by  what  man, 
what  means,  at  what  hour,  the  difficulty  might 
once  for  all  be  dispatched.  Then  the  Bed 
King  would  swear,  "Thou  hast  driven  the 
bolt  home  to  the  quarry's  heart — ^that's  it,  man 
— ^thou  shalt  do  it  thyself — St.  Hubert !  there 
is  no  difficulty  in  it — strike,  and  it's  done !" 

Days  afterwards,  with  his  crest  hacked, 
his  cmrass  dented  with  blows,  and  befouled 
with  mud,  Eaymond  would  recite  to  the  King 
the  details  of  some  event  that  was  agitating 
the  kingdom  from  Kent  to  Cornwall — ^it  was 
the  solution  of  the  difficulty.  He  would  leave 
the  rush-strewn  presence  of  Maj^  with  a 
stain  on  his  knee— contracted  in  yielding  gra- 
mercy  for  another  grant  of  broad  acres  on 
Saxon  soil. 

It  was  De  Monthault's  evil  genius  that  fea* 
thered  the  shaft  and  drew  the  bow  which 
deposited  the  fire- headed  King  a  stricken  car- 
case beneath  the  Hampshire  oak.  H^  ever 
vowed  that  evil  genius  was  Henry  Beauclerc. 

The  Mom  had  so  far  shone  brilliantly  on 
De  Monthault.  He  surveyed  this  part  of  the 
retrospect,  much  as  a  traveller  the  summit  of 
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some  distant  hill,  bathed  behind  him  in  the 
orient  sunlight,  whilst  above  him  the  dark  ca- 
nopy of  menacing  clouds  sinks  lower  and  lower, 
to  engulph  him  finally  in  its  lurid  bosom. 

His  next  revolutions  were  gyrations  of 
descent.  In  this  Chamber  he  would  brood  over 
them,  not  precisely  with  bitterness,  but  with  a 
self-accusing  spirit,  for  they  were  the  panorama 
of  fiulure — brave,  energetic,  soaring  efforts — ^but 
a  failure. 

What  an  instruction,  in  sooth,  the  years 
of  tiiis  man's  manhood  presented!  What  a 
society,  what  a  country,  what  a  confused* 
yeasty,  fermenting  cauldron  of  barbarism  and 
civilization !  Strong,  coarse,  savagely-outlined 
forms,  pregnant  with  vigour  and  replete  with 
purpose,  rose  before  the  Marcher's  eye,  peopling 
once  more  the  past  of  his  angry,  snorting, 
desperate  life.  Sometime  the  lone  woods 
darkened  gradually,  even  at  noon  day,  into 
far-away  night,  haunted  by  runagate  Serfs,  or 
infested  in  troops  by  the  bolder  villains  that 
had  plighted  unquenchable  enmity  to  the 
Forest  Code.  Often  had  the  Norman  and  his 
Peers  hunted  them  down,  seen  them  throat- 
torn  and  mangled  by  their  hounds  beneath 
their  horses'  hoofs,  thinking  as  little  of  it  as  if 
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they  had  been  so  many  wild  boars — less  than 
if  they  had  been  the  Norman's  pets — ^the  luzu- 
riant  deer.  Intermingled  with  this  current 
floated  fragments  of  numberless  conspiracies, 
many  nipped  in  embryo,  many  thwarted  by 
private  animosities,  many  withering  away  for 
lack  of  opportunities.  Solitary  duels  engaged 
in  with  names  long  since  engraved  on  sepul- 
chral alabaster,  whose  countenances  flickered 
Uke  glimpses  of  worn-out  portraits  in  a  GK>thic 
corridor — clandestine  conferences,  the  words  of 
which  came  fitfiilly  back  as  gusts  of  a  feverish 
wind,  night-marches,  surprises,  perilous  em- 
barrassments, life-and-death  interviews  with  the 
able,  unscrupulous  Henry  Beauclerc,  capped  at 
last  by  detection,  confiscation,  all  but  arrest 
and  the  Headsman's  block — so  the  lights  and 
shadows  came  and  departed  on  the  walls  of  the 
Marcher's  Chamber. 

And  in  this  long  campaign  of  the  fourth  of 
a  century,  the  Norman  would  cover  over  with 
terrible  sang-froid  the  repeated  patches  and 
weUs  of  blood  that  oozed  out  alike  in  the  green 
glade  and  granite  dungeon  wherever  his  heel 
had  trod.  Only  where  his  calculations  had 
betrayed  him  into  unnecessary  or  clumsy  crime 
would  he  feel  any  twinge  of  regret.     His 
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remorse  was  of  the  Intellect,  not  of  the  Con- 
science. 

Yet  a  black  hatefiil  thread  instinct  with 
pain  crept  all  the  while  through  the  Marcher's 
devious  track.  He  had  rushed  into  contact, 
into  collision  with  every  grade,  every  species  of 
humanity  and  inhumanity.  Of  these,  as  we 
have  observed,  none  did  he  so  intensely  abhor 
as  the  members  of  the  Hierarchy.  For  De 
Monthault  to  encounter  in  public  struggle  a 
keen,  direct,  unhesitating  mind,  as  firm  and 
well-poised  as  his  own,  like  his  own  the  more 
self-reliant  because  battered  by  a  hundred  tem- 
pests, a  hundred  conflicts,  and  this  under  the 
sackcloth  of  some  starved,  emaciated  Monk, 
was  gall  and  wormwood  to  his  soul.  These 
were  the  characters  he  could  not  grasp  nor 
£sd;hom,  and  therefore  could  not  crush.  Not  a 
spark  of  the  Spiritual  existed  in  the  Norman. 
In  this  particular,  be  it  specially  noted,  a  rare 
exception  to  his  rank  and  race.  When,  there- 
fore, he  observed  Minster  or  College  laboriously 
climbing  in  fantastic  emblems  heavenward,  or 
was  compelled  to  listen  to  the  grave  denun- 
ciations of  some  mitred  Prelate,  or  witnessed 
the  noiseless  mutation  by  which,  in  many  dis- 
tricts, a  howling  moral  vdldemess  became  a 
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fenced  and  blooming  garden,  he  spurred  bis 
steed  on  with  a  muttered  oath.  The  motive 
for  such  things  was  to  him  a  sore  perplexity. 
The  things  themselves  were  witnesses,  evi- 
dences,  protesters:  something  undisguisedly 
hostile  to  him  glared  out  from  every  stone. 
He  would  have  demoUshed  each  to  its  foun- 
dation; he  would  have  martyred  founder, 
architect,  resident,  in  one  quenchless  pile.  But 
he  was  helpless  here.  The  vast  network  of  the 
Church  was  too  strong,  too  firmly  stretched  on 
its  European  pillars  to  be  trifled  with  by  any 
single  Baron,  however  potent  or  wilful :  under 
it  the  democratic  mind  from  a  thousand 
quarters  was  tardily  filtering  to  form  the 
mighty  Eeservoir  of  friture  liberties.  Baymond 
woidd  gladly  have  throttled  many  a  Prior  by 
whose  ambling  mule  his  war-horse  pranced  in 
unmasked  'disdain.  He  knew  he  might  with 
equal  effect  throttle  the  light  or  the  flame  that 
lies  latent  in  every  particle  of  nature.  More- 
over had  he  indulged  the  wish,  he  knew,  also, 
one  whisper  in  the  Vatican  was  sufiicient  to 
make  his  name  a  rolling  frdmination  and  a 
curse  in  every  chair  and  pulpit  from  Calais  to 
Cadiz.  Unconquerable,  therefore,  as  was  his 
hatred  of  the  ecclesiastical  Order,  he  satisfied  it 
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only,  as  it  were,  on  festival  occasions — ^the  in- 
dulgence was  then  an  unalloyed  holiday. 

In  snch  a  life  there  was  variety,  but  the  last 
incident,  the  detection  of  Treason,  was  unplea- 
sant, not  in  the  concoction,  but  in  the  conse- 
quences. Of  the  Conspirators,  some  lost  their 
lands--some  their  heads — some  their  spurs. 
Baymond  himself  galloped  a  refiigee  and  a 
pauper  to  the  Borders  of  Venedotia. 

The  ride  and  the  pursuit  were  alike  tough 
and  trying.  Wonderful  was  it  how  the  afore- 
said Abbot  of  Edmondsbury  on  his  bay  jennet, 
headed  the  chase  over  moor,  and  wild,  and  fallow 
— ^through  hamlets,  fields,  forests.  Eaymond 
himself  marvelled  at  the  inexhaustible  nerve  of 
the  dignitary — ^he  had  no  leisure  however  to 
acknowledge  it  in  appropriate  terms.  Ghiadere 
and  Peers  rode  by  his  side.  Banulph  he  carried 
in  his  arms.  It  was  a  gallant  sight,  the  Abbot 
himself  confessed,  to  witness  the  Father  and  his 
little  children  without  the  slack  of  a  stride,  or  the 
faintest  check  of  the  curb,  charge  the  Aill  flood 
of  the  Severn — ^plunge  into  it  till  the  frothy 
waters  eddied  over  their  heads,  then  emerge  the 
three  together  from  the  whirling  depths,  and 
land  after  a  brief  struggle  on  the  Pree  west 
bank.     Baymond  had  no  lance  or  he  would 
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have  waved  it  in  defiance— so  in  lieu  he  shook 
high  and  repeatedly,  his  baby  Banulph  in 
menace  to  his  pursuers.  The  responsive  frown 
on  the  infant's  brow  seemed  the  prognostic  of 
future  revenge  to  the  paternal  heart. 

And  thus  that  evening,  fidnting  with  &tigue, 
seated  from  sheer  exhaustion  on  his  fallen 
horse,  the  heads  of  his  three  boys  wan,  sunken, 
apparently  dead  on  his  breast,  his  own  throat 
cracked  with  torturing  thirst,  unable  to  articn- 
late  a  syllable,  his  muscular  arm  scarcely  strong 
enough  to  wipe  the  sickly  perspiration  from  his 
children's  brows,  the  Marcher  foimd  himself 
beneath  the  archway  of  the  Castle  of  Cador 
Hardd,  the  Venetine  chief  of  Powysland. 

And  forth  from  his  Hall  came  Cador  and  his 
bride,  attended  by  a  train  of  Mountain  CavaUers. 

And  each  incident  from  this  moment  was  as 
the  searing  of  a  brand  on  the  Marcher's  mind. 

He  and  his  children  were  tenderly  borne  in ; 
they  were  nursed  with  noiseless  love  aud 
thoughtftd  solicitude.  They  were  presented 
with  the  frank  friendship;  they  accepted  the 
cordial  treasures  of  the  Kymru.  They  were 
domesticated,  guarded,  protected,  enriched — ^the 
feelings  and  associations  of  home  shot  forth 
genially  from  the  rich  soil  of  the  heart  of  Cador 
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Hardd,  and  entwined  their  tendrils  joyously 
round  the  naked,  forlorn  trunk  of  his  guest. 
Baymond  lived  another  life  in  another  world. 
He  had  heard  of  the  First  People,  of  their  here- 
ditary Chieftainries,  of  their  passion  for  love 
and  war — ^for  music  and  poetry :  his  Norman 
coadjutors  had  spoken  of  their  unhesitating 
daring,  their  native  chivalry.  The  Trouveres  had 
sung  of  many  a  vale,  many  a  lake  and  romantic 
deed  set  like  precious  pictures  amidst  those  blue 
and  wavy  hills :  he  cared  not  then  for  them — 
his  action  then  was  in  other  spheres.  But  now 
he  was  environed  by  the  fiu^  that  heretofore 
had  been  but  words,  imaginations,  dreams  of 
minstrelsy.  He  for  a  time  became  a  Yenetine. 
He  shared  the  routine  of  the  Mountain  Life. 
With  Cador  he  himted  the  Berwyn  boar,  the 
otter,  the  stag;  he  struck  the  heron  on  the 
marshes  of  Arustli ;  he  attended  the  gatherings 
of  the  sons  of  Conan,  of  Einion,  of  Meiric,  of 
Caredig,  at  the  Motes  of  their  tribes ;  he  ca- 
roused at  assemblages,  where  a  hundred  harps 
handled  as  in  Israel  of  yore  by  heroic  hands, 
poured  forth  the  tameless  symphonies  of 
Freedom  and  of  song ;  he  listened  with  amaze- 
ment, if  not  interest,  to  the  traditions  written 
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in  characters  hoary  with  eld  on  pass  and 
rock,  and  bristling  ravine;  he,  the  Norman 
Baymond,  pilgrimized  in  marshalled  procession 
to  the  Valley  of  the  Cross,  or  the  Abbey  of 
Flowers,  or  the  airy  Towers  on  Wye — ^proces- 
sions in  which  if  devotion  led  the  van,  pleasure 
brought  up  the  rear;  he  was  hailed  and  wel- 
comed from  home  to  home  as  the  chosen  friend 
of  Cador  of  Powys,  by  every  Magnate  of  the 
Kymru,  in  ttieir  beautifal  and  strong  donuuns. 

One  alone,  the  Snowdon  Prince,  had  frowned 
on  Cador.  One  alone  had  said,  "  Falsehood  and 
truth  have  shaken  hands/'     But  who  heeded? 

These  were  the  only  seasons  of  peace  and 

blessedness  in  the  career  of  Baymond's  evil 

life. 

And  in  the  very  midst  of  their  gentleness 

and  unsuspicious  service  he  was  still  Baymond 

the  Plotter. 

Baymond  possessed  a  brazen  neck,  but  Ate 

would  here  grasp  it  with  irresistible  tension; 

she  would  force  it  slowly  round  to  the  past ; 

the  eyes  of  the  Marcher  would  be  rivetted  on  a 

retrospect  he  abhorred,  yet  for  which  he  felt  no 

pang  of  repenj^ance.      He  neither  sighed  nor 

groaned ;  he  extracted  even  human  sight  from 

his  souL 
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He  retomed,  no  longer  a  rebel,  abandoned, 
poor,  proscribed,  but  opulent,  reconciled,  partially 
restored  to  favour  at  least,  if  not  to  lands. 

And  Cador  the  Generous  presented  his  Nor- 
man brother  with  part  of  his  own  territory. 
The  unambitious  Castle,  stone  by  stone,  as- 
cended, in  modest  obscurity,  on  the  Frontier 
hills. 

And  again  the  Snowdon  Prince,  with  the 
wary  vigilance  of  his  Lineage,  conveyed  his 
message, — ^but  he  prophesied  to  the  deaf 

And  the  many  visits,  in  feasts  and  touma- 
menta,  Baymond  ^i  Cador  exohix>ged ! 

How  often  the  Norman  rode,  his  head  re- 
clined on  his  cuirass  that  glinted  in  the  vibra- 
tions of  the  harvest  moonlight,  across  the  fertile 
champaign  of  Cador  his  ally,  the  air  around 
him  still  echoing  with  the  manly  tones  of 
Cador's  laugh,  of  his  free,  fresh,  inspiriting 
conversation — ^his  last  farewell,  so  genuine,  yet 
so  cheering,  lingering  in  one  ear — 

One  ear,— for  in  the  other  the  fiend  of  his 
own  nature  would  be  whispering,  "  'Tis  all 
thine,  all  thine — only  be  thou  as  thou  ever 
wert,  Baymond  the  Norman." 

And  then ^This  was    the   "then"  the 

Norman  shrunk  from, — this  was  the  "then" 
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that,  with  himself,  occupied  the  Chamher  of 
Monthault — ^the  Chamber  of  his  consdenoe.  He 
would  have  wrung  it  in  drops  of  blood  from  his 
existence.  With  convulsive  energy  he  would 
wrench  open  one  of  his  iron  safes — ^with  folded 
arms  he  would  gaze  for  minutes  and  minutes 
on  the  golden  harvest  of  his  deeds — ^he  would 
drink  in  the  sense  of  those  flashing  treasures 
as  if  the  mere  vision  equiponderated  the  curse 
of  memory.  But  no, — ^the  more  he  gazed,  the 
more  that  face  betrayed  not  remorse,  nor  fear, 
nor  pity,  but  the  presence,  within  himself,  of 
an  enemy  as  ruthless,  as  cruslung  as  the  valves 
of  his  own  ponderous,  insensible  heart.  Over 
that  brilliant  mass  would  form  and  thicken  the 
mirage  of  a  hideous  scene,  of  a  Hall  deluged  in 
humau  blood;  of  Norman  figures  plauting 
their  poignards  in  sleeping  breasts ;  of  fright- 
ful visages  bending  with  murderous  eyes 
over  unconscious  women  and  rosy  babes;  of 
Cador,  the  Norman's  Friend  and  Host,*^  bowing 
his  noble  head  beneath  midnight  wounds,  sink- 
ing, with  yet  protecting  arm,  on  the  body  of  the 
Bride  he  loved  so  dearly,  casting  one  last  look 
through  the  steel  bars  of  his  Norman  assassin. 
If  De  Monthault  could  only  have  forgotten 
that  dying  gaze,  the  expression  of  that  face,  he 
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might  sometimes  have  slept  dreamlessly  at 
nights. 

The  massy  lid  would  fall  from  the  Marcher  s 
hand — the  Sable  Plumes  would  droop  in  front 
— he  would  remain  motionless,  pulseless,  yet 
stem  and  unimpressible  as  death. 

These  ghastly  Phantoms  did  not  frequently 
occur,  yet  occur  they  did.  No  strength  of 
mind,  not  even  of  the  Marcher's  calibre,  could 
ignore  their  presence,  or  annihilate  their  action. 
When  *he  felt  their  approach,  he  shuddered. 
When  they  were  past,  he  would  plunge,  with 
renewed  scorn  of  that  shuddering,  into  the  same 
ever-recurring  cruelties  of  the  Marchland  life. 

'Tis  near  midnight.  From  that  Chamber, 
Mrith  a  look,  proud,  fixed,  elevated — ^as  if  such 
a  contest  had  once  again  taken  place  and  still 
left  him  victor  of  his  own  soul — still  remorseless 
for  every  deed,  from  the  Picard  foray  to  the 

last  double  murder  of  Priest  and  Maiden — ^the 

« 

Marcher  salHed  forth,  in  the  silence  of  the  hour, 
to  pace,  as  was  his  wont,  in  ceaseless  vigilance, 
the  battlements  of  Monthault. 

The  Venetine  and  the  Church  were  closing 
around  him, — ^he  knew  it.  He  rose  with  the 
peril.  He  had  stood  the  survey  of  the  past, — 
he  intrepidly  prepared  to  confront  the  present. 

VOL.  III.  o 


'i 
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Not  one  emotion  of  fear  agitated  that  dark  but 
solid  mind.  The  profomid  repose  in  which  the 
whole  Castle  was  buried  seemed  externally  the 
type  of  its  Master's  sonl.  It  was  the  slmnber 
of  the  earthquake — the  last  calm  of  the  Nor- 
man's life. 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 

THE  MARCHER  AND  THE  CHURCH. 

The  Moon  had  set  behind  banks  of  clouds ;  an 
oppressive  belt  of  autumnal  caloric  brooding 
with  floods  of  electricity  continued  to  grow  up 
on  every  side  of  the  horizon.  The  air  was 
proportionably  close  and  sultry.  The  Towers 
of  Monthault,  at  all  times  gloomy,  frowned 
with  additional  and  reflected  terrors  in  the 
centre  of  this  adumbrating  scene,  imparting 
to  the  spectator  the  idea  of  some  unearthly 
Fortress,  erected  in  a  Cimmerian  atmosphere  to 
guard  the  territory  of  subterraneous  Kings.  The 
Forest-land  to  the  West,  now  lost  in  a  mass  of 
sombre  grey,  breathed  forth  at  intervals  sighs 
resembling  the  wild  distempered  notes  of  the 
iEJolian  harp.  These,  creeping  fitfully  over  the 
Castle  heights,  died  far  away  on  the  silence 

o2 
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of  the  Marches.  The  sentinels,  leaning  on  their 
lances,  participated  in  the  Erebaean  picturing  of 
the  scene,  which,  as  the  hours  adv^anced,  in- 
creased in  density  and  settled  heat.  Nothing 
living  was  in  motion.  The  very  waters  seemed 
for  a  time  to  have  ceased  their  current — ^to  be 
literally  sleeping  in  the  echoless  channels  of 
their  beds.  The  Marcher  alone  interrupted 
the  universal  stillness.  Few  things  hated  he 
more  than  silence  such  as  then  prevailed — 
than  solitude,  such  as  then  reigned  in  the 
boundless  but  menacing  Night  around  him. 
De  Monthault  therefore  paced  the  battlements 
with  grave  and  tardy  steps.  The  ring  of 
his  mailed  foot  was  better  than  the  detestable 
quietness  which  pervaded  air,  earth,  and  man : 
when  at  times  he  paused,  it  was  only  to 
Usten  for  a  brief  moment  towards  the  East,  and 
then  to  resume  his  regulated  march. 

And  there  existed  such  a  union  between  De 
Monthault  and  his  stronghold— between  the 
Norman's  mind  and  the  mighty  mass  of  mate- 
rial strength  on  the  summit  of  which  his  feet 
were  passing  to  and  fro,  as  he  himself  cherished 
and  believed  in  as  part  of  his  destiny.  The 
Norman  in  his  saddle — the  Norman  under  the 
battle-pitched  tent — ^the  Norman  in  the  demi- 
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suit  of  the  huntsman  cutting  alone,  alone 
daring  to  cut  the  red-deer's  throat — ^the  Norman 
mitred  and  mailed  at  the  altar  or  tournament 
— ^at  the  counsel  or  fray — were  all  more  or  less 
the  "  victricia  signa  "  of  the  career  of  his  Eace ; 
but  it  was  the  Norman  in  his  Castle,  the  Norman 
on  the  quarter-deck  of  his  dynastic  engine  of 
empery  and  assault — the  Norman  moving  in 
hammered  armour  of  proof  up  and  down  the 
granite  Parade  of  that  Keep  from  which  his 
ruthless,  unquailing  eye  surveyed  the  captive 
land  of  his  brand  and  spear,  that  to  De  Mon- 
thault's  mind  was  the  mural  crown  of  both  the 
majesty  and  security  of  his  Grandeur.  Here 
he  trod  with  the  defiance  of  impregnability, 
the  hauteur  of  a  Soldan  acknowledging  respon- 
sibility to  naught  but  his  own  supremacy,  the 
confidence  of  such  knights  of  romance  as 
Amadis  or  Falmerine  who,  once  seated  on 
their  own  steeds,  once  in  re-possession  of  their 
own  sword  and  mail,  feared  not  "  the  world  in 
arms."  And  never  did  one  of  the  Norse  brood 
carry  kingdom  with  a  higher  or  less  trembling 
hand,  than  he  who  now  in  the  murky  sombre- 
ness  of  night  was  watching  on  its  battlements 
for  some  of  those  symptoms  in  the  air  or  earth 
which  indicates  the  sure  apjJroaches  of  hostility. 
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Baymond  de  Monthault  felt  at  this  moment 
those  sensations  of  pride  which  had  so  often  in 
previous  peril  thrown  their  peculiar  hue  of 
triumph  on  his  saturnine  features — sensations 
the  result  of  a  conscious  mastery  in  himself 
over  his  means — of  his  means  over  every 
opposing  or  aggressive  power.  His  adaman- 
tine confidence  in  his  ulterior  destinies — 
maugre  the  impending  leaguer  by  the  united 
forces,  whose  banners  he  momentarily  expected 
to  see  illuming  the  spectral  atmosphere  of  the 
Eaal^had  never  risen  so  high:  never  had  his 
mtellect  commanded  so  dear  a  prospect  of  his 
own  futurity — ^never  had  his  ambition  con- 
cluded the  possible  of  his  aspirations  to  be  the 
probable — ^almost  "  the  certain  " — result  of  his 
policy.  He  strode,  therefore,  buoyant  as  a 
hero.  The  horror  of  the  heavens,  the  voiceless 
expectancy  of  air,  and  stream,  and  element — ^the 
solemn  gravity  of  nature — ^the  unprecedented 
taciturnity  of  his  own  gigantic  Castle,  hushed 
like  the  couched  lion  in  the  Prophet's  den  by 
some  invisible  but  tremendous  potency,  neither 
affected  nor  influenced  his  chalybaean  nerves. 
He  was  centred  in  himself.  Beyond  himself 
he  looked  not, — ^and  as  in  dumb  response 
to  his    stem    imagination,   he    projected  his 
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mnscnlax  arm  to  seize  some  shadow  of  a 
haughty  hope,  he  appeared  the  very  personifi- 
cation of  the  ever-plotting,  ever-energetic,  ever- 
confident  Normanism  of  the  times.  There  was 
no  lassitude — ^no  lethargy — ^no  cahn  in  that  sus- 
picious eye,  that  furrowed  brow,  that  trampling 
and  oppressive  step— all  evinced  indomitable 
self-will,  uncontrollable  self-consideration.  Be 
the  external  circumstances  of  such  a  man  what 
they  may— those  of  a  despot  in  tyranny,  or  of 
a  patriot  in  opposition — had  De  Monthault 
been  the  latter,  not  the  former,  he,  in  himself, 
would  have  still  been  the  same  character — ^too 
covetous  of  tyranny  himself  to  brook  the  posses- 
sion of  it  by  another.  He  was  a  Bird  of  Prey — 
would  tolerate  neither  superiority  nor  equality 
— nought  but  admitted  vassalage — ^far  as  his 
pinion  could  fly,  deep  as  his  talon  could  strike, 
o'er  the  length  and  breadth  of  his  limited  do- 
mains. In  that  one  word, ''  limited,"  consisted 
the  misery  of  the  Marcher.  '  To  reduce  its 
application  to  himself  more  and  more, — nearer 
and  nearer  to  approach  the  "  unlimited," — ^to 
possess  territories  days  could  not  ride  over— 
serfs,  calculation  could  not  number — ^hamlets, 
comotes  could  not  include,  was  the  yearning, 
the   ecstasy  of  his  life..    "Land,"  "'castles," 
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"  vassals,"  *'  gold/'  "  dead  enemies,"  had  become 
the  ineradicable  necessities  to  his  nature — as 
much  so  as  food  to  the  brawny  ploughman,  or 
drink  to  the  fever-devoured  invaUd.  Toobiam 
them,  nothing  was  an  obstacle.  AU  things, 
haman  and  divine,  went  down  between  De 
Monthault  and  these  objects  of  the  worst,  the 
most  insatiable  of  all  lusts — the  lust  of  n^ 
city.  But  then  the  gratification  of  indulgence, 
of  acquisition,  of  possession,  the  indescribable 
gleam  of  his  ferocious  soul  as  its  foot  spurned 
the  still  palpitating  chest  of  its  prostrate  enemy, 
as  its  hand  emptied  into  its  triply-ironed  ex- 
chequer another  fund  of  rattlbxg  gold,  as  its 
lips  exclaimed,  over  yet  another  broad  con- 
quered acreage  "  This,  too,  is  mine !" — Baymond 
never  knew,  never  wished  to  know  other 
Heaven  than  such  as  these  sensations  to  the 
soul.  Thus  to  win,  to  have,  to  feel,  was 
the  very  Elysium  of  his  constitution ;  and 
oh !  the  depth,  the  intensity  of  his  hatred  for 
those  that,  like  himself,  possessing  these  pas- 
sions, rivalled,  crossed,  thwarted  their  career  in 
him  ;  the  sincerity  of  his  scorn  for  those  whom 
in  such  career  he  overtook,  strud:  down,  and 
left  behind  him  in  the  grave — ^the  profound  im- 
penetrability of  his  unbelief  in  the  existence  of 
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characters  who  utterly  despised  the  idols  which 
he,  De  Monthault,  with  his  whole  concentrated 
heing,  embraced  and  adored ! 

Eaymond  believed  every  man  a  villain:  he 
could  not  believe  any  one  lived  who  cared  not 
for  what  he  cared.  A  few  certainly  perplexed 
his  judgment,  but  as  these  rarely  associated 
with  him,  he  never  admitted  them  as  even  ex- 
ceptions to  his  general  rule,  that  all  men  at 
heart  were  as  Bajrmond  de  Monthault, — only 
Baymond  de  Monthault  excelled  other  men  in 
the  force  and  sustained  impetus  of  that  heart. 
His  clay  was  the  same,  but  harder  fired ;  there- 
fore he  impressed  the  soft,  broke  the  brittle,  pul- 
verized the  weak.  The  conviction  that  every 
one  of  his  serfs  needed  but  power  aad  oppor- 
tunity to  do  to  him  as  he  did  to  them,  went  far 
to  el^guish  all  consciousness  of  brutaUty.  all 
remorse  in  the  Marcher.  He  merely  anticipated 
retaliation.  And  there  was  some  foundation  in 
this  norma  of  his  conduct.  Baymond — ^like  most 
persons— Hved  on  no  CathoUc  principles  what-' 
ever;  he  lived  on  the  opinion,  the  sentiment, 
the  dispositions  of  his  own  peculiar  sodaliiy :  he, 
in  return  reflected  back  with  tenfold  intensity 
the  Ught  and  colouring  so  derived :  and  as  his 
sodality  consisted  of  his  own  similars,  his  de- 
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duction  that  each  of  them  was  perfectly  prepared 
to  be  De  Monthault,  vice  himseli^  ''ocdsas  et 
sepultus,"  was  indubitably  correct.  Why,  there- 
fore, should  he  spare  P  none  would  spare  him. 
This  ratiocination  savours  to  us  somewhat  of 
the  devil's  morality;  but  then  it  must  be  re- 
membered the  Marcher  lived  amongst  semi- 
devils — ^was  he  to  be  marfyred  by  smaller  imps 
than  himself?  he  preferred  being  Satan  himself 
to  that.  He  therefore  trusted  nobody — nothing 
but  himself;  his  very  children,  castle,  garrison, 
he  trusted  no  fiurther  than  as  they  were  from 
day  to  day,  Phases  and  Presences  of  himself. 
Collfidtog  aus  in  none.  «>Kd  in  ki.  o^ 
sagacity,  this  Petrel  of  the  tempest  never  hesi- 
tated to  plunge  his  wings  in  the  foam  of  com- 
motion. And  now,  as  he  measured  the  battle- 
ments to  and  firo,  the  Sable  Plumage  drooping 
over,  yet  not  veiling,  the  sullen  determined 
glare  of  his  pitiless  eyes,  he  seemed  a  being 
bom  and  framed  to  walk  a  world  such  as  then 
^surrounded  him,  gloomy  in  aspect,  mysterious 
in  its  future,  pregnant  with  deaths,  abandoned 
to  night  and  its  lightnings.  No  shadow  of  fear, 
therefore — ^no  presentiment  of  evil  vibrated  at 
this  moment  on  the  chords  of  his  heart.  Beneath 
u — through  the  many  cells  and  wards  of  his 
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Castle — each  with  his  brand  and  spear  within 
reach,  buried  in  profound  repose  —the  repose  of 
martial  toil,  martial  triumph,  martial  festivity — 
lay  the  troops  and  squadrons  devoted  to  his 
will.  If  they  dreamed,  they  dreamed  like  their 
Lord,  of  fresh  forays,  renewed  success,  richer 
spoil.  A  blow  on  his  gong  would  start  them 
like  an  armed  host  from  the  dead  to  their 
posts,  their  work,  their  life.  In  an  instant  his 
wand,  his  baton,  could  evoke  their  bodies,  their 
spirits  to  action.  On  a  level  with  his  eye, 
elevated  above  this  iron«curbed  multitude,  rose 
the  Central  Tower ;  in  it,  silent,  peaceful,  lost  for 
a  brief  interval  to  the  pangs  of  ambition, 
stretched  in  the  miserable,  because  the  helpless, 
equality  of  sleep,  reclined  his  sons,  each  as  he 
hoped,  the  destined  Head  and  founder  of  a 
Border  nobility.  In  the  western  Keep,  round 
which  wild  draperies  of  vapour  began  to  mantle, 
imparting  the  magnitude  of  mistiness  to  bas- 
tion and  bulwark,  were  guarded  the  daughters 
of  De  Pancevot,  and  Ap  Cadvan,  his  living  hos- 
tages to  more  land — more  heritage.  Did  they 
sleep  ?  Yes,  even  the  passionate,  tremulous, 
exdteable  Maiden  of  Caereinion,  had  exhausted 
herself,  her  fears,  her  nature.  No  lamp  bums 
in  her  apartment.    The  thin,  creeping,  tangible 
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light  which  from  every  point  is  closing  round 
and  investing  the  Castle  with  a  strange  shrond, 
has  wound  itself  in  through  the  latticed  em- 
brasure. It  has  spread  like  a  Cloud  of  silver, 
lustrous  yet  grey,  over  her  couch — over  her 
loose,  luxuriant  hair— over  the  haughty  contour 
of  that  young,  that  virgin  face.  Wrapped  in 
this  aerial  garment,  the  daughter  of  the  hills 
lay  all  unconscious  of  external  life :  the  fringes 
of  her  eyes  were  closed,  the  rounded  arms 
rested  negligently ;  the  abyss  of  thought,  the 
heart,  rose  and  fell  with  the  slight  but  regular 
undulations  of  total,  of  absorbing  sleep.  The 
thicker  that  Cloud  of  silver  gathers  the  deeper 
will  that  slumber  be.  But  the  Marcher  as  yet 
heeds  it  not,  wherefore  should  he  ?  he  is  well 
content  that  this  stiUness  so  soUd— this  stiUness 
which  in  itself  he  so  detests — ^this  stillness  so 
rare  as  to  seem  and  be  preternatural  in  the  for- 
tress of  Monthault,  should  imprison  in  its 
soporific  chains  every  nerve  but  his  own.  The 
stronger  will  they  be  to  clash  with  the  Welch- 
man's  array  when  the  morrow  needs  it.  Thus 
as  if  it  grew  from  the  ground,  as  if  it  filtered 
from  the  surrounding  air,  the  filmy  network 
mounted  stone  after  stone  of  the  Castle  walls, 
it  glided  into  cell  afber  cell  with  long  snake-like 
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searchings — ^it  oozed  into  the  quadrangle,  which 
it  soon  converted  into  a  welling  bank  of  trans* 
parent  foam — ^it  curved  upwards  in  spiral  lines, 
till  of  all  the  pinnacles  and  altitudes  the  Flag- 
Tower  alone  remained  uncurtained,  unconcealed 
by  its  mute  insidious  meshes. 

De  Monthault  had  paused  in  his  march ;  to 
his  quick  ear,  far,  very  far  off  there  seemed  to 
come  just  such  a  sound,  as  he  thought  to  be  the 
sound  of  an  horizon  disturbed,  communicated 
fix>m  mile  to  mile  of  the  earth,  depressing  the 
lowermost  strata  of  the  night,  telling  of  tens  of 
thousands  of  feet  in  onward  motion. 

"  One  has  been  before  them  at  the  Bishop's 
Keep,"  muttered  he ;  "  they  may  walk  over  the 
highest  shoulder  of  De  Pancevot's  Hold  with- 
out lifting  their  feet  stirrup-high. 

But  the  sound  was  swallowed  up  in  the  void. 

For  a  moment  the  Marcher  hesitated :  the 
Mist  had  increased  into  a  body,  so  compact 
that  the  Standard  of  Monthault  could  barely 
be  discerned  through  its  volume.  The  Venedo- 
tians  were  soldiers  that  took  every  advantage 
of  nature  against  their  foes.  This  mist  might 
cover  their  assault  up  to  the  barricade  itself. 

But  the  mist  also  was  the  best  conveyer  of 
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alarm.  The  only  alann  he  had  heard  was  fax 
remote. 

The  Baron  crossed  his  arms  and  listened. 
Not  a  ripple  broke  the  waves  of  silence.  He 
seated  himself  on  an  interior  projection  of  the 
parapet.  From  custom  or  instinct,  he  un- 
sheathed his  sword,  and  leaned  with  his  fore- 
head on  the  cold,  glittering,  damasqne-worked 
side  of  the  blade. 

It  was  the  very  spot  on  which  the  pale 
Architect  of  Monthault  had  last  been  seen 
aUve — ^the  spot  where  he  had  told  the  Baron 
"  Thou  hast  the  noblest  castle  on  the  Borders, 
Marcher,  but  the  next  I  build  shall  be  nobler — 
the  more  gold,  the  nobler  the  castle.  Gold, 
Marcher,  and  I  would  build  Babel.  Thy 
sword  is  nought  to  gold." 

The  Baron,  instead  of  shuddering  at  certain 
recollections,  was  reflecting  on  his  sword.  The 
icy  touch  of  the  weapon  had  opened  a  spring 
in  his  soul. 

"  Ah !  thought  he — ^they  are  both  good,  the 
sword  and  the  gold,  but  of  the  two,  the  knave 
should  have  known  the  gold  to  be  the  weaker, 
the  more  helpless.  It  may  pit  sword  against 
sword,  steel  against  steel,  but  never  its  own 
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soft  texture  against  such  a  bite  as  tliis.  They 
are  fools  who  part  them.  I  have  both ;  but  it 
was  this  that  gained  the  gold.  Thou  art  the 
weapon  that  in  the  Norman's  grip  carves  out 
the  world,  subdues  the  woman-hearted,  proves 
the  knight,  distinguishes  the  man,  unbolts  the 
hoarded  chest,  wins  crowns  for  conquerors, — 
counties  and  palatines  for  captains.  Thou  art 
the  friend  of  the  brave,  the  foe  of  the  coward. 
By  thee  master  and  empire  come — ^without  thee 
they  vanish  into  serfdom  and  poverty.  Boman 
and  Norman  by  thee  have  triumphed,  as  the 
Hon  and  eagle  over  the  labou^.  grovel- 
ling  kine  of  the  field.  Compared  to  thee  in 
the  Norman's  hand,  what  avails  the  wealth  of 
the  Saxon,  the  tongue  of  the  scholar,  the  Faith 
of  the  Church?  If  they  go  not  down  and 
worship  thee,  'tis  because  thy  hilt  rests  in  the 
pahn  of  a  poltroon,  that  dares  not  put  thee  to 
thy  use.  The  Fleming  may  weave,  the 
Burgher  barter  and  trade,  the  merchant  coin 
and  build — ^long  as  there  is  Norman  Blood  to 
wield  thee  right,  thou  art  the  scythe  will 
reap  their  harvest.  And  for  me,  what  without 
thee  should  I  have  been  ?  A  sweating  peasant, 
a  sumpter-beast,  a  groaner  in  the  field,  a  man 
of  the  dregs  and  refuse,  of  the  humble  eye  and 
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trembling  liver.  Thou  and  thy  use  have  made 
De  Monthault  a  Marcher-Baron.  Down  thy 
tusk  has  trickled  the  blood  of  his  enemies — one 
by  one  their  breasts  have  been  lanced  by  thy 
pointy  their  spirits  released  by  thy  timely 
appliance— they  the  victims,  thou  the  execu- 
tioner. Par  Dieu !  if  the  arm  that  brandished 
thee  had  ever  swerved  or  flagged,  the  metal 
of  my  own  throat  had  long  ago  been  tried.  Had 
I  ever  feared  or  retreated,  where  were  now  the 
Monthault  Demesnes  P  Steel !  thou  requirest 
steel  of  the  soul,  to  bring  forth  thy  full  virtues, 
to  give  just  scope  to  thy  capabilities.  The 
fingers  that  twine  round  thy  lult  should  be  as 
pulseless  and  veinless  to  ruth  as  the  blanched 
fang  of  the  wolf.  Better  cast  thee  at  once  away 
than  dull  thine  edge  ere  half  thy  work  be  done : 
perish  thou  by  wear,  and  not  by  rust.  Who, 
with  thee  advanced  in  front,  will  assail  the 
Marcher  of  Monthault  ?  Him  whom  without 
thee  they  would  ride  down  in  his  den, — aye, 
all,  Norman,  Saxon,  Venedotian,  Eiever  of  the 
Dyke — ^as  the  hounds  the  unkennelled  fox !  I 
know  it :  therefore,  thou  emblem  of  might  and 
state,  thou  hast  ever  been  wedded  to  my  thigh, 
— ^thou  hast  erected  Monthault,  thou  hast 
filled  my  coffers,  thou  hast  abridged  the  lives 
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that  thwarted  my  path ;  thou  art  ever 
ready  to  the  will,  prompt  to  the  deed  I  lovei 
Be  thou  true  to  my  soul  as  my  soul  is  to  thee. 
Who  shall  then  unfix,  who  shall  undermine,  or 
desolate  the  seat  of  Baymond  the  Marcher? 
What  enemy  is  he  thou  canst  not  reach — 
what  power  is  that  thou  canst  not  dissolve  ? 
Sword !  sword !  thou  art  inanimate,  else  thou 
shotddst  he  the  soul  of  De  Monthault  V 

With  an  exulting  smile  the  Marcher  kissed 
the  blade. 

The  nuhilous  exhalation  was  wreathing  in 
tendrils  round  the  Marcher's  seat,  whilst  along 
the  leaden  roof,  arrows  and  tridents  of  the  va- 
pory  substance  crawled  slowly,  as  if  they  licked 
up  some  invisible  prey  before  them. 

"  Ha !"  said  the  Marcher,  starting  up  sud- 
denly, '^  this  fog  inclines  a  man  to  sleep — ^hot 
and  heavy — ^there's  a  thunder-storm  brooding." 

The  whole  Castle  was  inshelled  in  the  mist. 
He  took  a  few  turns ;  then  resting  against  the 
battlement  began  to  listen  once  more  towards 
the  East.  He  listened  long.  Presently — ^he 
knew  not  how  soon— for  a  torpifying  influence 
had  by  this  time  insensibly  pervaded  his  limbs 
— ^he  heard  the  knell  of  a  Bell.  It  struck 
one — two — three — at  long,  wearisome  inter- 
vals,  each    stroke   travelling  with    an    inde- 
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scribably  hollow,  dismal  dang — not  echoing^ 
but  smiting— ^throngh  the  vast  extent  and 
ramifications  of  the  Castle.  The  facnlties 
of  the  Marcher  were»  as  we  have  observed, 
never  more  vigorously  under  his  command- 
his  senses  never  more  acute — his  native  daunt- 
lessness  never  higher :  but  a  thousand  chains 
now  seemed  to  rivet  his  body  immoveablj  to 
the  solid  stone.  He  attempted  to  stir — ^the 
only  effect  was  that  his  sword  fell  rattling  firom 
his  hand — his  sinews  had  lost  their  tension. 
His  brain  sweUed  aa  the  ponderous  strokes  of 
the  Bell,  so  tardy,  so  funereal,  came  crashing 
through  the  dense,  feverish  mist.  His  eyeballs 
felt  on  fire  as  between  the  strokes  he  detecteda 
dead  smothered  trampling.  He  would  have 
shouted  : — ^the  words  "  Jarl  Bronz — ^Breton — 
to  the  Barbican ! "  were  at  the  root  of  his  tongue, 
but  he  could  not  articulate  a  syllable.  He  was 
neitiier  deeping  nor  iuBenrible-he  was  pain- 
fuUy  and  intensely  alive.  The  toUing  seemed 
now  to  vibiute  against  the  foundation  imme- 
diately below  where  he  stood — then,  preceded 
by  that  muffled  march,  it  pealed  a  few  minutes 
afterwards  as  if  it  had  exploded  firom  the 
deepest  dungeons  in  the  rock. 

The  feelings  of  the  Baron  amounted  to  agony ; 
his  mind  reeled  in  a  chaos.    Was  he  poisoned — 
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was  he  dying  ?  were  these  fiightfiil  sounds  only 
in  his  own  ears,  only  the  ringings  of  his  own 
death — ^why  otherwise  was  he  thus  paralyzed  ? 
No ;  something  within  assured  him  it  was  not 
death— what  then  was  this  hideous  delusion  ? 
what  in  addition  to  that  fearM  BeU  was  the 
Figure  which  to  his  straining  eyes  seemed  to 
be  consolidating  itself  from  the  Mist  on  the 
projection  he  had  so  recently  occupied ;  those 
haggard,  ascetic  features— those  thin,  transpa- 
rent  hands — ^that  Expression  so  fraught  with 
torture,  with  vengeance,  with  insatiability? 
The  Marcher  closed  his  lids,  as  if  he  would 
have  crushed  the  pupils  with  the  pressure.  In 
vain-through  them  into  his  very  brain  glared 
that  look,  that  Presence. 

With  a  convulsive  efltort  the  Baron  essayed 
to  kneel  to  grasp  his  sword.  A  corpse  might 
as  easily  have  succeeded,  and  the  blood  of  the 
Baron  curdled  at  the  indescribable  mockery  at 
the  attempt  on  the  lips  of  the  Form. 

Another  clang  of  that  harsh,  rending  bell, 
tore  in  rough  trumpetings  of  sound  right  in 
front.  To  be  able  to  look  in  that  direction 
even  for  a  moment  was  an  infinite  reUef  Then 
through  the  Mist,  which  receded  on  either  side 
as  it  approached,  came  a  red-coloured  light,  a 
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small  unwaving  pyramid  of  fire^  supported  appa- 
rently, but  not  fed,  by  a  square  lamp,  both  borne 
in  the  open  hand  of  a  Shape,  clothed  and  veiled 
from  head  to  foot  in  floating  robes  of  black. 
Behind  him  moved  another,  with  a  volume 
expanded  before  him,  equally  cloaked  in  sable : 
then  a  succession  of  the  same  dreary  figures. 
Last  of  aU  a  distinct  massive  Personage  in  pano. 
ply,  his  tresses,  black  as  the  purest  jet,  confined 
by  a  golden  torques  or  coronal,  his  left  gauntlet 
concealing  the  lower  portion  of  the  face,  leaving 
the  upper  exposed  to  the  faint  irradiation  of  the 
light.  The  Marcher  groaned  with  a  sense  of 
suffocation ;  his  hair  rose,  his  eyes  contracted 
into  scintillsB  of  flames :  the  panting  of  his  chest 
ceased :  each  ligature  of  his  body  became  a  rib 
of  brass.  He  would,  had  he  not  been  crushed 
by  an  insufferable  oppression,  have  leapt  over 
the  battlements.  He  would  in  his  descent 
have  murmured  "  Cador  Hardd,  the  Venetine !" 
The  Procession  drew  nearer  and  nearer.  Could 
De  Monthault  have  swooned  —  had  it  been 
within  his  constitution  to  lapse  into  insensi- 
bility before  this  vision  of  extreme  terror,  he 
must  at  this  moment  have  succumbed.  He  did 
not.  The  horrible  incubus  under  which  he 
laboured  seemed  to  have  attained  its  climax — 
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seemed  to  have  passed  its  acme.  There  ensued 
a  dreadfdl  calm — not  of  resignation,  but  of  his 
own  unconquerable  volition  on  the  Marcher's 
&ce.  The  large  drops  that  stood  on  his  fore- 
head, that  burst  from  every  pore,  had  relieved 
the  physical  system.  His  mind,  staggered  and 
almost  overthrown  as  it  had  been,  began  to  col- 
lect and  recover  itself  His  thought  was,  "  Pre- 
sently— presently  we  wiU  see  who  these  are 
that  rise  from  the  grave  to  visit  Monthault.'' 
With  perfect  inertness  of  body,  therefore,  but 
no  imbecility  of  intellect,  he  awaited  the  issue. 
They  confronted  him.  Could  he  have  moved 
a  finger  he  might  have  touched  the  clear,  lam- 
bent, palpitating  Hght — ^the  light  round  which 
a  cordon  of  darkness  began  gradually  to  form. 
There  came  another  knell — ^then,  before  the  cruel, 
jarring  intonation  had  ceased,  a  voice  broke  the 
succeeding  silence.  Its  accents  had  no  tinge 
of  acerbity  or  hostility,  but  roUed  upon  Ray- 
mond's ears  in  low  and  solemn  strains.  His 
name,  the  date  and  place  of  his  birth,  his  pa- 
rentage, were  first  mentioned.  Then  followed, 
leaf  after  leaf,  those  incidents,  those  wrongs 
and  crimes  which  constituted  the  landmarks  of 
his  life — actions  and  characters  he  himself  had 
nigh  forgotten— 4iad  treated  as  consigned  for 
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ever  to  the  irreversible  oblivion  of  the  tomb. — 
Each  now  in  that  Voice  seemed  to  receive  a 
resurrection  of  redoubled  vitality,  to  lift  up  the 
grave-stones  of  their  interment  with  a  force  pro- 
portionate to  the  time  they  had  been  debarred 
from  life  and  retribution.  Each  rose  with  a 
cry  for  justice ;  with  an  arm  stretched  forth  in 
sublime,  but  appaUing  expectancy  to  the  throne 
of  God.  lime,  like  the  yester  sun,  appeared, 
— as  the  long,  repulsive  catalogue  of  treachery 
and  violence  was  recited — ^to  have  re-commenced 
its  self-same  career  with  him  from  his  boyhood 
onward:  only  every  evidence,  every  reminis- 
cence hitherto  concealed  and  ignored,  was  now 
with  unpitying  hand  dragged  forth  and  held 
up  with  that  distinctness  which  a  flood  of  fire 
throws  on  every  object  submitted  to  its  ordeaL 
The  very  witnesses,  so  heedfiilly  removed,  so 
remorselessly  disposed  of,  seemed  to  the  Mar- 
cher's conscience  by  some  mysterious  agency  to 
congregate  on  each  successive  locality  of  his 
crimes.  Yet  that  inflexibility  of  his  will  which 
hA  dwy.  induoed  him  toconsider >nj em- 
tion  allied  to  penitence  or  sorrow  as  sheer 
weakness,  did  not  even  now  desert  him.  As 
each  whom  he  had  deprived  of  property,  of  inno- 
cence, of  life,  was  enumerated,  the  mental  intui- 
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tion  of  Be  Monthaolt  would,  as  it  were,  turn 
with  undiminished  hatred  and  audacity  to  meet 
his  victim  face  to  face.  They  had  once  fallen 
before  him,  their  Conqueror :  it  was  not  there- 
fore  from  them,  nor  from  tiie  means  by  which 
they  fell,  that  he  should  blench  or  shrink  in 
souL  No,  with  white  lips,  but  no  symptom  of 
fear  in  their  stem  masculine  compression,  he 
continued  to  listen  -.  with  eyes  more  replete 
with  unquenchable  resolution  than  terror  or 
compunction,  he  severally  surveyed  the  Phan- 
toms that  hemmed  him  in — ^the  shuddering 
Light — ^the  Apparition,  so  motionless,  so  im- 
pressive, so  significant  of  Cador  Hardd — the 
unbreathing  Architect.  Minute  on  minute 
thus  ensued,  interrupted  only  by  that  heavy 
Bell  and  solemn  Voice.  Bepeatedly  De  Mon- 
thault  exerted  himself  to  snap  the  speU  that 
reduced  him  to  the  condition  of  a  statue. 
Whatever  its  source,  its  strength  was  too 
potent :  his  life,  receding  into  mere  organic 
frmctions,  refused  to  animate  a  single  motive 
element.  The  gloom  of  the  circumambient  air 
was  meanwhile  changing  into  a  darkness  so 
thick  and  palpable  as  not  to  be  distinguished 
from  the  sable  vestments.  The  Figures  became 
gradually  confused,  then  identified  with  it.   The 
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Light  and  the  open  hand  which  supported  it 
remained  ultimately  the  -sole  objects  De  Mon- 
thault  could  clearly  note.  He  was  conscious  of 
a  change  also  occurring  in  himself,  a  tremor  of 
the  frame,  a  collapse  of  all  sensations  into  one 
overwhelming  feeling*  of  fiiry  and  vindictive- 
ness.  His  mind  was  dominant,  was  ascendant, 
but  the  grinding  of  his  teeth  was  the  only 
reply  he  could  return  to  the  terrible  words  that 
embodied  themselves  in  that  pitchy  blackness. 
When  he  heard  them,  the  Marcher  then  under- 
stood not  all,  but  much  of  what  was  passing. 

'^Because  thine  eyes  and  thine  heart  have 
not  been  but  for  thy  covetousness  and  to  shed 
innocent  blood,. for  oppression  and  for  violence 
to  do  them  from  thy  youth  upward  until  now. 
Because  thou  hast  despised  the  long-suffaing 
of  the  Lord,  hast  slain  his  children  with  the 
sword,  hast  defiled  his  sanctuary — hast  sold 
thyself  to  do  evil  continually — 

''  Because  thou  hast  made  unto  thyself  a 
heart  of  stone,  and  a  neck  of  brass,  hast 
refrised  penitence,  and  rejected  mercy — 

"Therefore,  Eaymond  de  Monthault  the 
Word  of  the  Lord  is  against  thee,  to  cut  thee  off 
from  the  land  of  the  living  and  thy  name  from 
the  Book  of  Life.    Thou  hast  rejected  the  great 
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salyation,  the  Lord  to  whom  vengeance  be- 
longeth  hath  rejected  thee  for  ever.  We  erase 
from  thy  forehead  and  thy  soul  the  cross  of  the 
righteousness  of  Christ.  We  deliver  thee  back 
to  the  Great  Enemy.  Stand  thou  in  thine  own 
deeds  and  thine  own  wickedness  in  the  day  of 
Doom  before  the  God  that  is  a  consuming  fire 
to  every  soul  that  like  thine  doeth  ever  despite 
to  the  Spirit  of  Grace,  and  treadeth  the  Blood  of 
the  everlasting  Covenant  beneath  its  feet.  Thou 
hast  quenched  the  Spirit  of  God — quenched  be 
thy  own  Spirit  in  outer  darkness  for  ever  and 
ever." 

A  hand  passed  over  the  Marcher's  forehead ; 
scarcely  was  it  withdrawn,  when  the  light 
paled,  grew  lurid,  threw  out  a  jet  of  darkness 
— expired. 

A  sigh,  ineffably  mournful  and  unearthly, 
followed. 

"  This  is  the  Priesthood,"  inwardly  exclaimed 
Baymond ;  "  this  is  their  magic — ^their  soul- 
sorcery  —  excommunication  —  but  what  is  that 
sigh?" 

He  never  heard  it  again. 

There  was  no  sound  of  departing  feet,  for 
with  one  final  roar,  as  if  the  concussion  had 
shattered  its  adhesiveness  to  fragments,  the  ful- 
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mination  of  the  bell  rocked  the  whole  concavity 
of  the  atmosphere.  For  moments  afterwards, 
the  night  heaved  and  moaned,  as  shaken  by  an 
earthquake.  The  impenetrable  paU  then  again 
descended  fold  upon  fold  round  the  Marcher  s 
person. 

To  another  than  he,  such  a  scene,  sudi  a 
situation,  would  have  been  &tal.  He  had  heard 
recounted  the  baleM  category  of  his  own  sins, 
blasphemings,  and  crimes ;  the  anathema  of  the 
Church  which,  thus  delivered,  hurled  in  those 
ages  kings  from  their  thrones,  was  denounced  on 
his  head ;  there  was  treason  or  connivance 
within  his  hold ;  at  his  very  feet,  couched  the 
ominous  cloud  of  the  Stipas ;  within  a  few  miles 
at  most  the  Venedotian  army  were  pouring  to 
the  assault — ^whilst  he,  in  the  centre  of  this  com- 
bination, remained  incapable  of  rousing  a  single 
soldier  from  slumber,  or  picking  up  the  solitaiy 
weapon  he  had  dropped.  De  Monthault  com- 
prehended all  this ;  now  if  he  could  he  would 
not,  at  least  for  a  time,  disturb  his  position  of 
repose  and  immobility.  He  knew  not  who  or 
what  might  be  near  him,  might  be  prepared  to 
plunge  a  poignard  into  his  breast,  or  manacle 
his  helpless  limbs  for  the  dungeon ;  but  he 
could  think,  could  reason,  could  infer. 
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"  There  is  chymic  eraft — craft  of  the  Paynim 
herein,  he  mused;  such  as  they  report  in 
Egypt  and  Palestine.  But  who  has  drugged 
my  hrain  —  who  has  admitted  the  accursed 
Priesthood  into  my  Castle?" 

He  did  not  meditate  on  the  past — ^if  imper- 
ishahle  in  its  consequences,  it  was  irremediable 
in  its  acts.  He  did  not  meditate  on  the 
lengthened  train  of  sanguinary  profanities  which 
had  so  tardily  evoked  the  justice  of  the  Church 
— ^that  justice  which  he  had  often  challenged, 
he  would  now  brave  to  the  uttermost.  He  did 
not  meditate  on  the  certainty  of  the  morrow — 
the  camp,  the  tents,  the  beleaguerment  of  the 
Venedotians.  He  was  prepared.  The  Living 
Cloud  of  the  Stipas  so  replete  with  the  sugges- 
tions and  symbols  of  futurity,  he  waved  off,  not 
as  a  trivial  terror,  but  as  something  which  could 
never  act  upon  his  materialism.  The  circum- 
stances attending  the  Excommunication  had 
temporarily  caused  his  reason  to  totter — ^the  Ex- 
communication itself  he  spumed.  As  an  infidel, 
as  one  that  had  no  faith  in  any  Godhead  but' 
that  of  the  individual  man,  in  any  providence 
but  fortune,  in  any  judgment  but  that  of  the 
strongest  force,  in  any  world  but  the  present,  he 
scorned  and  utterly  scouted  the  whole  ban.     But 
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there  was  a  traitor  in  his  own  home ;  on  this 
the  Marcher  did  meditate — ^this  demanded  and 
engaged  his  first  attention. 

This  one  fact  was  a  gulph  yawning  to  devour 
him,  his  castle,  his  garrison,  all  that  a  hrief 
hour  or  two  before  he  had  prided  himself  on 
possessing  and  commanding.     He  could  rally 
none  but  himself  to  the  rescue  here ;  if  he  dug 
with  his  dagger  into  the  throat  of  each  of  his 
sons   he   would  ptobe   the   secret,    he  would 
extract  the  treachery,  else  the  whole  fabric  of 
his  dominion  would  crumble  under  his  very 
grasp,  to  dust.     De  Monthault,  stunned  as  he 
had  been,  reduced  to  the  stat«  of  transient 
paralysis  of  a  man  that  se^s  the  ground  before 
him  ploughed  up  by  a  smoking  thunderbolt — 
saw  in  their  Ailness  this  accumulation  of  perils. 
And  he  did  not  recede  from  the  bitter  examina- 
tion.    He  assigned  each  its  proper  magnitude, 
imminence,    and   gravity.      His   austere  im- 
placable mind,  like  a  barque  manned  by  pirates 
yet  gallantly  helmed,   breasted  each    several 
•wave  of  this  sweeping  storm  with  a  species  of 
intrepidity  fearful  to  behold ;  such  a  union  of 
fire  and  steel,  such  molten  granite  did  they 
indicate  the  substance  of  his  soul  to  be.     Had 
the  lightning  played  vnth  its  forky  tongue  on 
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his  batiJements  he  would  have  said  '*  Strike/' 
provided  the  same  flash  sunk  the  whole  pile 
and  its  inhabitants  in  one  indiscriminate  niin. 
But  to  be  betrayed — ^to  fidl  as  a  fool  by  Treason ! 
Man  after  man  of  his  garrison,  from  Guadere 
down  to  the  filler's  son,  whose  heel  he  had 
shod,  the  Marcher  drew  mentally  out,  ques- 
tioned, racked,  analyzed.  He  compared  words, 
sentiments,  deeds.  He  shot  back  years — he 
neglected  not  yesterday.  And  then  De  Pance* 
vot,  Ap  Cadvan,  Adpa  of  Marrington,  Ehy- 
dderch  ap  Jestyn,  passed  in  keen  revision — 
nowhere  could  he  find  a  clue  to  this  destructive 
mystery.  Could  it  have  been  seen,  the  livid 
expression  which  distorted  the  Marcher's 
physiognomy,  when  ultimately  a  terrible  past 
suspicion  confirmed  itself  in  all  these  things  to 
his  imagination,  would  have  brought  his  worst 
enemy  to  a  stand. 

Immersed  thus  in  thought,  insensible  of 
time,  environed  by  a  reahn  of  shadows,  long 
did  De  Monthault  remain ;  he  did  not  observe 
the  alteration  of  the  atmosphere  nor  the  restor- 
ation  of  feeUng  and  motion  to  his  own  limbs. 
He  was  engrossed  with  one  idea :  selecting  the 
arms  with  which  to  extirpate  the  accomplice  of 
the  Priesthood. 
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In  the  East,  meanwhile,  and  towards  Clun 
Castle — districts  then  in  subordination  to  the 
fluctuating  sway  of  the  Fitz-Warines — the 
ruddy  tinge  of  conflagrations  studded  the  blank 
horizon.  The  flush  thus  imparted  to  the 
sombre  cheek  of  night,  soon  acquired  a  deeper 
glow ;  lashes  and  streams  of  startling  hue,  dart- 
ing upward,  seemed  to  cut  out  channels,  like 
beds  of  lava,  in  the  sky.  Between  these  and 
Monthault,  hill  and  forest,  and  the  Saxon 
hamlets,  and  the  pointed  rocks  of  Comdon,  sue* 
cessively  emerged  from  darkness  into  the  vol- 
oanic  landscape.  Soon  these  different  bands 
became  fused  into  one  red  universal  sheet  of 
reflected  fire,  the  imdulations  of  which,  like  the 
passages  of  the  Northern  lights,  beat  against  the 
moated  walls  of  the  Castle.  Slowly  the  Mist 
which  hitherto  had  enveloped  it,  drew  in  its 
curtain  till  nothing  of  it  remained  visible  but  a 
small  nimbus  perfectly  quiescent  above  the 
Standard-staff.  The  proportions  of  the  Fortress 
once  more  stood  forth  clear,  enormous,  inacoes- 
sible,  in  the  Yesuvian  glare,  and  with  the  re-ap- 
pearance  of  his  hold,  by  some  inexpUcable  sym- 
pathy, the  corporeal  faculties  of  the  Marcher 
inch  by  inch  revived.  His  flesh  thrilled  with 
the  returning  rush  of  life ;  the  torpor  dissolved 
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before  the  renewed  circalatioii  of  the  vital  fluid. 
Once  more  master  of  himself,  his  muscular 
hand,  as  his  first  action,  seized  the  hilt  of  his 
sword.  With  this  he  approached  the  projection, 
on  which  the  Vision  of  the  Architect  had  seated 
itself  drawing  the  blade  through  the  air  imme- 
diately above  it;  he  continued  his  round  till 
his  heel  had  rung  on  every  portion  of  the  bat- 
tlement. 

"  Had  this  occurred,"  muttered  he,  "  to 
other  sentinel  than  myself,  no  intercession 
should  have  saved  him  from  the  axe  of  Bas- 
torgus.  Thou  art  cajoled,  De  Monthault,  the 
cowl  has  covered  thy  helmet ;  but  they  should 
have  finished  it  where  they  began.  They  mis- 
calculated by  a  few  days;  had  aU  kept  tryst, 
De  Pancevot  and  Caereinion,  I  ween,  should 
have  been  here  to-night;  they  should  have 
brought  other  secular  arms  to  execute  their 
will ;  too  late,  Abbot  of  Cjrmmer,  too  late !  I 
have  read  thy  riddle,  anon  I'U  weave  thee  one 
in  turn." 

The  intelligence  of  the  Marcher  was  so  far 
satisfied.  He  believed  the  transaction  which 
had  just  taken  place,  to  be  part  of  the  con- 
spiracy, the  two  principal  instruments  of  which 
he  had  aheady  dispatched :  how  the  Abbot  of 
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Cymmer  and  his  associates  had  obtained  ingress 
would  not  long  baffle  his  acumen.  For  the 
rest  he  attributed  the  singular  catalepsy  or 
ecstasy  into  which  he  had  fallen,  to  the  machi- 
nations of  the  same  Priesthood,  the  means  pro- 
bably being  the  clandestine  administration  of 
some  Oriental  fume  or  drug,  marvellous  stories 
of  which  the  Crusaders  and  their  jongleurs  had 
introduced  into  Europe.  The  operation  of  this 
medicament  had  elicited  before  his  inflamed 
imagination  the  visionaiy  forms  of  Cador 
Hardd  and  the  Architect.  He  did  not,  how- 
ever, care  to  lay  especial  stress  on  the  minutise 
of  this  explanation.  His  opinion  of  the  Priest- 
hood was  such,  that  their  interference  in  any 
scheme  being  once  conceded  or  established,  he 
concluded  they  had  always  sufficient  wiliness  and 
pertinacity  to  invent  and  apply  whatever  means 
were  essential  to  the  success  of  their  purposes. 
That  these  means  were  preternatural  in  them- 
selves was  a  proposition  the  Marcher  never 
troubled  himself  with  discussing.  His  defini- 
tion of  nature  was,  "  whatever  is.**  Whether 
anything  in  its  unit  capacity  existed  or  not,  wss 
to  him  entirely  a  question  of  the  experience  of  his 
own  senses.  What  he  experienced  he  behoved. 
He  had  experienced  what  he  styled  the  "  Craft 
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of  the  cowl  ;*'  they  had  secrets,  powers,  eru- 
ditions which  he  had  not ;  he  therefore  believed 
the  simple  fact  of  this  superiority,  and  guarded 
against  it.  They  had  now,  by  some  conni- 
vance, brought  their  peculiar  machinery  to  bear 
upon  him  in  his  own  Oarde :  it  behoved  him  in 
turn  to  bring  his  machinery  to  bear  upon 
them. 

These  self-consultations  of  De  Monthault, 
always  brief  and  decisive,  generally  induced 
very  speedy  correspondent  action.  Compared 
to  its  past  agitation,  his  face  now  assumed  a 
wondCTfol  composure — ^perhaps  the  spectacle  of 
the  East  and  South  in  a  blaze  rather  soothed 
than  irritated  his  temperament. 

"  The  Welshman  uses  a  wid&and  a  free  torch 
this  bout,"  said  he, — "  there  bum  the  harvests 
and  homesteads  of  Fitz- AUan  and  Fitz-Warine, 
o'er  many  a  Salop  League.  Fie,  Sirs,  fie ! — 
Well  set  you  example  in  Monthault — the  pitch 
is  not  wrought  shall  scathe  a  beam  of  these 
Towers." 
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CHAPTER  V. 


THE   RSALITT. 


Bravado  was  alien  to  the  Marcher's  nature. 
The  orders  he  had  issued  for  the  approaching 
solemnities  of  the  double  marriage  of  his  two 
sons  had  no  connexion  with  the  spirit  of  vaunt- 
ing or  superfluous  defiance.  The  measure  of 
his  strength  was  always  the  measure  of  his 
policy — but  he  knew  also  the  invincibility 
which  decisiveness  infers  in  the  opinion  of  in- 
decisive characters.  He  had  not  imbibed  it  as 
a  theory,  but  he  had  long  practised  it  as  a  suc- 
cessful fact.  It  was  necessary,  for  sundry 
cogent  reasons,  that  the  nuptials  of  Guadere 
and  Eanulph  with  the  two  heiresses  o(  Caer- 
einion  and  the  Bishop's  Keep  should  be  public, 
notorious,  unquestionable.  It  was  equally 
necessary  in  the  far-viewing  judgment  of  the 
foimder  of  Monthault  that  his  prospects  of  a 
posterity  should  be  ensured  before  the  Welsh 
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arms  thundered  on  the  breastplates  of  the 
bridegrooms.  His  spies  were  coasting  wide. 
He  feared  no  neglect  g£  surveillance  or  espion- 
age on  their  part ;  the  mystery  to  be  explained 
— the  treason  to  be  discovered — lay  within  the 
Cafitle.  Was  the  sentence  of  Excoromnnication 
a  vision  or  a  reality?  He  would  soon  ascer- 
tain. 

He  passed  the  different  sentinels.  They 
saluted  with  the  usual  formalities.  He  asked 
no  questions,  but  proceeded  onwards  to  the 
steirs  which  led  to  Guadere's  sleeping  apart- 
ment.  He  beat  with  the  handle  of  his 
poignard  at  the  door.  The  voice  was  imme- 
diately  recognised,  and  the  son,  wrapped  in  his 
military  cloak,  came  out. 

''Summon  Banxdph  and  the  Norman  Du- 
paltier,  with  a  dozen  of  his  troopers,  said  the 
Baron.  Let  horses  for  each  be  ready  at  the 
South  portal — ^let  not  a  man  besides  be  dis- 
turbed or  permitted  to  stir  till  I  return." 

Eanulph  and  the  guard  soon  appeared. 

''  I  have  had  a  dream  to-night,  Son  Guadere, 
and  I  go  to  verify  or  disprove  it.  Take  the 
patrol — ^be  alert — be  vigilant.  Ye  are  but 
sluggards  for  lovers.'* 

The  clatter  of  the  iron  hoofs  rung  clearly  in 
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the  auroral  air.  The  Marcher  directed  his 
course  to  the  Church  of  St.  Tyssil,  where  the 
ceremony  of  the  nuptials,  in  the  presence  of  as 
many  of  his  garrison  as  the  consecrated  build- 
ing would  contain,  was  intended  to  be  cele- 
brated. The  road  diverging  to  it  was  marked 
by  an  image  of  St.  Tyssil,  surmounted  by  a 
cross.  Both  had  disappeared — ^the  groove  in 
the  hollow  granite  alone  evinced  where  they 
had  stood. 

The  Marcher  checked  his  steed,  and  stoop- 
ing, examined  the  ground.  The  impress  of 
many  feet  disappearing  on  the  upland  grass, 
informed  him  that  the  removal  had  been  the 
work  of  a  multitude.  But  this  might  be  some 
capricious  act  of  Cambrian  or  Saxon  Borderers. 
He  rode  onwards  towards  the  Church.  Even 
thus  early,  a  crowd  of  peasantry,  undeterred 
by  the  impending  advance  of  the  Wekh  forces 
— ^many  indeed  in  equivocal  habiliments  and 
insignia — ^had  assembled  to  be  spectators  of 
the  rite  which  was  to  assign  to  Be  Monthault 
and  his  heirs  for  ever  the  lands  of  a  Norman 
Brother-in-arms,  and  a  hereditary  Chieftain  of 
the  Hills.  But  amongst  them  the  eye  of  the 
Marcher,  rendered  more  than  usually  observant, 
by  the  consciousness  of  the  object  of  which  he 


RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAULT.  157 

was  in  search,  instantly  detected  a  sensation — 
a  movement — as  he  approached.  They  fell 
back  from  his  path.  That  was  a  matter  of 
course,  but  the  expression  on  their  faces  as  they 
did  so  implied  a  feeling  totally  distinct  from 
deference  or  fear. 

"  Whose  grave  is  this  ?"  said  the  Baron,  dis- 
mounting, and  giving  the  reins  to  Bupaltier. 

None  answered. 

"Whose  grave  is  this,  Saxon?**  agam  he 
asked,  singling  out  an  individual  for  the  ques- 
tion. 

The  mto  drew  his  serf's  cap  over  his  brow, 
and  plunged  into  the  crowd. 

*'  Hast  thou  too  no  speech  ?"  persevered  the 
Baron,  laying  his  hand  on  the  coUar  of  the  short 
sleeveless  jerkin  of  another. 

The  man  tore  the  jerkin  from  his  neck,  threw 
it  on  the  ground,  and  bounded  over  the  stone 
waUing  of  the  little  cemetery. 

"  Why,  'tis  here,"  cried  Dupaltier,  suddenly, 
*'  that  our  comrade,  Le  Bras,  was  to  be  buried. 
He  was  brought  hither  last  eve,  to  be  interred 
at  midnight." 

"  Clear  the  space  of  this  dumb  scum,"  said 
the  Marcher.  The  mob  retreated  before  the 
troopers. 
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"  And  here,  Norman,  is  his  body/'  continaed 
Dupaltier,  pointing  to  a  hollow  slope  outside 
the  churchyard. 

'  'The  Priest  and  his  derk  shall  have  the  butt- 
end  of  my  lance,  tor  this,"  cried  the  horseman. 
"  Here,  Jacques,  give  a  hand." 

The  crowd  receded  still  further,  as  two  of  the 
mercenaries  poised  the  naked  coflin  hsj^k  into 
the  holy  precincts.  They  carried  it  to  the  side 
of  the  grave. 

''  On  your  peril,  forbear  1"  said  an  Ecdesiastic, 
stepping  between  the  Marcher  and  his  men. 

"  Forbear  I  why.  Priest  ?"  asked  Dupaltier. 

A  score  of  officials,  all  in  ebon  garbs,  came 
out  of  the  church,  and,  before  the  mercenaries 
could  decide  on  their  line  of  action,  re-trans- 
ferred the  coffin  to  its  previous  locality.  It 
was  slowly  and  gravely  done  :  they  then  again 
retired. 

The  men  gazed  on  the  Marcher  for  orders. 
He  turned,  and  followed  the  Amctionaries  into 
the  building.  Every  face  was  quite  strange  to 
him, — equally  strange  to  his  recognition  ¥ras 
the  interior  itself. 

The  Altar — ^the  prominent  object  in  every 
church  in  those  days — had  been  shifted  from 
its   foundation,   draped   in  black,  and  placed 
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below  the  chanoel-steps :  it  had  ceased  to  be  an 
altar.     The  cayity  beneath  it,  in  which  the 
Capsa,  or  receptacle  of  the  relics  of  St.  Tyssil 
had  been  deposited,  gaped  gloomily  and  va- 
cantly,— ^the  Capsa  was  no  longer  there.     The 
once  hving,  and  hereafter  to  live,  temple  of 
the  Patron  Saint  had  withdrawn  its  presence. 
The  rich  ornaments  which,  at  that  era  graced 
the  Eucharistic  part  of  the  humblest  edifice  of 
worship  had  given  way  to  clouds   of  black, 
drooping,   funereal  sackcloth.     Every  symbol 
of  Christianity,  as  the  glorious  Festival  of  Ee- 
demption,  had  disappeared  before  the  types  of 
the  Law  and  its  darkness  of  wrath.     The  statue 
of  the  Virgin,  becoming  about  this  era  uni- 
versal, was  veiled  in  the  same  repulsive  ma- 
terial, down  to  the  very  pedestal.     Each  sign 
or  memorial  that  could  indicate  the  existence  of 
the  religion  of  Mercy,  Hope  and  Joy  as  the 
relationship  of  God  to   man,  had  been  sup- 
planted by  either  vacuity  or  a  reminiscence  of 
the  Original  Curse.     The  sable  fimctionaries,  as 
they  knelt,  and  in  formal  tones  took  up  again 
the  sentences  of  the  penitential  Litany,  appeared 
only  to  give  a  deeper  expression  to  the  mourn- 
ful lifelessness  of  the  scene. 

This  was  not  the  preparation  the  Marcher 
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had  commanded.  The  Vision  was  settlinjr  into 
a  hard,  palpable  substance.  He  most  deal  with 
it  as  such.  There  was  no  necessity  for  inquir- 
ing  which  amongst  these  men  was  the  superior. 
He  beckoned  half  his  troopers  in;  the  rest 
tended  their  own  and  companions'  horses. 

"Friend,"  said  the  Marcher,  laying  his 
gauntleted  hand  on  the  Priest's  shoulder,  "  we 
must  confer  a  while." 

The  stranger  without  hesitation  rose.  There 
was  nothing  remarkable  in  his  feature  or 
deportment — ^an  ecclesiastic  with  the  habitual 
self-command  of  his  caste. 

"  Speak  on,"  said  he. 

"  First,  thy  name  ?" 

"'Tis  within  my  discretion,  Eaymond  de 
Monthault,  to  answer  thee  or  not." 

"  Hardly,  Priest." 

"From  none  here  else  wilt  thou  obtain 
speech  or  courtesy — ^from  me  this  once  alone. 
My  name  is  Walter  de  Manfree." 

"  Whence  ?" 

"  From  the  Synod  of  Canterbury." 

"  Thy  office  ?" 

"  Canon  of  the  same,  and  Sub-legate  under 
the  seal  of  the  Nuncio  of  the  Holy  City  in  this 
realm." 
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"Aye— but  here?" 

"  Apparitor  of  the  Nuncio  to  pronounce  and 
execute  ban  against  the  lord,  and  upon  the 
land  of  Monthault." 

"  Thou  wert  then  in  the  Castle  of  Monthault 
last  night  ?" 

"  Not  so — ^nor  any  of  these." 

"  Who  were  they  then,  Priest  ?  They  were 
of  thy  Order  and  thy  vizardry  ?" 

"Doubtless.  Upon  the  battlement  of  thy 
stronghold  the  voice  of  the  Church  was  to 
come  unto  thee  as  to  the  Assyrian  of  old. 
Is  her  arm  to  be  shortened  because  thou  hast 
said  in  thy  heart,  '  Tush !  there  is  no  God !' 
Are  kings  to  bow  down,  and  thou  alone  to  be 
exempt  from  the  law  of  the  Most  High? 
Wherefore  are  the  heathen  become  her  inherit- 
ance, the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  her 
possession,  if  she  rule  not  such  iniquity  as 
thine  with  a  rod  of  iron,  and  break  it  in  pieces 
as  a  potter's  vessel  ?  Is  she  to  tarry  for  ever, 
before  she  avengeth  the  death  of  her  innocents 
and  her  saints  ?  Is  the  Covenant  for  ever  to  be 
trodden  under  foot  by  such  as  thee — Pharaohs 
of  the  proud  look,  the  stony  heart,  and  the 
blaspheming  tongue  P" 
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This  was  new  language  in  broad  daylight  to 
the  Marcher. 

"  Thou  art  one  of  those,  De  Monthault,  that 
wouldst  acknowledge  no  Power  nor  E^ingdom 
of  God  established  on  the  earth.  Thou 
would'st  limit  its  ministrations  to  the  preach- 
ing of  Godliness  and  mercy.  Preaching  to  a 
scomer  and  a  man  of  blood  like  thee ! — God- 
liness to  an  infidel ! — Mercy  to  a  tyrant  and  a 
murderer!  The  Church  of  the  Lord  hath 
other  work,  besides  this,  assigned  her  against 
wickedness  in  high  places.  Is  She  breath  only 
to  admonish  and  then  be  silent  ?  Is  She  not  a 
body  with  law  to  administer,  with  hands  to  exe- 
cute, with  a  Sceptre  to  sway,  until  She  hath  made 
the  kingdoms  of  this  world  the  kingdoms  of  her 
Christ?  Are  the  armies  of  her  Israel  to  be 
dumb  before  thee,  because,  like  the  uncircum- 
cised  Philistine,  thou  and  thine  are  men  of  the 
wars  of  this  world,  clothed  in  brass,  and 
putting  thy  trust  in  the  sword,  the  spear,  and 
the  shield  of  oppression  ?" 

"And  thou  art  come  to  exercise  this  King- 
dom thou  talkest  of  in  Monthault — ^art  thou  ?" 
ominously  interrupted  the  Marcher. 

"Shalt  thou,  for  whose  peace  and  welfare 
not  one  of  the  sons  of  men  pray  unto  heaven, 
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sentence  and  condemn  thy  fellows  to  the  dun- 
geon and  death  because  they  infringe  the  thing 
thon  chooeest  to  call  thy  law,  and  thy  com- 
mandment in  thy  domain?    Shalt  thou  put 
out  the  eyes,  and  mutilate  the  limbs  of  the  serf 
that  touches  the  very  beasts  of  thy   forest, 
because  thou  callest  thyself  the  lord  and  seig- 
neur of  the  land?  and  shall  not  the  Church 
vindicate  the  law  of  the  Creator  of  the  heavens 
and  the  earth  against  thee,  the  crusher  of  the 
defenceless — ^the  assassin  of  the   servants  of 
God  ?    Is  there  no  other  law  to  be  sworn  to 
and  administered  in  this  world  but  such  as  thy 
compeers,  the  men  of  brutal  force  and  carnal 
passions,  stamp  in  brands  of  hatred  and  agony 
on  the  hearts  of  the  meek  and  the  poor  ?  Shall 
there  be  none  to  protect — no  reftige  from  the 
storm — ^no  hiding-place  imtil  thy  tyranny  be 
overpast  P     The  Kingdom  of  Him  that  sits  on 
the   Eight  Hand,  whom  thou,  Raymond   de 
Monthault,  hast  defied,  is  in  the  world,  and 
thou  shalt  know  its  power :   thou  shalt  know 
that  it  reigns  and  governs  among  the  children 
of  men.     Thou  dwellest  now  on  high,  but  it 
shall  bring  thee  low  ;  the  fortress  of  the  high 
fort  of  thy  walls  shall  it  bring  down,  lay  low, 
and  bring  to  the  ground — even  to  the  dust/* 
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''Art  thou  its  herald  or  its  soldier,  Priest?" 
questioned  the  Baron,  glancing  at  his  merce- 
naries, for  hj  this  time  the  boldest  of  the 
peasantry  had  stealthily  found  their  way  into 
the  church,  and  stood  at  the  western  end« 
listening  with  wrapt  attention  to  the  colloquy. 
The  officials  had  risen  fix)m  their  kneeling  posi- 
tion,  in  a  circle  round  the  chancel,  &cing  the 
Marcher  and  his  troopers. 

"  I  am  herald  of  no  other  message  to  thee 
than  this.  Baron  of  Monthault.  Thou  art  cot 
off  as  a  poisonous  finger  from  the  body  of 
salvation:  thou  art  severed  and  cast  to  the 
ground  from  the  vine  of  life ;  thou  art  stripped 
of  the  garment  of  the  Lord ;  thou  art  become 
again  that  child  of  wrath  and  subject  of  the 
Evil  One  which  thou  wert  by  nature.  He  that 
bindeth  in  heaven,  whatsoever  the  Church 
of  His  Spirit  first  bindeth  on  earth,  hath  by 
her  voice  delivered  thee  back  into  the  chains 
and  heritage  of  Satan.  Thou  art  arreeded,  ac- 
cursed from  the  presence  of  the  Lord  on  earth, 
even  as  the  Master  thou  servest,  the  Author 
and  Origm  of  all  bane  is  from  his  presence  in 
Heaven.  Let  none  accost  thee,  save  in  the 
words,  '  The  Lord  rebuke  iJiee,  Satan ! '  Let 
none  approach,  touch,  or  tend  thee  with  bread 
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or  with  water,  with  light  or  with  fire,  with 
vestment  or  vessel — ^untU  thou  hast  with  thine 
own  hands  hewed  off  thy  spurs — discrowned  thy 
head — ^made  vile  thy  omature — sat  thee  down 
in  tears  and  ashes — ^bewailed  thy  iniquities — 
thrown  thyself  at  the  feet  of  the  Cross,  and  the 
Church,  and  confessed  on  her  bosom, — '  I  have 
sinned  against  heaven  and  against  thee !'  Do 
this,  Eaymond  de  Monthault,  and  there  may 
yet  he  pardon  and  peace  for  thy  scarlet  soul. 
Fear  not  to  humble  thyself;  fear  not  the 
derision  or  wonder  of  man,  but  look  to  thy 
own  eternity ;  fear  the  day  that  is  nigh,  even 
as  a  shadow  upon  thee,  fear  that  God  whose 
&ce  is  set  against  the  wicked,  fear  Him  that 
can  cast  both  thy  body  and  soul  into  hell." 

"  Thou  art  as  bold  a  Herald  as  ever  dehvered 
cartel  to  a  mortal  foe,  Priest.  Thou  hast  done 
thy  devoir  tp  thy  Master  and  his  Eealm  as  a 
soldier  should.  And  now  quit  thee  hence.  I 
want  no  more  red  stains  from  shepherd  or  sheep 
on  these  palms.  Thy  stay  here  is  even  now 
over-prolonged  for  my  purposes.  Hence  with 
these  mumming  friars  of  thine.  Advance 
Dupaltier — down  with  this  burial  crape." 

"  If  ye  are  Christian  men,  and   hope  for 
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deliverance  from  the  burning  pit,  whose  smoke 
ascendeth  for  ever,  said  the  Priest,  placing 
himself  in  front  of  the  Norman,  withdraw 
yourselves  from  this  man.  He  that  joineth 
himself  unto  him  is  partaker  of  his  sin." 

"  Take  heed.  Priest,"  whispered  De  Mon- 
thault,  in  the  savage  tone  which  indicated  the 
rising  of  the  storm,  "  thou  camest  here  as  aa 
ambassador  from  one  Eangdom  to  another — 
from  one  Lord  to  another.  Thou  art  turning 
from  an  ambassador  into  a  traitor  and  suborner 
of  my  subjects." 

''It  is  thou  that  are  suborning  the  souls 
which  Cairist  redeemed,  back  again  to  hell. 
Norman,"  replied  the  Priest.  "  Separate  your- 
selves from  this  Excommunicate:  bring  not 
the  woe  upon  your  souls,  of  which  it  is 
written,  'They   that   receive    not    them   that 

I  send,  it  shall  be  worse  for  that  city  in  the 

• 

Day  of  Judgment  than  for  Sodom  and 
Gomorrha.'  " 

The  countenances  of  more  than  one  of  the 
troopers  betrayed  symptoms  of  vacillation: 
quick  as  thought  the  Marcher  noted  them. 

"  This  comes,  said  he,  from  the  grace  of 
listening.     Thou  art  teaching  sedition  to  my 
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tarooperSy  Priest :  in  thine  own  cant  thou  art 
sowing  Church  tares  among  mj  Monthault 
wheat.     Have  thy  guerdon." 

And  grappling  the  canon  by  the  throat,  he 
hurled  him  with  the  utmost  exertion  of  his 
great  bodily  strength  to  the  pavement. 

"  Out  with  him,"  continued  he,  pointing  to 
the  stunned  and  insensible  body,  "  out  with 
him,  ye  gaping  dotards.  Swathe  him,  Dupaltier, 
with  thy  baldric,  and  heave  him  up  to  thy 
comrades  outside.  He  shall  babble  to  the  draw- 
wells  of  Monthault.  And  if  this  touch  of  our 
carnal  kingdom  be  not  enough  for  his  cowl,  he 
shall  taste  more  heavily  of  it  before  he  leave. 

"  And  you  that  have  ventured  within  the 
frontiers  of  the  March,  without  permission 
sought,  or  passport  given,  from  its  Suzerain,  ye 
sometimes  mute,  and  sometimes  whining,  var- 
letry,  the  file  and  refuse  of  this  Holy  Kingdom, 
unless  ye  desire  your  ribs  and  the  scourge  of 
Bastorgus  to  be  speedily  met,  back  with  you  to 
Canterbury!  Back,  ye  knaves  of  words  and 
Ues !  tell  your  Nuncio  and  his  Synod  the 
greeting  De  Monthault  g^ves  to  spies  and 
traitors  in  sacerdotal  gowns.  Prick  their  lazy 
loins  with  thy  lance,  Dupaltier.  Have  they  lead 
in  their  heels?" 
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Wiih  iU-conoealed  scowls  the  peasaDtry  noted 
the  extrusion  of  the  Brotherhood,  and  followed 
them  into  the  outer  air.  They  were  too  help- 
less to  interfere,  but  to  evince  their  sympathy, 
they  drew  up  in  a  circle  at  a  distance  of  some 
hundred  yards  round  their  spiritual  visitante. 
"  Replace  this  altar/'  quoth  the  Marcher, 
"  unveil  the  Blessed  Mother  —  tear  down 
these  hangings  —  have  we  Lent  in  autumn 
here?  these  ravens  to  croak  on  Monthault 
ground ! " 

The  mercenaries  recovered  their  energetic 
obedience  immediately  the  spell  of  the  Canon's 
oratory  was  dissipated  by  the  fearlessness  of  the 
master  spirit  amongst  them.  The  ominous  in- 
vestiture of  the  chancel  and  galleries  was 
roughly  brought  down,  accumulated  into  a  pile, 
carried  upon  lance-points  into  the  churchyard, 
and,  in  a  few  minutes,  by  the  agency  of  steel 
and  flint,  wrapped  in  a  rolling  cloud  of  flames. 
The  Marcher  closed  and  locked  the  door,  de- 
Uvering  the  key  to  one  of  his  train.  "  Let  us 
look  upon  him  that  will  dare  prevent  the  burial 
of  a  Monthault  soldier,"  said  he,  as  at  his  com- 
mand the  remains  of  Le  Bras  were  again  trans- 
ferred within  the  consecrated  precincts. 
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The  body  was  lowered  into  the  grave,  the 
earth  heaped  upon  it,  trodden  down,  and  sur- 
mounted with  green  turf. 

"  Paynim  or  Christian,  whichever  he  was/' 
said  Xhipaltier^  "  and  having  never  heard  Le 
Bras  call  himself  Paynim,  I  warrant  him  a 
Christian, — ^he  was  a  man.  He  shall  have  the 
interment  of  a  man.  Who  gave  these  priests 
right  to  treat  the  human  dead  like  dogs  and 
camonr 

"  Who,  indeed  ?"  repeated  the  Norman. 
'*  He  fell  in  his  harness  as  a  soldier  expects  to 
&11,  and  foul  attend  the  service  of  Monthault 
when  the  limbs  that  struck  its  enemies  are  left 
to  rot  for  crows  and  kites  at  the  bidding  of 
dome  knave  calling  himself  a  Canterbury 
Canon." 

"  Stick  thy  spear  in,  Dupaltier,  'tis  the  wor- 
thiest grave-cross  for  a  warrior's  memento.  If 
it  be  moved  a  hand's  breadth,  I'll  level  this 
pebble  and  mortar  bam  of  theirs  below  its 
streamer." 

And  stretching  out  his  arm  towards  the  pea- 
santry, he  pointed  menacingly  to  the  upright 
beam  of  the  spear. 

The  Sub-legate  had  recovered  his  senses,  and 
sat  with  wonderful  composure  behind  one  of 

VOL.  III.  I 
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the  horsemen.  The  blood  was  welling  &om 
the  back  of  his  head  in  slow  drops  over  his 
ecclesiastical  garment. 

'*  A  traitor  s  work  shall  have  traitor's  meed/' 
said  the  Baron,  ascending  his  saddle.  '*  How 
deal  ye  with  those  that  are  fidse  to  their  vows 
in  convent  and  nunnery,  Priest?" 

The  Canon  made  no  reply. 

'^  Ye  bnild  them  up,  monk  or  nun  alike,  in  a 
cell  ten  &thoms  down,  with  a  loaf  of  the 
smallest,  and  water  of  the  scantiest  measure ; 
and  when  ye  open  the  oeU  again,  in  lieu  of  the 
once.beloved  brother  or  erring  sister,  ye  find  a 
peeled  and  fleshless  skeleton.    Is  it  not  so  ?" 

But  the  Priest  persisted  in  his  silence. 

"  *Tifl  so— or  ye  are  sorely  belied.  And 
wherefore?  Is  it  such  deathly  sin  of  itself 
that  monk  or  nun  should  not  deny  nature  its 
self  and  its  pleasures  ?  or  is  it  ye — ^y e  and  your 
Order — that  make  it  so?  And  thus  makmg 
it,  ye  entomb  them  alive,  not  for  the  deed,  but 
for  the  Order.  Ye  know  AiU  well  how  to  deal 
with  treason  and  fiaithlessness,  to  your  own 
Caste — BO  does  Monthault  to  his." 

The  Marcher  had  by  this  time  advanced 
some  space  homeward.  A  shout,  however,  in 
the  rear,  induced  him  to  pull  up. 
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"  What  means  that  ?  *'  said  he,  observing  that 
not  one  of  the  assemblage  that  he  had  left 
behind  at  so  respectM  a  distance  from  himself, 
had  moved  from  the  spot  where  they  had  con- 
fdsedly  huddled  themselves  together.  "  Eide 
back,  Dupaltier." 

The  soldier  turned,  put  his  horse  to  a  sharp 
canter,  leaped  the  low  enclosure,  and  made 
towards  the  peasantry.  "  Ha ! "  said  he,  stop- 
ping abruptly  at  the  grave,  and  dismountmg, 
"  This  is  quick  defiance.*'* 

A  javelin,  which  had  scarcely  ceased  to 
quiver  in  the  ground,  had  struck  the  spear  with 
so  true  and  keen  a  blow  as  to  divide  it  sheer  in 
the  midst,  the  lower  half  still  remaining  in  the 
sods  of  the  grave.  The  upper  half,  which  had 
dropped  across  the  sod,  Dupaltier  took  up  and 
with  the  javelin  conveyed  without  further 
tarriance  to  the  Baron. 

^^  Beautifully  dean ! ''  remarked  the  trooper, 
pointing  to  the  shaven  smoothness  of  the 
section.  '^  A  Yenedotian  shoulder  and  a  right 
strong  one  too,  must  have  launched  that  bolt 
to  have  cut  like  a  lurdane*s  razor." 

The  Baron  glanced  more  blackly  at  his  prir 
soner.  Under  the  subtle  soldiering  of  the 
Church,  vfhich  he  so  abhorred,  yet  knew  not 
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how  to  effectively  combat,  Saxon  and  Venedo- 
tian  had  akeady  shaken  hands  and  coalesced 
against  him. 

"Well  keep  our  troth  with  them,  never- 
theless/" said  he>  "  St.  Tyssil  shall  smell  some 
Norman  smoke  to-night,  be  the  men  that 
launched  it  serf  or  Yenetine.  Keep  thy  seat, 
Priest, — 'tis  the  last  thon  wilt  ever  bestride." 

At  a  smart  pace  the  little  detachment  soon 
arrived  within  espial  of  the  Castle.  The  Mar- 
cher's eye  was,  as  we  have  hinted,  believed 
supernatural,  for  its  extreme  accuracy  and 
extent  of  vision. 

"  Some  of  ye,"  said  he,  pausing  on  the  emi- 
nence, ''  tell  me  what  are  those  people  yonder 
on  the  southern  ridge  ?  " 

But  none  of  the  troopers  could  decipher 
them — ^all  they  could  discern  was,  that  they 
were  moving  eastward  from  Monthault. 

On  the  slopes  of  the  hills,  the  Marcher  de- 
tected other  isolated  parties,  all  tending  in  one 
direction,  eastward — ^into  the  very  jaws  of  the 
Snowdon  Princes.  Suddenly,  a  whole  fiimily, 
consisting  of  the  mother,  the  father,  three  adult 
sons,  a  boy  and  two  girls  of  tender  years, 
emerged  from  the  side  of  the  road. 

At  the  sight  of  the  troopers,  all,  with  the 
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exception  of  the  boy,  who  stood  petrified  with 
alarm,  took  to  flight,  and  were  soon  lost  in  the 
forest. 

"Who  speaks  Saxon  here?"  asked  the 
Baron. 

A  soldier  answered  in  the  aflBrmative.  After 
many  efforts,  a  brief  colloquy  was  established 
between  him  and  the  terrified  stripling. 

"  Are  not  these  people  serfs  of  Monthault  ?  " 
questioned  the  Marcher,  when  it  seemed  ended. 

The  soldier,  who  repUed  with  considerable 
hesitation,  intimated  that  they  were. 

"  Why  are  they  not  in  Castle-hold,  then, 
when  these  war-wolves  of  the  North  are  scour- 
ing the  frontiers?  Why  followed  they  not 
behind,  when  they  saw  our  blazonry  ?" 

"  Not  a  third  of  them  are  under  protection, 
Norman,"  responded  the  soldier — "look  at 
this  yew-tree  badge  in  the  yoimgster's  cap.  He 
tells  me  aU  we  see  moving  eastward,  yonder, 
on  the  hills,  have  the  same  pass-leaf." 

"And  what  is  it?" 

"  'Tis  a  safe  conduct,  or  something  similar, 
given  them  by  the  Abbot  of  Cwmhir,  from  the 
Monthault  demesne  to  the  Welsh  army.  He 
that  sports  it  has  life  and  goods  secured  him 
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by  the  Snowdon  Lords.  So,  at  least,  this  lad 
asserts." 

The  Baron  felt  as  we  may  imagine  the  sea- 
man  does  when  the  tide  on  which  his  barque 
gorgeously  floated  ebbs  away,  till  the  noble 
framework  sinks,  deserted  by  its  proper  element, 
on  the  hitherto  concealed  and  insidious  reef. 
A  conflict  was  marshalling  its  forces  from  the 
four  quarters  against  him.  The  doom  of  the 
Canon  was  internally  sealed. 

The  boy  was  pitched  aside,  and  the  troop 
wound  up  the  approach  to  the  portcullis. 

More  volunteers  of  the  Dyke  were  waiting 
the  Baron's  return.  A  few  subalterns  and 
officers,  such  as  he  reposed  frdl  confidence  in, 
were  conversing,  not  loudly,  but  emphaticafly, 
with  them. 

"  I'U  stand  by  him  against  Pope,  Church, 
King,  or  people,"  the  Baron  heard  one  exclaim, 
''  if  he  promise  me  well  and  pay  me  better 
No  Bull  that  ever  came  from  £ome  or  London 
shall  do  away  my  craft." 

The  backs  of  these  individuals  were  turned 
towards  the  Marcher  as  he  approached.  They 
were  intently  examining  something  that 
dangled  from  a  broad  phylactery  nailed  on  the 
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arch-stone  of  the  portcuUis.     None  appeared 
disposed  to  touch  it. 

Nor  the  Marcher  either  for  many  minutes. 
He  lifted  his  hand  to  shade  his  eyes  in  gazing 
at  it,  and  as  he  did  so  the  open  palm  gradually 
oontracted  into  a  convulsive  clenching,  his  lips 
curled  into  a  white  bow,  his  sight  retired 
beneath  his  brows,  and  his  breast  seemed  to 
enlarge  the  very  cuirass  he  wore. 

The  bridge  had  long  been  lowered,  but  he 
and  his  steed  remained  without  putting  hoof 
upon  it.  On  one  side  was  De  Monthault,  on 
the  other,  above  the  entrance  to  the  Castle  of 
his  pride  and  power,  was  the  Papal  Lead  and 
Fisherman's  seal  of  Excommunication :  nothing 
to  look  at,  but,  in  those  days,  a  fiat  of  outlawry 
from  Christendom. 

He  ceased  to  breathe,  for  his  whole  nature 
was  absorbed  in  drinking  in  the  sight  and 
meaning  of  that  suspended  missive  against  all 
he  had,  all  he  valued  or  treasured  in  the  world. 
He  knew  there  was  a  warfare  without  end 
before  him:  that  at  that  moment  his  name 
was  a  proscription  in  every  priestly  conclave — 
perhaps  at  every  priestly  altar  in  Europe.  He 
knew,  also,  that  in  this  fight  the  very  first  to 
desert  him  would  be  those  who  were  first  to 
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second  him  against  all  other,  all  human  foes— 
his  fellows  of  the  Norman  chivalry.  No 
stouter  or  braver  will  ever  existed  than  De 
Monthault,  but  had  he  possessed  a  thousand- 
fold his  resources,  he  might  have  been  excused 
the  pregnant  pause  that  now  rivetted  him  to 
his  steed. 

He  stretched  out  his  arm — ^withdrew  it 
again  to  his  forehead. 

"  Let  the  wicked  man  turn  from  his  wicked- 
ness unto  the  Lord  his  God,  and  He  will  have 
mercy  upon  him,"  broke  in  the  voice  of  the 
Sub-legate. 

The  Marcher's  head  moved  mechanically  half 
round. 

"  Pay  us  with  gold,  Norman — ^feed  us  with 
thy  ale  and  venison — and  thou  shalt  use  us  to 
the  death-rattle  against  Pope,  God,  or  devil." 

The  Baron's  head  turned  again  upon  the  fece 
of  the  speaker,  a  Border  brigand's,  without  a 
single  line  of  fear  or  conscience  in  its  redoubt- 
able lineaments. 

But  the  hand  still  remained  withdrawn. 
The  Marcher's  mind  in  that  moment  shot 
across  the  continent  to  the  Vatican — ^to  the  ten 
thousand  churches  and  hundred  thousand 
soldiers,  in  gown  and  crozier,  of  the  mighty 
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Antagonism  he  was  about  to  enter  the  arena 
against. 

But  then  that  eye  of  his  rose  by  inches  from 
the  Lead  and  the  Seal,  until,  high  in  the  air,  it 
encountered  his  Marchland  Flag  just  fanned  by 
the  morning  breeze. 

And  the  Marcher  rent  from  the  arch-stone 
both  Phylactery  and  Seal,  spat  upon  them,  tore 
one  from  the  other,  and  cast  them  on  either 
hand  into  the  moat. 

"Be  free  or  dead,  Monthault!"  were  his 
words,  as  his  horse  now  bounded  across  the 
draw-bridge. 

The  Dyke  Rievers  gave  him  a  long  and  lusty 
cheer,  and  entered  on  his  tra&i.  They  were 
now  sure  of  desperate  work,  long  service,  rich 
pay.  Pew  but  such  would  enlist  in  such  a 
cause :  these  were  the  men  that  owned  no  other 
priest  or  law  than  the  best  paymaster. 

Some  minutes  before  the  Baron's  entrance  a 
scene  had  occurred  in  the  court-yard.  Among 
the  levies  which  were  collecting  round  the 
Monthault  standard  from  the  neutral,  or  as  it 
indeed  was,  the  battle-ground  of  the  Severn 
frontier,  a  young  man  with  his  horse  in  excel- 
lent condition,  and  his  arms  frimished  for 
immediate  field-service,  had  presented  himself 
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Bs  a  volunteer.  The  letter  he  delivered  to  Jaxl 
from  one  of  the  Gwentland  Peers,  stated  that 
the  homicide  of  an  influential  Welshman  at 
Chepstow  necessitated  his  temporary  absence, 
pledging  at  the  same  time  the  name  of  the 
writer  for  his  skill  as  a  man-at-arms.  Jarl  had 
referred  the  recruit  to  Le  Trevaux,  and  Le 
Trevauz  had  quartered  him  among3t  the  miscel- 
laneous horde  of  dykemen,  serfs,  and  retainers 
until  he  could  examine  his  qualifications  at  more 
leisure.  He  moved  incessantly  amongst  these 
two  latter  classes,  whispering  afew  words  to  each, 
till  the  agitation  he  thus  produced  attracted 
Ghiadere's  observation.  The  attention  of  the 
crowd  within  had  by  this  time  been  concen- 
trated upon  the  stranger.  Thin  slips  of  vellum 
had  been  distributed  by  some  invisible  hand 
amongst  them ;  every  new  motion  he  made  was 
keenly  watched.  He  himself  descried  Guadere's 
approaxsh  through  the  throng.  The  miUtaiy 
uniform  fell  as  if  by  magic  from  his  person,  and 
the  volunteer  stood  forth  on  the  armoury  steps, 
an  emaciated  and  bare-necked  friar.  His 
shrunken  veins  attested  the  asceticism  of  his 
life;  his  wild,  leaping  eye  the  fanaticism  of  his 
brain. 

*'  Woe  to  the  accursed  house,  to  the  habi- 
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tatioDr  of  iniquity — ^to  the  strong  place  cemented 
with  the  flesh  and  moistened  with  the  blood  of 
the  oppressed.  Come  out  of  it,  ye  that  would 
not  be  partakers  of  its  plagues — Chaste  ye  out  of 
this  Synagogue  of  Satan — ^fly  ye  from  Sodom 
to  the  caves  and  the  mountains — ^tarry  not  for 
child  or  substance — ^why  should  your  souls 
perish  in  joining  themselves  to  Abaddon  and 
his  Hold  ?  I  proclaim  the  ban  of  Holy  Church 
in  the  name  of  the  most  blessed  Vicar  and 
Vice-regent  of  the  Lord,  the  Prince  of  the 
ApostleS;  the  thrice  holy  Pontiff,  against  this 
Cafitle  of  Monthault,  and  all  that  will  abide 
therein.  The  very  dust  of  my  garment  I 
shake  forth  against  it.  Be  it  trodden  down,  a 
waste  and  a  howling,  a  desolation  and  a  byword 
under  the  feet  of  them  that  hate  it.  Let  its 
name  be  clean  blotted  out — ^let  the  generation  of 
them  that  built  it  be  forgotten  on  the  earth  ;  the 
nettle  and  the  bramble  henceforth  grow  on  its 
walls — ^the  owl  and  the  bat  nestle  in  its  secret 
chambers.  Let  all  that  pass  by  cry.  Curse  ye, 
MeroZy  curse  ye  Monthault, — ^for  it  is  forsaken 
of  the  Lord,  it  is  delivered  unto  an  everlasting 
destruction.  There  shall  be  none  to  help,  or 
wail,  or  weep  over  thee,  0  Tower  of  Babylon ! 
for  the  cry  of  the  innocent  blood  within  thee, 
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aiid  the  bitter  sighing  of  the  captives  have 
gone  up  into  the  ear  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts. 
He  hath  blown  a  trumpet  in  Zion,  and  sounded 
an  alarm  on  his  Holy  Mountain.  His  day 
upon  Monthault  Cometh,  it  is  nigh  at  hand, — 
a  day  of  darkness  and  gloominess,  a  day  of 
clouds  and  thick  darkness  upon  the  hills.  He 
shall  make  it  a  hissing  to  the  winds  of  Heaven, 
the  memory  thereof  a  terror  unto  the  ages  to 
come.  Give,  0  Lord — ^yea,  thou  hast  given 
the  Ahab  of  Monthault  into  the  hands  of  them 
that  seek  his  life.  Spare  him  not,  ye  that  hate 
his  soul ! — hew  him  to  pieces,  a  sacrifice  well- 
pleasing  unto  Otod:  blessed  shall  he  be  that 
taketh  him  and  his  sons,  and  dasheth  them 
against  the  ground.  Flee  ye,  flee  ye  to  the  East ! 
Speed  ye,  like  doves,  from  the  spot  the  Lord 
and  His  Church  hath  doomed!  Her  battle- 
ments are  falling — ^her  walls  are  destroyed — ^the 
chariot  and  the  horsemen  are  prancing  on  her 
ashes,  her  princes  and  men  of  war  are  as  wood 
and  as  stubble  before  the  fury  of  the  Avenger." 
Earnestness  always  produces  a  certain  effect. 
The  Monk  was  in  right  earnest,  and  his  fierce 
denunciation  of  the  Curse  he  had  been  commis- 
sioned to  pronounce,  with  the  strange  expression 
of  a  face  conscious  of  its  approaching  death  (he 
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knew  the  cost  of  such  a  commission  to  Mon- 
thault),  caused  the  mixed  audience  he  addressed 
to  sway  to  and  fro  in  moans  and  sobs  of  women 
and  children,  in  the  deeper  adjurations  of  men. 
The  harangue,  couched  in  nervous  vemacidar 
Saxon,  had  with  difficulty  been  understood  by 
Guadere  but  immediately  he  gathered  its 
purport,  he  sprung  on  the  stairs,  and  throttling 
the  speaker,  was  on  the  point  of  plunging  his 
poignard  into  his  throat,  when,  at  that  moment, 
the  Baron  himself  dashed  into  the  quadrangle. 
He  comprehended  what  he  saw  immediately. 
The  sobbing  and  ejaculations  were  at  once 
hushed.  The  multitude  cowered  together  as  he 
backed  his  steed  towards  Guadere. 

"  Stay !"  said  he.  "  Slay  him  not.  Summon 
B^rga,.  «ad  hi  «.rmg-irou,  here." 

A  shudder  ran  round  the  Court,  and  repeated 
shrieks  burst  from  the  Saxon  females.  The 
Marcher's  steed  was  led  off  by  his  squire. 

"  Art  thou,  too,  from  Canterbury  ?"  said  he, 
to  the  Monk. 

*'  Apage,  Satana !"  repUed  the  Monk,  receding 
with  a  gesture  of  horror. 

"  m  give  thee  wings,  presently,  to  fly  home- 
ward.    Hither,  Bastorgus !" 
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The  executioner,  maJdng  a  broad  path— for 
every  one  drew  aside  from  contact  with  him— 
took  his  station  by  the  Marcher.  His  atten- 
dant, an  ugly,  deformed  dwarf,  foUowed  his 
heels  with  a  coal-brazier  and  sundry  instru- 
ments. The  serfdom  believed  that  he  was 
about  to  exercise  his  vocation  on  the  Monk, 
but  they  erred. 

"  Form  double  column  there,"  cried  the 
Marcher,  to  the  officer  on  guard. 

The  troops  fell  into  the  position  commanded, 
leaving  just  space  enough  for  one  individual  to 
pass  along  the  interval  between  them. 

''  March  me  those  serfs  up  one  by  one,"  said 
the  Baron. 

The  first  serf  was  walked  up  between  the 
files  till  he  was  halted  before  the  Baron. 

*'  Strip  thy  tunic  off,  Saxon." 

The  man  obeyed. 

"  Brand  him  on  the  breast  with  the  brand 
of  Monthault,  Bastorgus.  Rub  thy  soot  well 
in,  that  no  Marcher  on  the  Westiands  may 
claim  my  stray  sheep,  whilst  the  Welshman  is 
leaguered  against  these  walls,  or  the  Priest- 
hood are  mumbling  Anathemas  on  my  head. 
None,  I  wot,  will  dare  own  or  harbour  a  waif 
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of  mine  whilst  banner  and  pinnacle  stick  to- 
gether on  yonder  Keep.  He  that  does  shall 
rue  the  cost." 

The  headsman  planted  a  heated  iron  of 
minnte,  shallow,  innmnerable  pins  upon  the 
breast  of  the  serf,  struck  it  sharply,  and  the 
dwarf  forthwith  kneaded  a  handful  of  soot  into 
the  punctures.  This  scutcheon  of  the  viUein- 
Bge  of  Monthault  was  indelible. 

The  males  were  all  branded  on  the  same 
spot.  The  females  on  the  upper  part  of  the 
left  arm.     Not  a  child  or  infant  was  exempted. 

''  Hence  now  to  your  huts  and  hearths,  each 
to  his  own,"  exclaimed  De  Monthault.  **  Make 
what  terms  for  a  time  ye  may  with  the  Snow- 
don  host ;  vow  yourselves  to  the  Church,  and 
see  that  ye  don  in  your  caps  the  yew-tree 
signal  of  Cwmhir.  But  when  I  have  beaten 
back  these  Venetines,  let  me  not,  in  my  first 
ride,  find  father  or  son,  mother  or  daughter,  of 
ye  unretumed  to  his  plough  and  his  stead. 
I'U  show  ye  how  I'll  deal  with  such  as  advise 
ye  otherwise.  He  that  listens  to  them,  TU 
find  him  wherever  he  skulks  between  the  four 
seas,  I'U  impale  till  he  dies  a  grain  an  hour 
on  a  Marcher's  lance.  Away  with  them,  IHi- 
paltier,  beyond  the  barbican.     When  I  send  a 
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bolt  from  the  catapult  above  their  heads,  let 
them  disperse." 

When  the  last  had  disappeared,  the  Baron, 
beckoning  to  a  gang  of  dykemen,  pointed  to  the 
Monk.  Ghiadere  released  him  to  their  custody, 
and  the  whole  party,  including  the  Canterbury 
Canon,  proceeded  up  the  staircase  of  the  central 
Tower,  and  in  due  time  attained  the  battlements. 
Here  every  species  of  enginery  that  the  science 
of  the  middle  ages  had  invented  for  the  de- 
fence of  such  Castles  was  displayed  in  for* 
midable  array.  Blocks  of  granite  and  shale 
were  piled  up  at  regular  distances,  as  cannon- 
balls  are  in  modem  war£EU*e.  These  were  the 
ammunition  of  the  enormous  mechanical  con- 
trivances, which  were  afterwards  but  veiy 
slowly  superseded  by  the  invention  and  appli- 
cation of  the  more  scientific  artillery  of  gun- 
powder. 

"  Thou  hast,  I  understand,''  said  the  Marcher, 
whO|  during  the  ascent,  had  been  conversing 
with  Ghiadere,  "  been  preaching  to  the  gar- 
rison of  Monthault.  Thou  hast  tried  to  hound 
my  men  against  my  Life  and  Flag.  In  the 
heart  of  my  citadel  thou  hast  vented  such 
treason  against  its  lord  as  would  smite  off  the 
head  of  any  trooper  or  officer  of  mine.     Spetk, 
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Monk;  wherefore  should  I  make  any  differ- 
ence between  thee  and  them ;  between  treason 
and  cursing  against  me  in  thee,  and  treason 
and  cursing  against  me  in  them  P" 

But  the  soul  of  the  zeal-devoured  Monk  was 
soaring  in  regions  beyond  the  challenge  of  the 
Marcher's  argument.  He  had  faUen  on  his 
knees  before  the  Canon;  and,  with  his  eyes 
closed  aud  hands  clasped,  was  murmuring  in 
Latin  his  last  Confession.  It  was  soon  con- 
cluded ;  and  as  the  "  Absolvo  te  nunc  et  in 
secula  seculorum"  of  the  Ecclesiastic  ceased,  he 
rose  and  faced  the  Marcher. 

"  Thou  hast  no  defence.  Monk,"  said  the 
latter,  after  a  prolonged  examination  of  his 
wrapt  and  glowing  features. 

"  Who  goeth  to  war,  and  counteth  not  the 
cost  ?  Who  hopeth  for  the  crown  that  beareth 
not  the  cross  ?  Who  shall  save  his  life  but  he 
that  now  loseth  it  ?"  said  the  Sub-legate. 

"  Bind  him,"  cried  the  Marcher,  without 
replying.  The  Monk  submitted  like  an  auto- 
maton to  the  operation. 

"  Remove  that  mass,"  continued  the  Baron, 
pointing  to  a  fragment  of  granite,  ready  to  be 
discharged  on  the  extremity  of  the  arm  of  a 
balista. 


186  RAYMOND  D£  MOKTHAULT. 

The  mass  was  removed. 

"  Lay  him  there  instead  of  it/' 

Without  an  attempt  at  motion  of  any  kind, 
the  Monk  permitted  himself  to  be  extended 
horizontaUy  on  the  solid  tree  which  formed 
the  arm. 

The  serfdom  without  and  the  garrison  within 
knew  now  what  was  to  ensue.  About  two 
thousand  fiices  were  turned  upwards  at  the 
spectacle. 

*'  He'll  not  launch  him/'  said  a  Riever,  as 
the  suspense  became  terribly  painM. 

*'  He  is  more  likely  to  launch  the  two  than 
spare  the  one,"  was  the  response.  **  Did 
Monthault  ever  forgive  such  work  in  his  own 
den?" 

"  Where  is  that  priestly  loon  of  the  Forest 
Convent,  Ap  Ithel?"  questioned  Baymond. 
"  Let  him  see  the  guerdon  we  award  the 
gowns  that  thwart  the  sword;  'twill  lesson 
him  to  his  forenoon  task." 

The  unhappy  and  panting  Ap  Ithel  was 
soon  produced.  Terror  and  darkness  had  al- 
ready effected  a  lamentable  deterioration  in  his 
formerly  smooth  and  buxom  cheeks;  the  colour 
had  retreated  to  one  solitary  hectic  flush,  and 
a  nervous  tremor  pervaded  his  whole  person — 
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the  more  evident  to  the  spectators  as  the  at- 
tempts he  made  to  check  it  merely  served  to 
prove  it  beyond  his  power  of  repression.  He 
stared  in  a  species  of  stupor  at  the  scene  to 
which  he  was  introduced. 

"  This  is  a  raven  of  thy  Order,  Ap  Ithel, 
whom  I  have  detected  boding  ill  to  Monthault/' 

*'  A  prophet  of  the  Lord !  a  Micaiah  in  the 
court  of  Ahab!"  groaned  Ap  Ithel,  unwit- 
tingly, for  fright  had  partiaUy  deranged  every 
fiunilty  in  his  common-place  mind. 

**  A  what  ?"  cried  the  Baron. 

Ap  Ithel  could  command  no  answer,  for  hi? 
eyes  became  fixed  on  the  extended  body  of  the 
young  Friax. 

"  Is  he  dead,  Guadere  ?"  asked  the  Marcher, 
noting  the  placitude  of  the  features  and  stir- 
lessness  of  the  limbs. 

But  the  eyelids  of  the  Friar  opened,  and 
Guadere  drew  back  from  fronting  them. 

"  Thou  shalt  voyage  on  the  same  journey 
for  mutiny  as  thy  Frere  here  does  for  exciting 
treason,  Ap  Ithel,  if  thou  anon  obeyest  not  my 
will.  His  flock  below  are  tarrying.  Unbolt, 
Bastorgus !" 

The  headsman  sprung  the  balista.  With  a 
sharp  rushing  sound,  which  indicated  the  vast 
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force  of  the  impelling  power,  the  body  of  the 
Friar  shot  in  an  arc  through  the  air,  high  and 
far  over  the  heads  of  the  serfdom.  The  black 
mass  winged  its  way  onward,  every  breath 
being  for  the  moment  suspended.  Then  it 
declined,  swept  earthward,  and  fell  with  a  single 
dull  crash  at  the  basement  of  the  outer  rock. 
A  shapeless  heap  of  gore  and  fragments  was 
all  that  remained  of  the  dauntless  zealot. 

"  Dost  thou  see,  dost  thou  feel  that  ?  wilt 
thou  remember  it,  Monk?"  said  Baymond, 
turning,  after  he  had  watched  the  descent,  to 
Ap  Ithel.  Shall  we  have  to  combat  with  thee, 
too,  for  the  lordship  of  Monthault?  If  the 
Triple  Crown  itself  bearded  me  within  these 
battlements,  I  would  dispatch  his  holy  Sieur- 
ship  to  the  same  spot  where  now  his  emissary 
lies." 

Ap  Ithel  had  not  withdrawn  his  petrified 
look  from  the  place  where  the  Friar  had  fallen. 

''  Shake  him,  Bastorgus  I  Conduct  him  to 
his  cell  again.  Let  him  ruminate  there  on 
March  law,  such  as  we  execute  sans  King  or 
Charter  in  our  own  domain.  Do  these  Priests 
dream  that  we  will  exempt  a  head  from  its  due 
penalties,  because  it  is,  forsooth,  shaven,  and 
quotes  to  me  a  thousand-mile-off  Pontiff?    Did 
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he  win,  or  does  he  now  guard  and  harrow, 
these  fiefs  of  Monthault?  Has  he  built  or 
does  he  man  these  towers  ?  Ib  it  he  and  his 
corded  legions  have  battled  with  the  Vene- 
tines  ?  or  could  he  hold  it  a  month  and  a  day 
ag-i^thei.  league  ^da^entP  Conri^ 
this  Canterbury  Canon  to  the  Bed  Chamber, 
Qnadere.     His  turn  will  come  ere  sun-set." 

"  How  long,  0  Lord,  holy  and  true,  wilt 
thou  not  avenge  the  death  of  thy  saints  \"  ex- 
claimed the  Canon,  raising  his  arms  towards 
heaven. 

"Ah !  vengeance  is  dear  to  thy  priestly  heart, 
Canon ;  so  is  it  to  these  carnal  ones,  only  we 
wait  no  one's  time  to  take  it.  Thy  metal  is 
the  same  as  his  that  went  seething  through 
the  wind  just  now;  but  our  furnaces  have 
melted  tougher  steel  than  goes  to  the  compo* 
sition  of  thy  bones.     Eemove  him,  bon  fils/* 

The  Baron  waved  all  his  attendants  down. 

**  *Tis  best,"  thought  he,  after  their  depar- 
ture, "  to  dismiss  the  craven  herd  yonder,  their 
mind  being  once  infected  by  the  poison  of  that 
crazy  gospeller.  But  it  is  a  life-long  warfare  I 
have  incurred.  Ahl  this  devilry  of  words — 
the  soul,  immortality,  the  church,  heaven,  hell 
— crumble  some  of   my  stoutest    hearts    to 


190  BATMOND  D£  MONTH AULT. 

Priest-trodden  dust.  *Tis  well  Peers  was  not 
here,  nor  Jaxl.  Once  done,  they  are  dumb. 
Where,  I  trow,  is  the  Breton  this  mom  ?" 

And  the  reminiscence  of  the  night  somehow 
again  connected  itself  with  the  Breton  in  the 
Marcher's  mind. 

The  Excommunication  was  no  longer  doubt- 
ful. Were  its  nocturnal  accompaniments  also 
a  reality? 

Now,  however  solid  might  be  the  Marcher  s 
mental  frame,  he  could  not  but  recognise  that 
he  stood  in  a  totally  different  position  towards 
the  then  World  than  he  did  forty-eight  hours 
before.  The  SpirihiaUty-whether  he  choose 
to  consider  it  a  superstition,  a  craft,  a  &rce,  an 
invention,  or  a  policy — ^had  denounced  war 
against  him.  aiid  commenced  the  campaign  by 
a  blow  at  the  vital  seat  of  his  existence.  All 
the  stratagetics  of  human  hostilities  were,  he 
knew,  of  little  avail  against  such  enemies ;  but 
who  had  thoroughly,  who,  a  la  Monthault,  had 
really  persevered  in  such  stratagetics  ? 

And  Baymond  ran  over  his  experiences. 
The  longer  he  dwelt  upon  them,  the  less  satis- 
factory were  his  inferences.  Some  of  his  old 
Compeers  he  recalled  who  had  engaged  in  this 
conflict  in  the  prime  of  their  existence,  with 
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castleS)  exchequers,  fiefs  at  command.  Year 
rolled  on  after  year — age  with  its  pitiless  im- 
partiality approached  —  they  felt  themselves 
alone— a  gulf  yawned  between  them  and  the 
Beligion  of  their  world :  the  Priesthood  never 
died-they  were  individuals,  and  must  die- 
and  they  succumbed  quite  noiselessly  to  a 
noiseless  system.  Others  more  bold  burst  at 
once  into  challenge  and  the  arena;  they  met 
whom?  Not  the  Church,  but  a  laity  armed 
and  blessed  by  the  Church,  carrying  popular 
opinion  with  them,  though,  equally  with  its 
opponents,  destitute  of,  not  even  pretending 
to,  piety.  What  was  this  ?  "I  engage  mer- 
cenaries,'' thought  the  Marcher ;  "  she  does 
also.  She  hires,  pays,  bribes,  seduces."  A 
third  class,  with  greater  wisdom,  had  avoided 
an  open  rupture.  But,  they  knew  not  how, 
they  became  marked,  their  names  became  out- 
lawed. Clandestine  enmity  proved  more  per* 
nidous  than  avowed  hostilities.  The  enemies 
in  these  cases  were  ahnost  invariably  those  of 
a  man's  own  household.  That  mysterious 
affection,  so  distinct  from  all  other  human 
feelings,  which  devotes  woman,  not  to  the 
Priest,  but  to  the  Priesthood,  undermined, 
sapped,  and  corroded  every  effort  intended  for 
the  downfall  or  diminution  of  sacerdotal  influ- 
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ence.  The  mother,  the  wife,  the  daughter,  the 
sister,  literally  betrayed — ^betrayed  plans,  per- 
sons, machinations,  resources,  the  very  thoughts 
and  sensations  of  Mhers,  husbands,  brothers. 
How  had  it  terminated  P  In  the  tacit  acknow- 
ledgment and  recognition  by  these  powerful 
Barons  of  an  "imperium  in  imperio"  in  the 
very  bosom  of  their  own  famihes. 

De  Monthault  thought  at  once  of  his  son. 

Sir  Peers. 

Moreover  the  scene  of  action  in  this  war  was 

co-extensive  with  the  known  world.    A  secular 

enemy  might  be  left  undisturbed  in  his  own 

local  domain.     But  the  Priesthood  claimed  the 

Universe — earth,   purgatory,   heaven — as  one 

locality  for  them  and  their  Ainctions.     For  the 

latter  two  De  Monthault  cared  little.     The 

earth  was  a  graver  consideration,  for  that  con* 

tained  royal  courts,  councils,  conclaves,  senates, 

seigniories — all  the  causes  and  effects  of  wealth, 

dominion,  and  power.   In  each  of  these  he  would 

have  to  encounter  an  ubiquitous  foe.    The  acts 

he  had  now  perpetrated  would  in  a  few  weeks 

be  engraved  in  a  superscription  of  adamant  on 

every  priestly  brain  in  the  English  realm :  he 

had  by  two  blows  sown  a  Cadmsean  host. 

Lastly,  the  Marcher  knew  that  the  root 

of  superstitioBj  as  he  termed  it,  remained  un« 
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eradicated  in  eveiy  human  breast ;  in  some,  so 
cut  down  indeed^  to  be  for  a  time  invisible, 
but  still  part  of  the  very  fibres  of  the  heart 
within,  and  sure,  under  developing  circum- 
stances,  to  extend  its  trunk  and  branches  over 
the  whole  nature  of  the  man.  His  soldiers, 
callous  now  as  the  hilt  of  their  weapons  to 
spiritual  appeals,  would  soon  be  engaged — ^the 
wound,  the  announcement  of  approaching  death, 
the  solitary,  abandoned  couch,  the  awakened 
memory,  the  dim  world  looming  spectrally  be- 
yond, would  be  ensuing  and  rapid  certainties. 
De  Monthault  could  not  hire  death  off.  His 
men  would  die;  the  more  reckless  and  blas- 
pheming they  now  were,  the  more  restless  and 
unappea^ble  did  their  spirits  often  become 
when  death,  within  a  few  hours,  was  no 
longer  a  chance,  but  an  inevitability — a  change 
already  creeping  through  mind  and  body  and 
soul.  The  Marcher  knew  these  were  they 
who  were  the  most  likely  to  implore,  with 
oaths  and  imprecations,  the  last  administra- 
tions of  Eeligion.  Longer  loyalty  to  him 
would  not  pay  them.  His  hoards  of  gold  were 
already  so  much  earth  in  their  graves.  The 
Baron  might  stand  above  their  pillows  with 
scorn  in  his  eye,  and  words  of  contemptuous 

VOL.  HI.  K 
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infidelity  on  his  tongue ;  but  the  gloomy, 
despairing  brow,  the  choking  accents,  "  Let 
me  have  the  Priesthood  to  my  soul,  Norman," 
if  it  affected  not  him,  affected  the  rest  of  his 
troopers.  "  Why  dost  thou  heed  these  lies  ?" 
he  had  once  said  to  one  of  the  most  unscrupu- 
lous of  his  gang.  "  Thou  art  not  thyself, 
Villoisin :  no  man  is  when  nature  is  expiring, 
and,  therefore,  thou  ravest.  Eemember  thy 
mind  in  its  prime  of  strength  and  vigour. 
Stand  by  thy  judgment  then,  not  thy  diseased 
deliriums  now."  "  Lies !  Baron,"  was  the 
soldier's  reply.  "  Why  should  there  be  such 
power  in  Ues  ?  Why  should  they,  when  we 
most  desire  them  to  be  lies,  at  that  very  time 
seem  most  to  be  truths?  Let  me  have  the 
Mass,  Norman.  Am  I  not  damned  as  I  am? 
It  cannot  injure  me ;  'tis  nothing  if  it  be  a  lie. 
But  if  it  be  true — ^if  it  be  God's  truth,  Norman 
— ^it  may  yet  save  my  soul.  Has  he  not  said 
so  ?"  The  Norman,  under  such  appeals,  turned 
away  himself  to  his  Marcher's  work;  but  he 
rarely  prevented  Jarl  Bronz  from  indulging 
these  death-bed  fancies,  as  he  considered  them, 
by  sending  for  a  Confessor.  But  where  were 
his  soldiers  to  obtain  this  consolation  now? 
They  were  utterly  debarred  the  hope  of  them. 
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If  he  incarcerated  a  himdred  Priests,  not  one, 
so  long  as  the  malediction  of  the  Pontiff  was 
unrepealed,  would  administer  a  single  rite,  ex- 
cept  to  such  as  openly  repudiated  all  commu- 
nion with,  all  ohedience  to,  the  house  of  Mon- 
thault.  What,  then,  became  of  his  hold  upon 
them,  of  their  dependence  upon  him,  of  tlie 
whole  framework  of  military  discipline  P  The 
difficulties  before  him  were  both  arduous  to 
surmount  and  menacuig  in  their  proximity ; 
they  seemed  to  rise  from  the  two  dead  bodies 
of  the  Hermit  and  the  Friar  as  a  sepulchral 
rock,  increasing  in  dimensions  as  it  rose,  im- 
pending more  and  more  over  Monthault  till  it 
was  ready  to  fall  and  bury  him  and  its  fortunes 
in  its  ruinous  descent.  ''  To  have  spared  that 
enthusiast  would  have  been  to  yield  command," 
reflected  he.  "  To  have  immured  the  serfdom 
would  have  exhausted  my  granaries  a  month 
sooner  in  feeding  secret  foes  and  false  allies. 
To  shrink  now  will  be  to  abandon  Monthault, 
without  a  stroke  or  a  struggle,  to  the  flames  of 
the  Venetine.  No,  I  have  done  wisely.  Which 
of  my  feuds  have  not  been  internecine  ?  Let 
this  be  also.  Let  us,  as  ever,  be  '  thorough ' 
in  the  work  we  do.  The  mail  shirt  shall  then 
rend  to  rags  and  tatters  the  serge  and  the  alb 
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of  this  Hierarchy,  for  whom  nothing  is  too  low 
to  stoop  to,  too  high  to  presume  to.  We  will 
to  the  last  commit  onrselves  and  ours  a  Ton- 
trance  against  them.  De  ma  vie  I  I'll  have  no 
traitors,  lay  or  clerical,  in  Monthault !'' 

The  Marcher  descended.  The  sentinels,  on 
various  parts  of  the  battlements,  had  observed 
him  pacing  to  and  firo.  The  few  that  afber« 
wards  survived  asserted  that  a  cloudy  film 
followed  his  Sable  Plume  with  every  turn  of  his 
promenade.  The  form  was  not  definable,  but 
the  air  above  that  towering  crest,  which  never 
confessed  other  God  than  itself,  was  an  adum- 
bration. 

The  expulsion  of  the  serfdom  below  had, 
in  some  degree,  cleared  the  quadrangle.  The 
Dyke  levies,  had  been  told  off  according  to 
their  respective  capacities  into  squadrons  and 
divisions — ^terms  not  too  copious  for  forces 
momentarily  augmenting.  Banulph,  witb  his 
native  insight  into  physical  powers,  was  super- 
intending this  'military  allotment. 

"  Thou  art  as  engaged  below  as  I  have  been 
above,"  said  the  Marcher  to  his  youngest 
Hope. 

"  Wild  work.  Beau  Pere !"  said  Banulph, 
"  but  the  times  are  wilder.     Even  a  Priest's 
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life-blood  may  be  atoned  for  by  gold — but  there 
must  be  a  coffer-load  of  it  sent  if  the  Yenetines 
sack  not  Monthault/' 

The  Baron  understood,  and  with  a  nod 
passed  on.  Banulph  thought  the  execution  of 
the  Friar  imprudent — ^impolitic.  What  then  ? 
It  was  done :  the  Marcher,  perhaps,  was  right ; 
but  right  or  wrong,  he  must  be  supported. 
Without  Monthault,  what  became  of  every  one 
in  Monthault  ? 

"  Come  hither,  Peers,"  said  the  Baron. 

Peers,  since  the  death  of  De  Pancevot,  had 
become  more  morose  than  ever,  white  in  com- 
plexion, taciturn  as  a  slave.  His  nature,  so 
hard  to  be  stirred,  once  stirred,  heaved  in  itself 
for  months ;  and  as  for  ideas,  his  mind  could 
only  nurture  one  at  a  time;  but  that  idea 
became  his  mind,  and  consumed  him.  He 
brooded  on  the  Forest  Maiden,  her  scorn,  and 
her  deadly  warning.  "  Thy  Brothers,  Peers," 
said  Baymond,  "  will  be  wedded  to-day — ^broad 
lands,  far  as  thou  canst  see  from  the  Flag-stafi*, 
east  and  west,  will  be  the  dowries  of  their 
brides.  The  rightfrd  appanage  of  Monthault 
will  be  doubled  ere  evening-tide.** 

"  I  wiU  never  wed,'*  said  Peers. 
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"  He  tliat  vows  is  a  fool — I  care  not  what  his 
vow  may  be.  Not  wed !  Why  shouldst  thou 
live  to  grey  hairs  a  worse  maa  than  thy 
Brothers  ?  Why  shouldst  thou  have  no  heiress 
of  thine  own  ?  Have  not  Guadere  and  Banulph 
theirs  ?" 

"  Their  Brides  will  poignard  their  hearts  the 
first  night,  Pere.  I  would  rather  grapple  with 
Beynallt  Bhudd  than  chamber  with  a  woman 
that  hated  me.  And  they  hate  us.  Look  Fere 
— ^what  will  Eanulph  clasp  in  his  arms? — a 
girl  with  a  flashing  eye,  an  heart  of  scorn,  a 
loathing  of  him,  one  that  would  rend  from  her 
body  the  Hmb  his  fingers  touched.  Pere,  I'll 
never  wed !" 

"  What  hast  thou  to  do  with  aught  in  wed- 
lock/' said  the  Baron,  ''  but  the  lands  it  brings 
thee?  Scorn?  a  woman's  scorn  ?  thou  wilt  next 
talk  to  me  of  a  dog's  barking  or  a  heron's  cry." 

"  I  shall  die  long  before  I  wed — soon.  De 
Pancevot  is  dead." 

"  Thou  art  full  likely  to  do  the  one,  as  any  of 
us,  Son  Pere,  within  the  week;  as  for  the 
other,  why  wilt  thou  never  wed  ?  De  Pancevot ! 
what  is  his  death  to  thee  ?" 

"  Because  she  I  love  despises  me,  Pere — ^her 
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own  mouth  has  told  me  so.     I  would  she  had 
rather  stahbed  me !" 

The  Marcher  was  silent  for  a  time. 
She  of  the  Convent  ?"  he  then  asked. 
How  knowest  thou,  Pere  ?    say  nothing  of 
her."     Blank  misery  was  stamped  on  the  fea- 
tures of  the  Norman. 

"  Drill  thy  soldiers,  Peers — ^the  Venetine  is 
on  us — ^the  Church  too  chimes  her  anathema 
beUs  against  us." 

The  Marcher  expected  an  ebullition,  but  Sir 
Peers  had  lapsed  into  his  own  moody  thoughts. 

"  Go— do  thy  routine — she  that  scorns  to- 
day is  scorned  to-morrow.  •  A  Norman — a  man 
and  scorned !  scorned  by  a  woman !" 

Cordially  did  Raymond  himself  scorn  the 
son  he  thus  dismissed  for  entertaining  such 
ideas  of  himself.  Power  had  the  right  to  scorn 
— ^but  weakness ! 

He  sought  another  interview,  and  with  a 
significant  ejaculation,  began  to  ascend  the 
Northern  wing  where  Jarl  Bronz's  apartments 
were. 

Half-way  up  the  winding  flight  of  stairs  was 
the  room  or  cell  occupied  by  such  of  the  sen- 
tinel-guard as  were  not  engaged  in  immediate 
duty.     The  door  was  a  few  inches  ajar.     The 
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smell  of  hippocrass,  a  favourite  beverage 
amongst  such  classes  as  could  afford  the  luxury, 
escaped  from  the  interior.  Gruff  voices  were 
engaged  in  conversation. 

"  The  last  gold  piece,"  said  one  whom  the 
Marcher  by  the  tone  recognized  as  Tancred,  the 
Palestine  trooper,  "  I  shall  ever  pouch  from 
De  Monthault's  Exchequer,  has  gone  to  the 
brewing  of  it.  What  more  need  ye  ?  *Tis  rich, 
potent,  spicy — -just  the  draught  that  would 
enspirit  Father  Ithel  himself  to  charge  the 
Black  Enemy  in  meted  lists.  There  are  bowls  of 
it  for  the  night,  comrades — Here's  Waes  Hael 
to  the  Marcher !    Who  flinches  from  him  ?'* 

"  Why  should  we  flinch?"  asked  one,  "  when 
there's  liquor  hke  this  in  the  flagon,  gold  to 
purchase  it  in  the  belt,  and  service  to  earn  the 
gold  a-foot  ?    Waes  Hael  to  the  Marcher  T 

''  I  have  fought  against  Mahound  and  the 
Crescent  where  never  a  blade  of  grass  or  flower 
of  the  hedge  grew  for  hundreds  of  miles— the 
scorched  noonday  around  us,  the  white-lipped 
fire-breathing  sun  above  us,  the  desert  dust 
raised  by  myriads  of  infidel  hoofs  and  riders 
driving  in  our  throats.  Hot  work  that,  but  not 
so  hot  as  we  are  likely  full  soon  to  see  in  Mon* 
thault ;  but  Waes  Hael  to  the  Marcher !" 
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"  If  minstrels  sing  true,"  said  another  sol- 
dier, "  more  deadly  exchanges  can  scarcely 
take  place  at  Monthanlt  or  elsewhere  than  pass 
in  Palestine  between  Sarazin  and  Crusader. 
Aye,  and  I  have  heard  stout  and  bruited 
Knights  affirm  as  much,  too.  Thou  knowest  it 
thyself,  Tancred.  Good  men  of  war  in  their 
fashion  are  the  Mahound  dogs." 

"  True,  my  friend,"  said  Tancred ;  *'  many 
a  noble  corpse  of  bones  and  thews  lies  under 
their  falchions,  between  Jordan  and  the  Sea. 
And  as  for  being  dogs — ^they  called  us  Infidel 
dogs  because  we  swore  not  by  Mahound ;  and 
we  called  them  Infidel  dogs  because  they  swore 
not  by  the  Nazarene  and  his  Church.  They 
were  the  best  of  the  East,  we  of  the  West — 
so  we  fought.  What  mattered  it  why  ?  'Twas 
natural — but  as  for  this  forthcoming  fight  in 
Monthault !" 

The  soldier  paused  to  take  a  long  draught. 

"What  of  it?    What  of  it,  Tancred  ?" 

**  It  needs  hippocrass,  comrade,  to  look  it 
steadily  in  the  face — that's  all." 

"  What  is  this  new  humour  of  thine,"  said  a 
fourth  voice,  with  an  impatient  oath ;  "  why 
should  it  require  hippocrass  more  than  any 
other  affray  between  Norman  and  HiUman : 

K  3 
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not  that  hippocrass  is  at  any  time  to  me  un- 
seasonable. Pass  me  the  chalice — ^Waes  Hael 
to  the  Marcher !" 

"  Why  should  it,  askest  thou  ?"  replied 
Tancred,  very  slowly ;  "  ye  saw  the  Baron  deal 
with  the  Friar  just  now.  Where  think  ye 
that  Friar's  soul  is  gone  ?" 

"  Who  knows  ? — ^his  body  is  yonder — ^that's 
all  we  know/'  said  one. 

"  In  Purgatory,  or  Paradise,  or  limbo — 
wherever  Friars  go  to,"  said  another. 

"  He  died.^ 

"We  all  die 

"  He  died  in  a  cause.' 

"  So  do  we.' 

"  Before  his  natural  time.' 

"  Have  we  gray  hairs  or  likely  to  have 
them." 

"  Voluntarily — ^for  he  knew  Monthault." 

"  We  know  Monthault  too — and  voluntarily 
we  face  his  work.  We  listed  and  he  pays  us — 
What  of  all  that?" 

"  Why,  we  die  like  the  Friar." 

"  Shot  from  a  catapult?" 

"  At  any  rate  as  surely  as  the  Friar." 

"  Who  doesn't  ?  It's  all  one  all  the  world 
over— Priest  and  Soldier  alike." 
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"  But  Tancred  means,"  interposed  a  fresh 
speaker,  "  where  will  our  souls  go  to — that's 
his  question." 

"  Where  do  soldiers'  souls  go  ?" 

"  Monthault  soldiers?  Soldiers  that  do 
Monthault's  work,  such  as  making  a  Balista 
bolt  of  that  said  Friar  ?" 

"  Why,  yes,  soldiers  that  obey  orders — 
Monthault  soldiers — ^where  do  they  go  to  ?" 

"  I  know  at  least  where  they  don't  go," 
answered  Tancred. 

"  That's  something  at  any  rate,"  observed 
the  second  voice,  "  Where  don't  they  go." 

"  Where  the  Friar's  is  gone.  Ye  see,  com- 
rades, his  orders  were  different,  his  cause  was 
different,  his  work  was  different,  his  pay  was 
different  from  those  of  Monthault.  His 
Master  was  different,  too." 

"  Of  course — ^he  was  a  Friar,  we  are  soldiers 
— all  is  different." 

"  Soldiers  of  Monthault  ?" 

"  What,  the  Fiend  I"  cried  the  same  im- 
patient voice?  Why  dost  thou  harp  on  the 
soldiers  of  Monthault  ?  What  worse  are  they 
than  any  other  Marchman's  men?  They  do 
their  work — so  they  ought — and  do  it  tho- 
roughly.    Who  blames  them  but  canting  Monk 
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or  craven  Saxon,  or  skulking  Venetine  ?  What 
is  it  to  us  where  the  Friar's  soul  is  gone,  or 
where  ours  won't  go?  That's  Priestly  pro- 
vince, not  ours.  We  are  De  Monthault's 
troopers.  Waes  Hael  to  the  Marcher !  I'll 
drive  my  dagger  into  the  throat,  Monk's  or 
layman's,  that  drinks  no  Hael  to  the  Lord  of 
the  flag  that  leads  me.  But,  after  all,  what 
dost  thou  mean,  comrade  ?  'tis  natural  enough 
to  fight  the  Venetine,  is  it  not?  Have  not 
they  and  we  heen  fighting  these  six  hundred 
years?  Singular  if  we  did  not  fight,  I 
trow." 

"  Yes,  against  the  Venetine,"  answered 
Tancred ;  "  'Tis  as  natural  as  Hound  and 
Otter." 

''  And  against  De  Burgh  and  other  Normans 
that  hang  their  shields  on  the  Snowdon  Tent — 
the  false  recreants  1  When  did  Monthault  ever 
do  that  to  shame  his  blood  ?" 

"  I  said  nought  of  the  Normans,  the  Marcher 
may  sheer  them  down  like  the  wild  poppy- 
heads  for  aught  I  should  say  or  do  on  their 
behoof.  'Tis  of  another  foe  I  speak.  Hast 
thou  never  heard  the  Stipas  Chant  ?" 

"  Often  enough — not  in  Monthault,  though. 
Who  made  it  ?" 
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"  Nobody — ^the  wind,  the  night,  the  Stipas 
Echo." 

*VBut  'tis  an  old  song  now?" 

''  Just  as  old  as  his  death  that  built  Mon- 
thault." 

"  The  White  Mason  ?" 

"  The  White  Mason  or  Grey  Mason — ^the 
Mason  ye  could  see  your  hand  through,  as  it 
were.  Just  as  old  as  his  death,  that  is,  if  he 
ever  died — ^if  he  is  dead." 

"  If  he  is  dead  1  He  has  been  dead,  clean 
off  the  earth,  these  eighteen  years !" 

"  A  man  may  be  clean  off  the  earth,  yet  be 
aUve  in  the  air,  though  not  as  a  man." 

"  The  Stipas  Cloud?" 

"  Some  things  are  best  known,  not  said. 
Didst  thou  see  the  Cloud  last  night  ?" 

"  Well  enough.  It  has  been  firangy  as  an 
unbroken  colt  the  last  sennight.  Something 
disturbs  it." 

"  May  be  the  Hermit  of  Gunley*s  death.  He 
spoke  of  it  in  the  Church  of  St.  Tyssil.  I 
heard  him,"  observed  a  younger  tone. 

"What  he  spoke  has  been  fdlfiUed  to  the 
letter,"  said  Tancred.  "  It  has  blown  since 
then — every  ploughman  will  tell  ye,  for  well 
they  looked  to  and  remembered  the  Prophecy — 
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fix>m  each  of  the  four  quarters.  Not  the  bent 
of  a  wheat-blade  has  the  Cloud  giyen  in  to 
North  or  South,  East  or  West.  And  ye  saw  it 
last  night?" 

''  Like  an  island  in  the  air  on  fire." 
"  It  wm  never  bum  on  the  Stipas  again, 
comrades.     "lis  a  doggrel  chant,  that  of  the 
Stipas — ^as  ye  remember. 

'  When  the  Cloud  that  aits  on  the  Stipas  Throne 
Shan  float  as  the  flag  on  the  Baron'a  Tower, 
The  Baron  ahall  meet  the  Dead  alone^ 
He  and  the  Dead  alone  that  hour.'  ** 

Never  Bomaunt  though,  truer. 

"  The  White  Mason  is  dead,  however,  ac- 
cording to  the  Chant  itself." 

"  In  a  sense  he  is — in  a  sense  he  is  not. 
One  in  this  Castle  knows  more  about  it  than 
all  the  rest  of  the  world." 

"  Thyself?" 

"  Hum !  I  guess  at  a  good  venture.  For 
the  White  Mason  was  a  Palestine  man." 

"  How  divine  you  that,  Tancred  ?" 

"  His  was  not  a  fiice  or  figure  to  be  forgotten. 
I  met  him  in  Palestine." 

"  That  must  be  twenty  years  bygone." 

"  Twenty  and  five  by  a  truer  calculation." 

"  And  was  he  a  Mason,  then  ?" 
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"  A  Mason  of  Castles  to  which  this  fabric 
of  Monthault,  proud  as  it  is,  is  but  an  Espial 
Turret." 

"  And  for  whom  did  he  build  them  ?" 

"  For  Paynim  and  Christian  alike.  To-day 
for  the  Soldan,  to-morrow  for  the  Templar — 
always  for  himself.  He  would  have  built  Ge- 
henna for  Satan,  for  Satan's  gold.  They  called 
him  there  by  an  Eastern  name —The  Gold 
Ghoul." 

"  But  how  came  he  to  the  West — how  came 
he  to  Monthault  ?" 

"  As  I  said,  but  one  in  the  Castle  knows." 

"The  Marcher?" 

"  Not  yet — he  may  learn  to-night,  or  at 
noon,  or  perhaps  in  an  hour. 

'  The  Baron  must  meet  the  Dead  alone, 
He  and  the  Dead  the  self-aame  hour.* 

"  I  mean  not  he — ^not  the  Sable  Plume." 
"  Ha !  the  Crimson,  then  ?    But  Jarl  joined 
not    the  Marcher  till  the    last  coigne    was 
leaded  in  Monthault." 

"  Do  I  not  know  it  ?  Who  felled  me  to  the 
earth  for  touching  his  helm,  the  first  eve  he 
came  out — Jarl.  Jarl,  the  Breton,  I  tell  ye  sent 
the  White  Mason  to  Monthault,  and  I,  Tancred 
le  Gascon,  can  swear  who  sent  him  to  Jarl. 
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Him,  his  chests,  his  gems,  his  coin,  his  gold. 
*Twas  the  Temple  Brotherhood." 

"  What,  and  Jarl  sent  them  to  the  Marcher  ? 
Ha!  then — that  is  wherefore  Jarl  Bronz  is 
Captain  to  De  Monthanlt." 

*'They  were  sent  to  Jarl.  Jarl  sent  them 
to  Monthault." 

''  Aye,  but  Monthaolt  was  the  wisest  of  the 
three.     He  sent  them  no  further." 

''That  is  ais  it  may  be  with  the  gold  and 
gems.  But  the  Mason — ^who  can  tell  how  far 
the  Baron  sent  the  Mason  ?" 

"  Thou  saidst  but  now,  to  the  Stipas  Throne." 

''I  never  said  the  Baron  sent  him.  He 
went  there — ^part  of  him,  that  is,  took  to  the 
cloud  in  the  chair — all  of  him  that  stone  dun- 
geon and  iron  gyves  could  not  detain  at  Mon- 
thault.     It  took  to  a  Cloud  instead  of  flesh." 

"  But  what  part  of  him,  Tancred  ?" 

"That  same  part  that  Eliminated  in  the 
Friar  an  hour  since — ^that  part  in  him  that 
made  him  build  Faynim  Towers  for  the  red 
gold — which  in  the  Cloud  loves  the  red  gold 
as  thirstingly  as  ever  it  did  in  the  flesh.  For 
you  understand,  comrades,  whatever  it  be  which 
that  thing  the  Soul  loves  and  hates  here  it  loves 
and  hates  for  ever — ^for  ever.     Earth  or 
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hell  or  paradise — flesh  or  cloud — ^make  no  differ- 
rence  to  it  in  that  respect.  What  it  becomes 
here  remains  itself  for  ever — so  the  Grey  Mason 
still  yearns  for  Gold — ^he  watches  the  Gold : 
my  life  on  it,  he  will  have  all  the  Gold  he  left 
in  Monthault  yet, — ay,  and  something  more. 
"lis  not  for  nothing  he  becomes  the  Monthault 
Flag." 

"  If  he  wins  his  gold,  the  Marcher  would 
care  little  for  the  rest  that  followed." 

"  Softly — the  Marcher  has  a  Soul  as  well  as 
the  White  Mason — ^though  one  at  present  be  in 
steel,  the  other  in  Mist.  His  soul  will  not 
leave  the  Marcher  s  behind — ^tarriance  is  no 
quittance." 

"  He  has  tarried  so  long  that " 

"  Hold  thy  peace,  man !  He  tarried  but  for 
One^  thing.  'Tis  come  at  last,  and  he  comes 
with  it  for  the  Gold  and  Soul  of  Monthault. 
What  could  he  do  until  the  Calvary  Cross 
had  been  withdrawn  from  the  Marcher's  Castle 
and  brow  ?  That  has  saved  worse  villains  than 
any  in  Monthault,  I  trow,  and  will  again. 
But  it  is  gone  now — ^gone  with  the  ban  of  the 
Church.  And  in  lieu  of  it  comes  the  Stipas 
Cloud.  Heard  ye  nought  last  night?  My 
ears  axe  singing  with  it  stiU." 
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There  was  a  brief  silence — ^then  came  the 
jingling  noise  of  poured-out  liquid  s^ain. 

"  Ye  now  comprehend  that  there  is  reason  in 
hippocrass.  'Tis  natural  to  fight  Yenetine  of 
the  Mountains  or  rival  Norman  of  the  plains ; 
there's  salvation  enough  assured  to  both 
sides — to  us  and  to  them — ^in  that  matter, 
being  both  in  the  Peace  of  the  Cross.  But  as 
for  fighting  against  both  Church  and  Cross — 
and  that  under  the  Devil's  own  banner — ^none 
but  the  bold  Monthault  Marcher  would  do  it — 
none  but  the  bold  Monthault  troopers  would 
stand  by  him  in  the  doing  it.  Better  to 
drink  than  to  think  of  it — so — ^what  will 
be,  will  be.  Waes  Hael  again  to  the 
Marcher  I " 

Softly  as  the  brindled  fawn,  the  Marcher 
moved  fi*om  the  door — ^not  now  towards  Jarl's 
apartment,  but  downwards.  He  reached  the 
court,  Jarl  Bronz  was  not  there.  A  wave  of 
his  arm  brought  Guadere,  Peers,  and  Banulph 
to  his  side.  They  followed  their  Sire  in  silence. 
They  had  never  seen  his  face  of  the  same  hue- 
lessness. 

"  Bring  torches,"  said  the  Baron. 

They  were  soon  procured. 

"  Keep  close  on  my  steps,"  added  he. 
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They  had  entered  the  donjon,  passed  the 
yaolted  entrance  to  the  infema,  and  stood  at 
the  head  of  the  spiral  staircase.  Eaymond 
looked  down — it  was  pitch  dark. 

"Stay  thou  here,  Peers — ^Guadere  and  Ea- 
nulph  come  with  me." 

The  three,  each  with  a  torch,  wound  their 
way  tiirough  the  gloom.  Their  lights  at  last 
became  for  a  moment  stationary.  Peers,  from 
above,  knew  they  were  halting  at  the  termina- 
tion of  the  steps.  The  Marcher,  instead  of 
proceeding  along  the  archway  in  one  of  the 
cells  of  which  De  Pancevot  had  been  confined, 
turned  into  that  which  led  under  the  very 
centre  of  the  Castle.  On  either  side  appeared 
the  natural  rock,  the  slime  mouldering  in  green 
patches  on  its  sur&x^.  The  tunnel  abruptly 
end^  also  in  rock  which  seemed  equally  rude 
and  soHd.  It  was  not  so,  however.  De  Mont- 
hault  raised  his  torch  to  examine  the  wall. 
As  he  did  so,  before  he  touched  it,  it  opened 
inch  by  inch.  Through  the  fissure  gleamed  a 
thin  vermilion  light. 

"  What  now,  boy,"  said  the  Marcher  to 
Banulph.  "Hast  thou  never  seen  light  of 
the  dawn  colour  before  ?" 

"  There  is  no  light  in  that  light,  Pere,  be- 
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yond  itself/'  replied  Banulph.  "  It  is  bonnded^ 
as  if  it  were  water,  by  the  wall.  Not  a  ray  of 
it  penetrates  into  this  d^kness." 

"There  are  more  kinds  of  light  than  thou 
yet  hast  known/'  said  Baymond,  speaking, 
as  it  were,  without  lips. 

The  hand  of  Banulph  trembled  as  he  re- 
ceived  his  father's  torch. 

"  Guadere/'  said  the  latter,  "  if  I  return  not 
before  this  torch  is  half  burned  down^  up  to 
the  Castle  and  stab  Jarl  the  Breton  to  the 
heart.  Ctive  him  neither  word  nor  look  before 
thou  doest  it — ^nought  but  thy  dagger." 

Guadere  put  his  poignard  to  his  forehead. 

"  I  will,  Sire." 

De  Monthault  stepped  into  the  aperture — 
the  rock  closed  behind  him.  He  strode  on- 
ward for  nearly  twenty  yards.  Under  his  feet 
was  a  massive  lace  of  iron,  through  the  inter- 
stices  of  whidi  the  light  ascended  in  radiated 
columns.  He  drew  aside  the  fiastenings  and 
removed  the  net.  The  Black  Plume  disap- 
peared down  the  fiery  shaft  and  stood  before 
the  object  from  which  the  now  single  pillar  of 
light  streamed  upward. 

It  was  a  human  body  rivetted  by  a  single 
chain  secured  round  its  waist  to  a  square  block 
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in  the  rocky  floor.     Its  face  was  shadowed  in 
a  visor  of  grey  but  restless  Cloud. 

The  Baron  placing  himself  in  front,  bared 
his  sword.  He  placed  his  left  hand  on  the 
shoulder  of  the  body. 

"  Let  me  see  thee  face  to  face/'  said  he,  his 
eyes  glistening  like  the  orbs  of  a  python. 

The  body  moved  not — the  cloud  assumed  a 
deeper  density. 

"  I  kiUed  thee  when  thou  wert  a  living  man. 
I  that  stand  and  beard  thee  here."  The  chain 
clanked  with  the  violence  of  the  Marcher's 
grasp. 

"  Thou  art  a  burning  fiend  of  hell,  now,  if 
thou  art  ought ;  if  this  I  hold  be  ought  of  Life 
or  Death." 

His  hand  rested  through  the  Cloud  on  where 
the  &ce  should  have  been.  The  body  shud- 
dered. 

"Demon!  unveil  and  speak,"  hissed  the 
clenched  teeth  of  the  Baron.  "This  light  I 
know  to  be  thy  blood — ^the  blood  I  shed  for 
thy  gold — but  who  is  he  that  sent  thee  here  ? 
Who  is  Jarl  Bronz  ?" 

The  figure  slowly  rose — the  chain  dropping 
through  its  attenuated  but  palpable  limbs  on 
the  stone  seat. 
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De  Monthanlt  plunged  his  sword  once  and 
again  through  its  bosom  before  it  stood  erect. 
No  incision  remained — ^no  blood  trickled  forth. 

The  Form  continued  to  ascend,  to  mount 
the  steps.  De  Monthault  heard  the  light 
gathering  like  the  sound  of  a  remote  wind 
into  its  substance.  At  a  bound  he  sprung  up 
to  the  vault  above.  The  light  was  paling 
away.  The  Spectre — if  a  thing  so  material 
may  be  called  such — stood  for  a  moment  before 
the  rock  as  it  again  yawned. 

Ghiadere  and  Banulph  saw  a  Cloud  roll  be- 
tween their  torches.  De  Monthault  supported 
himself  on  his  sword — then  leant  with  deadly 
heaviness  on  Guadere.  He  had  seen  the  &ce. 
But  he  recovered  the  sickness  that  dizzied  his 
brain  at  the  sight,  almost  as  soon  as  the  rock 
its  solidity. 

"Where  is  the  light  gone — ^and  what  was 
that  that  passed  us.  Fere  P"  asked  Banulph  in 
his  lowest  tones. 

"  Does  thy  brother  ask  questions/'  replied 
Baymond,  tLsting  his  sword  into  the  Lb- 
bard  and  abruptly  resuming  his  torch  for  the 
reascent. 

At  the  summit  of  the  spiral  stairs  watched 
Sir  Peers. 
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"  They  axe  returning/'  said  he,  "  but  with 
one  torch  quenched,  and  how  silently !" 

Then  the  Knight  quaked,  for  he  at  once 
observed  the  two  spots  he  had  supposed  torches 
to  be  floating  upward  in  the  centre  of  the  shaft. 
Bound  them  waved  an  opaque,  biUowing  Mist, 
not  unlike  the  flakes  of  a  cataract.  Sir  Peers 
found  his  senses  leaving  him. 

"  Ho !  Peers-Filz,"  cried  a  harsh  voice, 
"  thou  wilt  never  do  to  deal  with  the  secrets 
of  Monthault.  Art  faint  because  the  Sitter  of 
the  Stipas  has  brushed  by  thee?  He  that 
takes  to  Monthault  must  take  to  its  denizens — 
one  and  all."  'Tis  weU  thou  art  not  my 
eldest  bom." 

Sir  Peers  cleared  the  icy  perspiration  from 
his  brow. 

"  Ye  two  have  seen  it,"  he  groaned,  casting 
a  look  on  the  faces  of  his  two  brothers. 

"  We  stiU  live,"  answered  Guadere — "  sight 
slays  not." 

The  torches  were  quenched  and  abandoned. 
Eaymond  paused  again  in  the  court.  The 
breeze  was  fresh  and  balmy,  but  it  did  not 
restore  the  colour  to  the  cheeks  of  the  three 
younger  adventurers.  Eaymond  looked  every- 
where round. 
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Nowhere  could  he  discern  Jarl  Bronz. 

He  passed  into  the  western  wing— ^Usap- 
peared — came  forth  again  and  beckoned  to 
Gnadere,  who  forthwith  joined  and  followed 
through  a  suite  of  stately  rooms — such  as  may 
now  be  seen  in  the  ruins  of  Harlech — the 
banquet  range  for  feasts  and  festivals.  The 
Norman  flung  open  a  door. 

"  Where  is  thy  Bride  ?  Where  are  the  Saxon 
maidens  thou  didst  assign  her  for  tendance." 

Guadere  walked  deliberately  in.  He  was 
in  no  degree  agitated — ^he  only  experienced  a 
sinister  presentiment  not  even  amounting  to 
disquietude.  The  emptiness  of  the  apartment 
communicating  its  own  intelligence,  he  sur- 
veyed with  imperturbable  calmness. 

The  boudoir  of  Monthault  is  easily  described 
by  the  absence  of  every  article  of  comfort  or 
luxury — except  couches  and  tapestry — ^which 
distinguish  the  chambers  of  modem  times. 
No  vases,  marbles,  odours,  pendxdes,  pictures, 
flowers  such  as  even  then  profusely  decorated 
the  houses  of  Southern  Europe  were  to  be 
found  in  the  prisons  of  the  North.  Gloom, 
vastness,  poverty  of  fiimiture,  were  their  cha- 
racteristics. 

Casting  a  glance  round,  brief  and  pregnant 
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with  recollections  of  contempt  for  the  entire 
scheme  which  would  have  united  his  destiny 
with  any  living  woman's,  Ghiadere  returned  to 
his  Sire. 

"  Her  hand-maidens,  where  are  they  also  ?" 
interrogated  De  Monthault,  as  if  his  son  could 
supply  the  information. 

Gnadere  replied  by  another  question — 

"  And  Eanulph's  Bride  of  Caereinion  ?  Ma 
foi !  these  alliances  seem  to  me  to  be  prema- 
turely decided  upon — the  hierarchy  were  for- 
gotten in  our  calculations." 

Banulph  had  remained  on  the  same  spot.  A 
fierce  foreboding,  on  seeing  De  Monthault  and 
Gnadere  return,  shot  through  his  heart. 
Unable  to  repress  an  exclamation  of  alarm,  he 
bounded  past  them  into  the  opposite  wing  of 
the  Castle.  He,  too,  soon  returned,  not  as  his 
brother,  cold  and  scornful,  but  in  a  dmnb, 
grinding  convulsion  of  fiiry. 

"  No  words,  boy !"  said  the  Marcher,  holding 
out  his  palm  towards  him,  as  if  to  smother  all 
present  utterance,  "  there  are  no  women  now 
left  in  Monthault — let  us  have  none !" 

So  once  more  the  Baron,  crossing  the  court, 
began  the  ascent  to  Jarl  Bronz's  chamber,  but 
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this  time  his  three  sons  followed  him  in  single 
file. 

He  found  the  door  of  the  guard-room  no 
longer  ajar.  It  was  firmly  dosed,  but  the  con- 
versation of  the  soldiers  was  still  proceeding 
within.  Baymond  opened  it :  there  were  ten 
troopers  seated  round  the  hippocrass. 

"  Plant  these  fellows  on  the  stairs,  Banulph," 
said  De  Monthault;  remain  thyself  with  them. 
Whoever,  I  and  thy  brothers  excepted,  de- 
scends, before  we  rejoin  thee,  kill  him  on  the 
spot.    Let  me  walk  over  him  dead  I" 

Banulph  drew  his  sword.  In  a  niche  on 
either  side  he  placed  a  trooper,  in  the  cenize 
he  fixed  himself;  behind  him  were  marshalled 
the  remaining  eight.  The  points  of  the  lances 
of  these  projected  upwards  many  feet  in  advance 
of  Banulph.  Nothing  human  could  escape 
being  spiked  or  brained  on  such  a  chevaox-de- 
firieze  in  such  a  cul-de-sac. 

The  Marcher,  Guadere,  and  Peers  proceeded. 
No  sound  but  that  of  their  own  footsteps 
clanged  on  the  Breton's  corridor  . 

"  Bemain,"  said  the  Marcher  to  his  sons, 
motioning  them  after  him  to  the  ante-chamber, 
"  till  ye  hear  the  cry  of  Monthault.     Have 
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yonr  poignards  ready.  Strike  once !  let  your 
blades  hack  each  other's  edges  the  same  instant 
in  his  gorge  1" 

"  Is  the  thing  mortal  ?"  said  Peers,  with 
rumatural  gloom. 

"  'Tis  that  I  am  about  to  try,  Peers-Filz," 
said  Baymond,  whilst  his  cadaverous  com- 
plexion marbled  itself  into  lines  of  awM  firm- 
ness and  inflexibility.  The  shocks  he  had 
received  appeared  to  convert  him  only  into 
harder  metal  The  ground  he  knew  was  reeling 
under  his  whole  domain,  but  his  spirit  seemed 
to  stamp  it  down  again  into  a  hushed  and  fearAil 
insensibility.  He  looked,  absorbingly,  to  him- 
self and  his  own  unparalleled  potency  of  wilL 

With  sudden  vigour  he  dashed  his  shoulder 
against  the  door  of  Jarl's  innermost  chamber. 
A  strong  footfall  was  heard,  the  door  opened, 
and  alone  at  once  the  Marcher  strode  in. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

WHERE  18  JARL  THE  BRETON  ? 

We  must  go  back  some*  twenty  hours  by  the 
dial,  for  during  that  time  we  have  lost  sight  of 
the  Breton. 

We  have  before  stated  that  no  facts  were 
known  of  this  man's  earlier  career  to  give  a 
due  to  the  contradictions  in  his  character. 
Pre-eminent  in  military  endurance  and  exer- 
cises, his  tuition  must  have  been  long  and 
severe — his  education  one  of  feudal  chivalry ; 
but  how,  where,  or  when  he  had  received  it 
none  could  even  conjecture.  He  might  have 
passed  through  the  regular  grades  of  the  Norman 
training — ^page,  squire  of  the  body,  squire  of 
honour,  or  his  complete  mastery  of  athletic 
accomplishments  might  be  the  result,  not  of 
application,  but  of  merely  his  magnificent 
organization.    The  feats  which  when  performed 
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by  others  excited  astonishment,  passed  without 
comment  when  done  in  his  idle  moods  by  Jarl. 
The  leap  no  other  man  would  dare,  the  weight 
none  other  could  lift  or  pitch,  the  bow  none 
other  could  bend,  the  arms  none  other  could 
wield,  were  ideas  inseparable  from  the  Breton. 
But  none  ever  dare  praise  Jarl  Bronz;  men 
saw,  looked  at  each  other,  but  proceeded  no 
fiirther ;  and  Jarl  never  went  out  of  his  way  to 
do  such  things,  he  did  them  only  when  they 
crossed  or  met  him  in  the  path  of  his  routine, 
and  then  ever,  as  we  said,  idly  and  indiffer- 
ently, as  if  the  capacity  for  such  animal  dis- 
tinction was  the  least  predominant  part  of 
himself.  Nothing  more  effectually  impressed 
the  savage  minds  of  the  Monthault  troopers 
than  this  scomM  superiority  of  their  Captain. 
in  the  solitary  excellence  of  which  they  them- 
selves could  boast.  The  crush  of  Jarl's  fingers 
with  such  physical  brutes  established  an  in- 
stantaneous  ascendancy ;  for  this  reason,  per- 
chance, Jarl  had  shed  the  blood  of  only  three 
or  four  troopers — ^the  fools  who  had  questioned 
him  about  his  helmet ;  the  Baron  had,  it  being 
his  right  and  privilege  in  his  own  domain, 
quieted  some  fifty  or  sixty  in  his  time  with  his 
own  hand.  Neither  could  any  one  fathom 
the  secret  of  Jarl's  mental  impassiveness  and 
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equanimity.  In  those  licentious  days,  the 
passion-fits  indulged  in  by  the  highest  indivi- 
duals would  be  now  regarded  as  either  evidenoes 
of  insanity  or  furious  childishness.  More  than 
».  W  WW  ai.pW  or  di^^inted.  i, 
lepresented  as  teaiing  his  hair,  rolling  and 
foaming  on  the  ground,  venting  torrents  of 
bksphemies.  gnawing  his  hands,  wreaking  his 
bile,  like  a  nursery  baby,  on  insensible  articles 
within  his  immediate  reach.  Half  the  atrocious 
crimes  which  stain  the  black  pages  of  mediieval 
history  were  perpetrated  in  these  ungovernable 
paroxysms;  the  Barons  lived  amongst  slaves, 
and,  as  an  inevitable  consequence,  their  tempers 
became  wild,  irrational,  extravagant.  Jarl  pre- 
sented a  contrast  to  all  this.  A  word  fix>m  him 
was  Uke  the  flash  from  a  solid  mass  of  steel; 
it  was  not  ezactiy  calmness,  for  none  could 
meet  his  eye  and  say  it  beamed  with  com- 
posure— ^nor  was  it  manner,  for  in  the  scenes 
which  were  most  terrible  this  equilibrium  was 
the  most  visible.  Everything  in  the  Breton 
then  deeepened,  nothing  swerved;  the  storm 
which  swept  the  feelings  of  others  like  loosened 
sand  before  it,  cleared  it  off  from  the  still- 
widening  base  of  the  Breton's  mind.  With 
him,  as  indeed  in  this  respect  with  his  lord, 
there  was  no  evaporation,  no  rankness,  no  snqper- 
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flnity.  All  that  Jarl  was,  all  that  he  did  was 
thus  an  tmflaggmg  reality ;  there  was  no  sham 
in  his  good  or  evil,  not  a  shadow  that  indicated 
emulation,  yanity,  pretentiousness.  The  total 
absence  of  fury  or  intemperateness  in  all  his 
dealings  of  life  jmd  death  marked  him  thus 
apart  from  the  general  horde  of  Barons, 
Marchers,  and  swordsmen  that  swarmed  in  the 
fields  and  castles  of  every  county  in  the  realm : 
they  were  loud,  violent,  wordy,  incapable  of 
self-oommand,  the  sport  and  weather-cocks  of 
their  own  ill-conditioned  and  inflammable  tem« 
pers;  the  Breton  was  still,  steady,  terse  in 
speech,  never  carried  away  by  aught  within 
himself  in  action.  The  soldiery  considered 
this  trait  the  most  unintelligible,  as  well  as  the 
most  formidable,  in  JarFs  composition;  they 
knew  with  such  a  man  there  was  no  such  thing 
as  a  trifle. 

But  it  is  in  a  third  phase  we  at  present  find 
the  Breton — ^in  his  acts  of  faith,  in  his  super- 
stition, not  less  real  than  his  devotion  in  the 
field.  Nothing  in  the  external  life  of  Jarl 
tended  to  the  production  of  this  profound  sen- 
timent. His  home  was  the  Marcher's  Castle, 
not  the  silent,  secluded,  unvaried  retreat  of  the 
hermit.  No  devotional  exercise  except  his 
own,  always  unheard,  never  intruded  upon. 
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interfered  with  the  military  clangour  of  Mon- 
thault.  He  seemed  to  be  possessed  bj  some 
individual  reason  which  none  else  felt  or  as- 
sumed for  the  bitter  austerities,  the  cruel 
lacerations  which  he  practised  upon  his  own 
person.  The  aim  of  them  was  obscure,  the 
motive  neither  penitence  nor  remorse.  After 
their  infliction,  he  proceeded  as  before  in  his 
execution  of  De  Monthault's  behests.  Nor  did 
there  exist  a  single  mind  over  which  Jarl  exhi* 
bited  any  desire  of  domination ;  he  stood  alone 
a  tower  without  a  shadow.  His  devotion, 
taken  by  itself,  might  be  judged  the  procedure 
of  a  spirit  embittered,  of  a  heart  gnarled  and 
deceived,  of  a  mind  enfeebled  by  false  ideas  of 
expiation  and  judgment ;  but  when  viewed  in 
union  with  the  energy  of  his  iSsunilties,  as  de- 
veloped in  every  department  of  his  duties,  such 
a  surmise  became  totally  untenable.  In  no 
respect  either  did  Jarl  show  himself  weary  of 
the  world — of  the  Norman  and  Saxon  world 
in  which  he  played  so  balefol  and  vigorous  a 
part;  nor,  finally,  did  any  one  dream  •of  sus- 
pecting that  priest,  church,  or  saint  tyranized 
over  the  Breton's  conscience.  His  religion  was 
a  root  within  himself,  not  proceeding  from,  but 
mingling  with,  and  tinging,  witii  its  own 
isolated  asperity,  the  ritual  atonement  enforced 
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or  recommended  by  the  ecclesiafitical  power  of 
hisdays. 

What  peace  the  Breton  found  in  his  religion 
could  only  be  known  to  himself— minds  are 

of  horror  at  his  notions  of  Christianity,  he 
doubtless  would,  on  his  part,  have  spumed  our 
idea  of  Faith  without  Suffering,  of  Worship 
without  Penance. 

Jarl  is  kneeling,  naked  from  his  neck  to  his 
waist,  in  the  crypt  of  St.  Lygan,  before  ^ 
crucifix.  The  tears  are  dropping  from  beneath 
his  casque  on  the  bare  earth;  his  hands  are 
clasped  convulsively,  his  eyes  closed,  and  his 
head  bent  below  the  feet  of  the  sacred  image. 
Prom  his  back,  which,  both  in  whiteness  and 
muscularity,  rivals  the  torso  of  Hercules, 
streams  down  a  sheet  of  blood.  Over  him 
stands  one  of  the  inferior  monks  of  the  Cis- 
tercian Order,  and  the  strokes  of  the  heavy 
scourge  he  wields  faU  heavily  and  regularly  on 
the  unflinching  flesh  of  a  man  whose  clenched 
fist  might,  if  he  so  pleased,  brain  the  flagellant 
at  a  blow.  Near  him,  entirely  absorbed  in  his 
own  aspirations,  with  folded  arms,  stands  the 
Abbot  of  Cwmhir.  Does  the  Breton  really  feel 
this  frightful  castigation,  under  the  severity  of 
which  most  constitutions  would  at  once  faint 
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and  collapse?  Or  was  his  soul  so  riveted  on 
itself,  as,  for  the  moment,  to  withdraw  sensi- 
biKty  from  its  corporeal  casement  ? 

A  generation  later,  and  the  proudest  King  of 
the  proudest  dynasty  in  Europe,  in  humiliating 
prostration  of  mind  and  body,  not  only  received, 
but  implored,  at  the  persuasion  of  his  Confessor 
or  the  compunction  of  his  accusing  genius,  a 
similar  penance ;  but,  unlike  the  Breton's,  his 
frame  well  nigh  sunk  beneath  its  exhausting 
effect  of  pain  and  fever.  The  Plantagenet  and 
Jarl  Bronz  bowed  to  the  same  mysterious  deity 
within;  they  satisfied  its  exactions — to  them 
the  satisfaction  was  doubtless  peace. 

The  corporeal  energy  of  Jarl  rose  paramount 
above  all  infliction  of  agony.  There  is,  we  know, 
a  single-mindedness  of  purpose  which  will  pro- 
duce  a  species  of  insensibility  to  all  things 
else  in  the  individual  abandoned  to  its  pursuit. 

The  Breton  rises,  but  he  does  not  for  a  time 
move  from  the  spot.  He  does  not  feel  the 
application  of  the  relieving  unguents,  nor  tiie 
ablution  of  the  blood  from  his  torn  body.  He 
is  wrapt  in  a  trance ;  the  tears  cease  to  flow,  the 
face  turns  upward  towards  the  stony  vault,  the 
expression  changes,  and  at  last  settles  down 
into  its  usual  rigid  immobility.  The  veil  is 
thrown   over  the  crucifix — ^the  Abbot  wakes 
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from  his  abstraction — ^the  Breton  strikes  liis 
breast  as  if  something  still  lingered  there 
mishriyen — ^something  that  in  the  darkness 
of  his  own  conscience  still  stabbed  him,  for 
which  a  mightier  penance  was  yet  to  be  exacted 
and  discharged. 

He  qiiits  the  penitentiary  cell. 

Another  hour  has  elapsed.  The  denoue- 
ments of  the  Breton's  career  will  this  day 
receive  their  solution;  they  follow  rapidly  in 
each  other's  wake ;  the  aspects  of  his  character 
revolve  in  rotation  before  us.  He  now  stands 
once  more  the  martial  Officer,  belted  and  mailed 
in  steel.  Who  could  imagine  that  beneath 
that  brilliant  suit  of  deadly  links  lay  the  wheal 
of  the  scourge  and  the  cords  of  the  sackcloth  ? 
or  that  any  sorrow  had  trickled  down  that 
prompt,  implacable  &ce  ? 

And  he  before  whom  Jarl  presents  himself 
in  the  attitude  of  submission  is  not  Eaymond 
de  Monthault,  but  Bosceline  de  Fossa,  the 
Temple  Envoy.  The  helm  of  the  Breton  cast  a 
more  lurid  shade  than  ever  on  his  clear  but  now 
paJlid  skin ;  even  Jarl  must  give  in  a  little  to 
the  monastic  Discipline.  His  eyes  are  more 
tiian  ever  pregnant  with  meaning  as  they  meet 
those  of  the  Templar's. 

The  Master  sits.     He  too  is  in  complete 
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panoply,  with  the  exception  of  the  head,  which 
is  bare.  His  casque  lies  on  the  table  before 
him;  round  it  are  strewn  a  pile  of  documents. 
Jarl  looks  long  and  most  meaningly  at  him. 

*•  Sir  Carolan  de  Turribus,"  said  the  Envoy, 
opening  the  roll  which  the  Breton,  taking  from 
his  baldric,  placed  in  his  hands. 

"  He  died  the  first  on  my  lance-point," 
replied  Jarl.  *'  His  tomb  may  be  seen  in 
Conway  Abbey.  Thou  mayst  read  there  his 
last  words  —  brief  and  few  were  they — to 
Meredyth  of  Powys,  who  squired  him  in  the 
combat." 

"  Good.  Poitrel  de  Guisnes  ?"  pursued  the 
Envoy,  referring  to  another  of  the  documents 
before  him,  and  comparing  it  with  Jarl's  parch- 
ment.    He  was  the  second  doomed." 

"  He  took  refuge  with  us  when  the  Serfdom 
of  the  Severn  rose  some  seven  years  past.  I 
gave  him  with  this  hand  over  to  the  Saxons* 
ruth.  They  will  show  thee  the  hole  they 
drowned  his  mutilated  relics  in.  Trust  to  a 
rebel  villein  for  such  mercy  as  he  received ! 
One  of  my  Bretons  captained  them." 

"  The  blasphemer  Hillier  de  Ponthievre  ?" 

"  I  and  my  Bretons  encountered  him  as  Ve- 
nedotians  in  the  Vastry  Chase.  The  Monks  of 
Crigia  found  him  next  day.      His  head  lay 
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whence  his  own  feet  never  raised  it  again. 
Thou  mayest  trust  their  testimony  to  that, 
written  there  in  clerkly  hand." 

"  Who  is  this  that  presided  that  £ital  night 
over  the  squadron  in  the  Qunley  Wood — a 
Breos  of  Builth  ?" 

"  A  scion  of  that  stem — ^Darcie  de  Breos. 
He  rented  the  DigoU  Camps  from  the  Mon- 
thault  fief.  His  skeleton  was  the  coin  we  paid 
ourselves  with." 

"  Posso  de  Frarinis  ?" 
"  He  cost  me  four  of  my  stanchest  troopers. 
Lord   Templar,"   replied  Jarl,  with  a  slight 
frown,    "  Le  Trevaux  fell  in  with  him  hard 
by  the  cell  of  the-  Hare  on  Tanat.     He  knew 
not  he  was  their  quarry.     They  brought  him 
to  me.     Te  read  the  rest  there." 
The  Templar  shuddered. 
*'  lorweth  ap  Cadvan  ?" 
"  He  was  impaled  alive  at  the  Arran  Pass 
by  the  Q-wylltion  of  Mowddy.     I  whispered  to 
him  before  he  died." 

"  His  brother,  Eotpert  ap  Cadvan  ?" 
"  He  sleeps  by  the. Oak  Well  of  Monthault, 
side  by  side  with  the  last  whose  doom  I  have 
been — ^with  aU  of  him,  that  is,  but  his  head." 

"  And  the  head  of  De  Pancevot — what  hast 
thou  done  with  that  P" 
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*'  I  am  the  slave  of  thine  Order,  Lord 
Templar.  Ye  swore  and  hired  me  to  that 
long  since  in  Bretagne." 

"  Well  I" 

"  Te  swore  me — ^thou  thyself  didst— on  the 
CSross  and  the  Evangels,  to  become  Mercenary 
to  Baymond  de  Monthanlt  till  I  had  done  to 
death  the  catalogae  ye  delivered  me.  I  have 
kept  pact  with  ye,  have  I  not  ?  Fonr  only  are 
left  ;  with  these,  too,  will  I  deal  if  ye  put 
them  first  under  the  ban  of  St.  Peter.  I  have 
eaten  the  Monthault  salt — ^I  have  fonght  nnder 
the  Monthault  flag — ^I  have  been  the  Mon- 
thault  battle-axe  'gainst  hill  and  the  plain  alike. 
I'll  not  sheath  my  weapon  in  De  Monthault's 
heart  till  ye  make  dear  my  Soul  for  the  doing 
it  by  delivering  his  and  his  sons'  bodies  to  the 
fire  and  chains  of  Satan.  I'll  not  do  it.  Tem- 
plar, unless  ye  make  it  a  holy  and  saving  deed 
to  my  Soul." 

The  Envoy  removed  his  eyes  from  the 
unearthly  speaking  in  Jarl's  looks. 

''  Thou  hast  ever  said  so,  Breton,"  he  at 
last  observed ;  "  but  to  destroy  body  and  soul 
by  one  blow!  Dost  thou  know  what  thou 
askest  ?" 

''  I  ask  nought.  Lord  Templar,  but  what 
thou  well  knowest  to  be  already  decided  upon. 
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The  Anathema  on  Monthanlt  is  at  this  moment 
in  thine  hands ;  this  night  will  it  be  riyetted 
on  the  Baron's  gate.  Till  he  be  Chnrch« 
denounced  as  a  limb  of  the  King  of  Evil,  no 
sword  of  mine  shall  touch  hiTn  or  his.  I  have 
eaten  his  bread  and  borne  his  banner.  What 
is  this  man,  this  Cador  Hardd,  the  man  thou 
hafit  vowed  thyself  to  revenge,  to  me,  save  as 
Jarl  the'  Mercenary,  that  have  taken  your  oath 
and  hire  to  do  your  work  ?  Body  and  soul  1 
Templar.     Both  or  neither." 

"  Thou  knowest,  Breton,  it  must  be ;  but 
to  be  so  at  thy  asking !  Of  that  I  questioned 
thee.  Dost  thou  know  what  thou  askest  P  Such 
a  death  is  the  most  fearM  of  thoughts.'' 

The  Breton  was  silent  for  an  interval. 

''  It  must  be.  Lord  Templar ;  and  then  with 
the  rod  of  God  will  I  smite  the  enemy.  Ye 
will  require  no  more  work  of  me  after  such 
crowning  service." 

"  But  this  head  of  De  Pancevot's,  Breton  ?" 

**  A  thousand  marks  are  due  to  it  from 
Hubert  de  Burgh — due  to  me.  Did  I  not 
engage  with    the   Order   as   Jarl    the   Mer- 

"  Dost  thou  thus  sell  blood,  Breton  ?" 
"  Everything — ^blood,  life,  death,  Venetine, 
Norman,  Monthault— everything  but  my  Soul. 
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Have  ye  not  bought  them  all  from  me? 
Have  I  not  delivered  them  all  for  the  pay  ye 
promise  me— the  Land  and  Castle  of  Mon- 
thanlt  P  My  guerdon.  Envoy,  is  nigh  at  hand. 
Long  have  I  toiled  for  it,  deeply  imbrued  this 
hand  for  it,  many  sohcitations  resisted  for  it, 
weary  nights  waited  for  it,  for  the  hour  and 
the  ban,  Templar.  Both  are  come.  To- 
morrow Jarl  the  Breton  is  the  lord  of  the 
March  and  the  serfs  of  Monthault.  He  is  so 
by  the  oath  of  thy  Temple  Boiighthood." 

«  *Tis  true,"  said  De  Fossa.  "  Thou  hast 
been  faithful  and  firm  to  my  behests ;  thou 
hast  sorely  won  thy  meed,  and  by  the  Cross  of 
Jerusalem,  Breton,  &irly  and  honourably  shall 
my  vow  to  thee  be  redeemed.  Finish,  as  thou 
hast  begun  and  continued  thy  work;  Mon* 
thault  and  its  broad  seigneurie  is  thine." 

''  Men  say  a  daughter  of  Cador  ELardd  still 
lives,"  said  Jarl,  making  a  step  towards  the 
Templar. 

''  Aye,  Breton ;  men  say  also  that  she  and 
Jarl  Bronz  have  met  hithertofore  where  no 
eye  was  supposed  to  see  them.  Is  it  for 
nothing  that  she  has  haunted  the  recesses  of 
the  Forests  of  Monthault — ^that  thy  troopers 
have  donned  the  Yenetine  garb  night  after 
night  in  escort  of  her  wanderings — that  thou 
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hast  ridden  many  a  foaming  steed  to  the  Forest 
Convent,  and  made  a  covenant  with  thine  eye 
to  look  upon  the  &ce  of  no  other  damsel  than 
the  bom-heiress  of  Monthanlt  ?  Sooth  to  say, 
thon  hast  played  thy  war  game  and  thy  love 
game  with  right  deep  subtlety,  Jarl  Bronz. 
Nevertheless  had  a  finger  of  thine  touched 
agamst  her  pleasure  a  tress  of  the  maiden's 
hair " 

The  Breton  had  again  receded. 

**  Thou  hast  had  spies  upon  me,  Templar/' 
said  he,  fiercely.  ^ 

"  They  saw  no  evil,  Breton.  Except  for 
thee,  she  might  perchance  long  since  have 
Mien  a  victim  to  discovery.  And  now  what 
care  I  that  I  should  speak  to  thee  on  such  a 
matter  as  this  ?  Will  she  not  need  a  warrior 
husband  if  she  ever  hope  to  queen  it  on  the 
Severn  March  P  Win  her,  if  thou  mayst,  with 
Monthault." 

"Win  her?  Otherwise  ?'*  asked  the  Breton, 
with  a  strange  look. 

"  Fear  not ;  without  her  the  March  is  thine. 
We  have  a  tah'sman  of  power  which  bends  her 
will  and  pleasure  to  ours.  And  therefore, 
Breton,  back  to  thy  work  at  Monthault.  At 
midnight  we  shall  meet  again." 

"  The  last  midnight,"  said  the  Breton,  "  I 
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ahall  watch  the  walls  of  Baymond  De  Mon- 
thault.  Yes ;  the  guerdon  now  is  indeed  nigh. 
Be  thon  and  the  Priesthood  there  by  stroke  of 
belL  Ye'll  find  me  and  my  troopers  at  onr 
posts." 

Adjusting  his  shield  to  his  shoulder,  the 
Mercenary  Captain,  with  the  same  protracted 
gaze  on  De  Fossa's  hce,  left  the  Envoy  to  his 
meditations,  and  once  more  sought  colloquy 
with  the  Abbot  of  Cwmhir.  The  conference  is 
terminated.  Jarl  and  his  steed  are  plunging 
once  raoxjd  through  the  Forest  glades  in  the 
direction  of  Monthault. 

But  the  Crimson  Flume  did  not  proceed 
with  its  usual  rapidity.  Alone  as  Jarl  was  in 
the  midst  of  a  country  scoured  by  hostile 
mountaineers,  passing  each  instant  copsewood 
and  brushes  where  the  destructive  pilum  might 
lark  unseen  and  imavoidable,  policy  should 
have  prompted  free  use  of  the  spur ;  instead  of 
which,  the  mettle  of  the  courser  confined  itself 
to  a  strong,  steady  walk.  When  the  twisted 
parasites  of  the  forest  stirred,  or  from  some 
hollow  of  an  enormous  oak  the  glittering 
orbits  of  the  appointed  watcher  peered  on  tiie 
Breton,  no  disquietude  agitated  rider  or  steed* 
The  cries  of  the  goshawk,  answered  in  the 
depths  of  the  umbrage  by  the  lingering  note  of 
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the  woodpecker,  might  on  another  occasion 
have  induced  him  to  look  to  his  axe  and  lance. 
They  swept  by  him  now  xmheeded  as  the 
soughing  of  the  bonghs  above  his  head.  His 
practised  vision  could  not  but  detect  the  decep- 
tive livery  of  the  Venedotian  out-lyers,  leaning 
fiu:  off  as  if  one  substance  with  the  mighty 
trunks  with  which  in  colour  it  was  identified. 
Nor  could  his  ear,  so  versed  in  interpreting 
each  sound  of  alarm,  fidl  to  understand  the 
meaning  of  the  distant  cordon  of  clarions,  as 
in  succession,  from  East  to  West,  now  in  his 
van,  now  in  his  rear,  they  poured  forth,  faintly 
indeed,  but  clearly,  their  silver  voices.  The 
Forest  Camp  of  the  Yenetine  was  on  every  side 
of  him;  he  WM  riding  through  the  midst  of 
it,  yet  he  was  thoughtM,  not  vigilant.  The 
thoughtfolness  might  be  imputed  to  the  reflec« 
tion  how  Uttle  the  long  and  vigorous  belli* 
gerency  of  Monthaidt  had  hitherto  succeeded 
in  clearing  the  fastnesses  at  its  very  gates—* 
how  exceedingly  bounded  was  still  the  sweep 
of  its  domain,  scarcely  more  than,  as  it  were, 
the  black  spot  of  a  bonfire  to  the  green  fiirze* 
ground  of  an  extensive  hill.  Perhaps  the  awe 
which  attends  the  mind  as  it  gazes  over  the 
margin  of  the  destruction  it  has  prepared  for 
another,  had  east  its  influence  over  him.     The 
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supernatural  as  well  as  the  natural,  the  spi- 
ritual as  well  as  the  secular^  were  converging 
round  his  destiny.  He  felt  himself  Unked 
with  the  Church  and  with  the  Baron ;  with 
the  dead  and  the  living ;  with  the  daughter  of 
Cador  Hardd  and  the  Stipas  Cloud.  The 
Nemesis  now  lowering  over  the  battlements  of 
Monthault  seemed  the  reflection  of  his  own 
armed  figure  in  the  air.  Then,  peradventure, 
neither  Abbot,  nor  Envoy,  nor  penance,  could 
completely  wring  out  the  dark  drop  fix>m  Jarl's 
conscience.  No  cause,  however  holy,  however 
based  on  the  element  of  right  and  necessity  in 
others,  could  justify  treason  in  him  the  feud- 
man  of  Monthault.  Or,  lastly,  his  state  might 
be  that  of  equilibrium  between  suspended  scales 
of  judgment.  Should  he,  that,  as  it  now  ap« 
peared,  had  so  patiently  sacrificed  Noble  after 
Noble  to  his  contract  with  his  real  employer,  the 
Templar  of  Jerusalem,  hesitate  to  destroy  the 
very  man  whose  non-destruction  would  nullify 
each  antecedent  death  P  Was  he  to  flag  firom 
his  hitherto  inflexible  purpose  for  qualms  that 
had  never  mastered  him  before  ?  Was  his  ser- 
vitude at  Monthault  to  become  after  all,  and 
that  by  his  own  softness,  the  mistaken  crime, 
the  villanous  blunder  of  a  life  ?  What  tie,  on 
the  other  hand,  could,  in  all  m3n's  opinion. 
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hereafter  bind  his  honour,  if  it  now  eventuated 
that  the  innumerable  instances  of  fidelity  he 
had  practised  were  nothing  but  practices — ^had 
no  root  in  his  nature— were  nothing  but  preH- 
minary  expediences  to  one  grand  act  of  false- 
hood ?  Not,  indeed,  that  the  Breton,  any  more 
than  his  master,  paid  deference  to  pubUc  judg- 
ment.  Each  had  his  iron  bar  of  gaidance  in 
action  within  him.  Snap  that,  the  man  was  also 
a  broken  vessel ;  he  ceased  to  be  himself,  and 
could  not  be  another.  But  when  such  judg- 
ment bore  directly  on  the  likelihood  or  unlike- 
lihood of  the  retention  of  land  and  castle,  it 
became  a  militaiy  fact  to  be  encountered  and 
suppressed  in  the  field.  So  far  it  might,  by 
both  the  Norman  and  the  Breton,  be  admitted 
88  an  item  in  their  calculations.  Or  was  it 
within  the  limits  of  the  possible  that  this 
suspension  of  his  ordinary  watchfulness,  this 
pensiveness  arose  from  the  cause  imputed  by  the 
Envoy  ?  Were  the  qualities  which  nobly  dis- 
tinguished Jarl  in  his  bearing  towards  the  whole 
of  the  gentler  sex  the  result — as  often  they  are 
— of  his  true  devotion  to  one  of  them  ?  Had 
this  one  been  a  guardian  angel  through  his  tur- 
bulent career  to  every  damsel  that  war  and  vic- 
tory and  storm  had  placed  at  his  mercy  ?  Had 
he  for  the  sake  of  the  One  image  in  his  own 
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heart  spared  and  respected  all  P  Had  this  man* 
the  incarnation  of  the  genius  of  battle,  an  altar 
of  the  most  delicate  fire  kindled  and  perfbmed, 
and  ever  burning  under  his  clanking  mail? 

Millions  of  men  die,  \dth  reference  to  the 
one  thing  that  formed  the  secret  of  their  lives^ 
mute  and  hard  as  the  stone — the  true  mystery 
of  their  soul  is  interred  with  them  untold  in  the 
grave — to  remain  untold  by  them  till  the  Doom 
itself.  Made  known  it  then  will  be,  but  not  by 
themselves.  Neither  now  nor  ever  do  such 
men  confess.  They  rise  or  perish,  they  enjoy  or 
suffer,  by  themselves,  by  their  own  unchanging 
though  ever-deepening  nature.  There  is  no 
veering,  no  regret,  no  repentance.  What  they 
are  they  prefer  to  be.  Their  existence  is  their 
will:  by  this  will  all  external  things  are  so 
modified  as  to  be  impressions  of  themselves,  or 
so  combated  as  to  admit  of  no  medium  between 
conquest  or  the  tomb.  And  such  might  the 
Breton  be. 

If  Jarl  loved,  his  love  showed  not  itself  as 
other  men's  would  have  done — least  of  all  as 
the  cavaliers  of  that  age  delighted  in  displaying 
theirs.  It  savoured  much  more  of  the  digniiy 
of  protection  than  of  the  beseechingness  of 
passion. 

Scenes  of  love  are  extraneous  to  our  design — 


RAYMOND  DE  MONTHATTLT.  289 

what  have  they  in  nnison  with  the  life  and 
principles  of  our  Portraiture  of  the  Severn 
Marcher?  Nothing.  Their  introduction  would 
be  to  palm  a  non-existence  upon  the  escutcheon 
of  Monthault.  The  Baldric  alone  was  the 
Baron's  cestus. 

We  know  not  indeed  if  we  can  designate 
Jarl  Bronz's  interview  with  Agnes  by  this  little 
bridge  that  spans  the  Bechan  BUI,  as  in  the 
slightest  degree  such  as  tronvere  or  minstrel 
would  approve  for  their  romaunts.  The  words 
are  low,  grave,  unimpassioned.  The  attitude  of 
the  Breton  solemn  and  imposing — scarcely  can 
it  be  otherwise,  standing  in  its  colossean  propor- 
tions by  the  rounded  but  slight  figure  he  ad- 
dressed. No  excitement  tinged  the  features  or 
pervaded  the  tones  of  the  Maiden  as  the  current 
of  her  words  trinkled  sweetly  as  bells  in  con- 
tarast  with  the  manly  bass  of  her  companion, 
whose  half-vizored  face  formed  the  very  symbol 
of  the  mystery  which  could  induce  the  Cionvent 
Ward  to  admit  for  one  moment  to  conference 
any  being  allied  with  the  associations  of  Mon- 
thault. But  if  there  appeared  no  tender  emo- 
tion, neither  was  there  hatred,  aversion,  or 
despair  displayed  in  her  features.  The  pre- 
dominating expression  was  that  of  pd^^f^ 
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resignation— sad,  but  high-principled— sub- 
missive, if  not  happy.  •  The  steps  of  the  two, 
for  the  Breton  dismounted,  walked  to  and  fro, 
unheard  on  the  for  sward  of  the  verdant  carpet. 
Except  themselves,  nothing  human  appeared 
to  tenant  the  rich  solitudes  around  them — 
nothing  to  suggest  a  reason  why  in  that  cahn 
spot  the  defence  of  brand  aoid  corslet  should 
be  necessary  for  dweller  or  wayferer.  The 
Norman's  steed,  harnessed  with  all  its  blazonry 
of  device,  was  in  itself  an  unnecessary  insult  to 
the  semblable  innocence  of  that  tranquil  re- 
treat. 

"  Thou  intercedest,  then,"  said  Jarl,  "  for 
mercy  to  the  daughter  of  Caereinion  and  the 
Lady  Maud  of  the  Keep.  Thou  hast  scant  reason 
for  such  advocacy.  If  they  die  as  the  rest  wilt, 
in  the  coming  perdition  of  the  Cloud,  the  fiefe 
of  their  fathers  will  lapse  to  thee.  Thou  inter* 
venest  between  thyself  and  thy  vantages." 

Agnes  made  a  gesture  of  dissent. 

"  Eeflect,"  resumed  Jarl,  "  their  Sires 
hazarded  themselves  and  their  blood  on  the 
die.  These  damsels  would  have  participated 
in  the  success,  wherefore  excuse  them  ^m  the 
effects  of  the  failure  ?  Thy  domain  as  Heiress 
of  Monthault  will  be  tripled  in  extent  and 
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population  by  their  demise.  Deprecate  their 
lot  no  more — let  sire  and  child  be  judged  to  the 
same  block." 

The  pertinacity  of  Agnes  was  not  to  be  thus 
baffled.  Her  entreaties  assumed  more  fervent 
agency. 

"  The  blood  of  a  woman  leaves  a  redder 
curse  than  man's  behind  it,  that's  true/^ 
muttered  Jarl,  "'tis  the  womb  of  life.  But, 
Agnes,  it  will  cut  9.way  two-thirds  of  what  the 
Monthault  March  hereafter  should  be — ^fire- 
won,  sword-won  land.  What  peace  will  there 
be  between  thee  and  the  fiiture  Lords  of  these 
women  and  their  rights  ?" 

But  the  tone  of  the  Breton  indicated  that  he 
had  no  wish  to  persuade — ^that  his  resistance  was 
only  the  procrastination  of  yielding.  The  love, 
if  indeed  such  it  were,  of  Jarl  Bronz,  appeared 
too  elevated  not  to  be  able  to  decline  its  ear  to 
any  petition  presented  from  such  a  source. 
Nor  can  it  be  a  theme  of  surprise  that  this 
lingering,  this  dallying  with  time,  this  deferring 
of  the  moment  of  separation,  was  cherished  by 
ki«  „.  rare  glow 'of  .^l«„B.  K,  pj 
none  could  decypher.  His  future  was  involved 
in  murkiness.  The  present  itself  impelled 
him  with  a  hundred  arms  to  descend  once  more 
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into  an  arena  every  sand-grain  of  which  was 
moistened  with  the  blood  of  perished  gladiators. 
Ko  wonder,  therefore,  that  he  at  last  ceased  to 
deny  ought  to  the  bright  unfading  Beauty, 
which  standing  before  the  door  of  that  future, 
as  a  Seraph  before  the  gate  of  Death,  detained 
him  for  a  brief  interval  in  a  trance  of  oblivion. 
Saddened  and  smileless  he  gazed  upon  her — 
the  words  she  uttered  wove  a  spell  around  him 
—the  mirror  of  war  roUed  away  from  the 
Breton's  eyes,  the  fever  of  his  life  was  for  a 
moment  slaked,  the  few  fragments  of  bliss  that 
had  fringed,  but  not  entered  his  career,  recalled 
themselves  one  by  one  to  his  memory. 

It  was  a  transitory  but  soothing  dream, 
gliding  away  like  the  brook  itself  even  whilst 
gazed  upon,  into  the  ocean  of  the  wreck  and 
the  whirlwind. 

^'They  shall  live  Agne8*-*thoa  shalt  meet 
them  to  day  in  the  Tent  of  Snowdon. — ^Till 
then,  adieu !  adieu !" 

And  the  Breton  is  again  on  his  selle  and  his 
steed.  The  enchantment  tardily  dissolves  as 
his  now  bounding  destrier,  leaves  glen  after 
glen  behind.  The  call  of  the  clarion  ^ves  way 
to  the  boom  oi  the  Marcher's  gong — the  sky  is 
again  castellated  by  the  towers,  bastions,  and 
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pinnacles  of  Monthault — ^the  meteor  sweep  of 
its  banner  hurtles  on  the  ear — ^the  heart  of  the 
Mercenary,  like  the  tiger  shaking  himself  from 
a  couch  of  flowers,  wakens  from  its  vision  of 
the  Dryad  of  the  Woods.  As  he  flings  his 
reins  to  the  squire,  the  murmur  which  always 
greeted  his  re-appearance  at  Monthault  swells 
into  a  rough  discordancy  of  many  sounds. 
The  broad  quadrangle  is  crowded  with  faces — 
something  unusual  even  for  that  bristling  den 
of  force  and  maraud  has  occurred.  The 
Breton  therefore  arrests  his  steps,  and  griping 
the  arm  of  Bavolco,  the  trooper,  asks — "  What 
now,  Eavolco?" 

"  This  way,  Jarl  Captain,"  replied  the 
soldier,  leading  the  way  to  a  turret,  which 
beetling  over  the  shorn  rock  beneath,  com- 
manded a  full  view  towards  the  Stipas  Hill  and 
the  Grunley  Wood. 

Bound  the  base  of  the  Castle  wound  a  long 
Procession,  from  which  the  moan,  the  wail  and 
the  mortuary  hymns  of  the  church  ascended 
in  broken,  yet  intermingled  strains.  The  Saxon 
carles,  ibare-headed,  followed  it  in  hundreds. 
In  the  midst  was  a  bier ;  on  it  two  corpses,  side 
by  side,  one  in  virgin  white,  one  in  unrelieved 
sable. 
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Above  on  the  battiements  stood  the  Marcher 
with  folded  arms,  his  feathers  nodding  over  the 
verge  of  the  parapet.  His  look  never  quitted 
the  spectacle  till  it  slowly  defiled  round  the 
western  angle  towards  the  Forest  Convent. 

"  Who  are  they  on  the  bier  ?"  said  Jarl,  a 
boding  gloom  making  his  features  one  entire 
frown. 

"  The  Miller's  daughter  and  the  Confessor  of 
Gunlej/'  replied  Bavolco.  He  killed  the  twain 
not  twelve  hours  syne.  Awful  work.  Captain ! 
Priest  and  Maiden  in  one  swoop !  We  shall 
find  the  Castle  reeling  like  a  drunken  trooper 
under  us  soon — ^it  can't  last  this  way  anyhow. 
The  Hermit  yonder  was  a  liar,  or  the  Stipas 
Cloud,  foul  fiend  as  he  is,  will  anon  be  the 
flag  of  Monthault.  Wholl  fight,  Yenetine  or 
Saxon,  under  that,  Jarl  Bronz  P  By  the  splen* 
dour ! — ^not  I." 

And  Bavolco  retired,  leaving  the  Breton 
stunned  with  the  intelligence  he  had  so  ab- 
ruptly communicated. 

"  Ho !  Jarl  Breton,"  shouted  the  Marcher, 
half  an  hour  at  least  afterwards,  from  above, 
"  Is  it  thou  or  thy  armour  that  art  standing 
block  still  there  on  the  Falcon  Eyrie  ?  Down  to 
the  Court — ^I  would  speak  to  thee.     Where  bast 
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thou  been  erranting  this  mom  ?  Where  are  thy 
Bretons  gone?  Have  them  in — ^the  Welsh- 
man's dust  wOl  else  be  in  our  eyelashes  ere 
they  home  themselves  again  in  Monthault. 
Sound  them  the  recall." 

From  that  moment  till  he  now  forced  the 
door,  De  Monthault  had  missed  the  stony 
visage  of  the  Breton. 

Where  had  he  been  was  still  the  Marcher's 
question  ?     He  could  now  discover. 

The  door  closed,  and  the  Marcher  found 
himself  as  he  desired,  face  to  face  with  Jarl. 

But  outside  that  interview,  on  the  ears  of 
his  two  sons,  ascending  volume  by  volume, 
burst  suddenly  a  vast  roar  of  commotion  in 
the  Castle.  Then  down  that  narrow  staircase 
— ^his  casque  thrown  off,  his  halbert  rejected, 
the  total  loss  of  self-command  evinced  in  his 
dilated  eye — ^with  the  leaps  of  a  deer  comes 
down  the  Flag-staff  Sentinel.  The  limbs  of 
the  poor  wretch  quiver  in  their  empalement 
on  the  spear-points  of  Eanulph  and  his  Guard. 

Then  a  sound  is  heard  above  the  Castle  like 
the  unfolding  of  a  torrent  of  flaming  air. 

What  was  this  ? 

The  Stipas  Cloud  had  become  the  Banner  of 
Monthault. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  MONTHAULT  BANNER. 

Two  of  the  veterans  were  traversing  the  nor- 
thern ramparts  of  Monthanlt — ^men  of  grey 
hair,  furrowed  faces,  dangerous  eyes,  muscular 
limbs,  sinews  indurated  as  the  stones  they 
trod.  Far  below  them  at  the  base  of  the  rock, 
individuals  in  threes  and  fours  with  steeds  m 
hand,  unseen  as  yet  and  covered  firom  view  by 
the  beetling  projections  of  the  precipice,  were 
collecting  in  groups.  The  Standard  of  Mon- 
thault  in  full  dimensions  floated  northward,  for 
the  breeze  blew  strong  and  steadily  from  the 
South ;  the  Stipas  Crown  was  the  only  Cloud 
in  the  range  of  cope  or  horizon.  Except  its 
dun,  motionless  mass,  the  whole  welkin  was  one 
magnificent  expanse  of  blue.  Not  a  vestige 
remained  of  the  Egyptian  blackness  of  the 
previous  night,  which  had  settled  so  preter- 
naturally  down    on    the    Marchland    Castle. 
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Like  the  pile  of  a  rich  velvet,  the  foliage 
of  the  boundless  Forest  glistened  soft  and 
brilliant  for  miles  away  in  the  heat  and  hues 
of  the  meridian  sun.  Nature  never  was  more 
lovely  or  serene.  Yet  through  the  garrison  of 
Monthault  prevailed  an  ineffiLble  expectancy, 
ran  an  inexplicable  tremor,  the  caiise  of  which 
none  as  yet  scarcely  dare  whisper  to  his  own 
conscience.  The  worn  features  of  the  Baron, 
his  deadly  look — ^the  horror  legibly  written  in 
the  whole  mien  of  Sir  Peers,  the  scomfulness  of 
Gtuadere  vanished,  the  recklessness  of  Eanulph 
converted  into  dumb  but  rancorous  fiiry ,  all  in- 
ferred  an  impending  crisis  in  the  destinies  of  De 
Monthault  and  his  family.  The  Eievers  of  the 
Dyke,  of  whom  hundreds  were  congregated  in 
the  courts,  filling  the  fortress  to  its  utmost  ca- 
pacity of  accommodation,  and  causing  each 
yard  to  bear  its  man,  were  heedfiilly  equip- 
ping themselves  with  the  choicest  armour,  de- 
fensive and  offensive,  the  stores  of  the  Marcher, 
rich  in  its  accumulation  of  plunder  and  pur- 
chases, could  supply.  The  sturdy  members  of 
these  Borderers,  browned  with  exposure  and 
hardships,  became,  with  every  pressing  minute, 
clad  with  polished  and  resplendent  steel ;  the 
glint  of  which,  like  that  of  some  crag-embosomed 
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mirror^  flashed  in  undulating  tides  upwards 
from  the  dense  quadrangle.  Pursuant  to  their 
own  fashions,  each  score  of  them  selected  their 
officer — ^these  in  turn  their  Captaia,  who  placed 
himself  in  direct  communication  with  the  Baron. 
At  times  the  boom  of  the  gong  reverberated 
through  the  clank  and  rattling  of  these  coimt- 
less  suits  or  the  shrill  blast  of  the  trumpet — 
as  scout  after  scout  poured  in  with  intelligence 
from  without — pierced  through  the  innermost 
cells  and  corridors  of  the  echoing  pile.  The 
Seneschal,  with  his  subordinates,  were,  with 
equal  energy,  engaged  in  the  no  less  necessary 
department  of  the  Commissariat.  Food  and 
refreshments,  wine,  ale,  meat,  bread,  each  at 
the  right  time,  to  the  right  person,  in  right 
proportions,  were,  with  all  the  regularity 
which  distinguished  the  high  discipline  of  De 
Monthault,  delivered  to  the  different  divisions 
of  his  forces.  So  perfect  and  established  was 
the  Baron's  military  routine,  that  even  with 
the  swarms  which  now  crammed  his  hold,  no 
difficulty  occurred  in  assigning  each  his  work, 
his.  station  and  appropriate  accoutrements. 
The  desultory  gangs  that  had  hung  for  weeks 
past  on  the  flanks  of  the  invading  army  of 
Venetines,    or    fallen    back,    retreating,    and 
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fighting,  before  its  advance,  were  now  concen- 
trated within  this  last  Defence  of  the  Severn 
Frontier.  These,  like  most  of  his  garrison, 
were  men  after  the  Marcher's  own  heart;  he 
too  was  a  commander  after  their  own  heart* 
The  Ban  of  the  Church,  under  which,  as  well 
as  the  doom  of  the  law,  such  as  it  then  was, 
most  of  them  already  laboured,  bound  them 
now  together  by  a  tie  of  tremendous  strength. 
Conscious  they  were  of  its  power — ^but  standing 
forth,  as  they  did,  before  the  world  the  sole 
defiance  to  its  fulminations,  they  felt  in  them- 
selves an  infernal  swelling  of  the  soul,  a  Satanic 
superbness  of  spirit  in  linking  together  their 
common  fronts  and  destinies  for  life  or  death 
against  that  Power  and  its  Executive,  the 
Venetine.  Through  all  the  force,  therefore, 
was  shooting  the  subtle  chord  of  such  a 
sensation  as  affects  men  who  having  just  recog- 
nized the  first  warnings  of  an  earthquake,  pre- 
pare themselves  with  suspended  animation,  yet 
no  timidity,  to  brave  the  ruin  and  perish,  if  it 
must  be,  amidst  the  crashing  grandeur  of  the 
shock  itself  Deep  and  genuine  therefore  were 
the  rough  execrations  these  sons  of  pillage  and 
licentiousness  heaped  upon  Priest,  Pontiff, 
Church,  Venetine,  indiscriminately — earnest, 
and  from  the  very  tap-roots  of  their  nature, 
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the  ringing  and  prolonged  cheers  and  en- 
couragements they  gave  with  voice  and  hand» 
to  the  Marcher,  whenever  he  had  occasion 
to  pass  through  their  thickening  files  and 
squadrons. 

Such  was  the  temper  rising  every  moment 
into  haughtier  stanchness  of  this  crime-knit 
legion,  when  the  two  veterans,  Bavolco  and 
LahiUiard  observed  the  Stipas  Cloud  slowly 
changing  its  formation — the  grey  faded  away — 
the  body  extended  itself  firom  one  apex  rolling 
onward  in  the  teeth  of  the  wind  till  it  covered 
with  a  parapet  of  blackness  the  whole  plateau 
of  the  Stipas.  On  this  base  of  utter  night,  re- 
pelling alike  the  sun  and  the  breeze  from  its 
substantial  wall,  and  presenting  a  hideous  con- 
trast to  the  ubiquitous  splendour  of  aU  nature 
around,  grew  up  with  one  simultaneous  motion 
from  the  whole  length  of  the  foundation,  first 
the  pinnacles,  then  the  turrets  and  towers, 
finally,  the  sweeping  bastions  and  outworks  of 
a  sublime  and  enormous  castle. 

The  alarm  at  this  wondrous  spectacle  shot 
from  man  to  man  throughout  Monthault — ^up 
to  the  summits,  through  every  stair-arch,  save 
that  which  the  Marcher  had  been  seen  to 
enter,  rushed  the  torrent  of  Trooper  and  Dyke- 
men.     In  a  minute  the  flats  of  the  roof  pre- 
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sented  hordes  of  excited  spectators— every  eye 
rivetted  on  the  airy  Fortress,  cut  out  as  if 
from  a  carbuncle  quaxry  against  the  clear  in- 
finity  beyond.  Never  had  imagination  con- 
ceived so  gorgeous  an  array  of  architecture  as 
now  spread  like  the  Citadel  of  the  gods  along 
the  Comdon  Heights.  The  blazing  fretwork, 
with  a  thousand  Donjons  and  Keeps,  sur- 
mounted by  a  forest  of  slender  and  beauteous 
turrets,  pierced  far  and  high  the  azure  region 
of  the  vault  of  Heaven.  Streamers  and  pen- 
nons, defying  number,  waved  from  one  end  to 
the  other — Klines  of  embrasures  streaming  with 
ether  of  the  purest  white,  ran  in  tiers  along 
the  lofty  walls.  Above  the  ramparts  moved 
column,  squadron,  and  brigade,  each  lance  and 
feather  as  distinct  as  the  nearest  trees  and 
leaves  of  the  Forest,  whilst  for  miles  around 
the  air,  with  a  rosy  flush,  reflected  the  magic 
hue,  which  from  those  gem-like  Heights 
permeated  the  wide  circumference  of  space. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Grey  Mason  was  at  its 
work  in  the  Stipas  Cloud. 

Presently  the  fabric,  as  steadily  and  equably 
as  it  had  risen,  subsided  into  the  jet  platform 
of  its  base. 

Then  before  amazement  permitted  a  tongue 
to  be  unloosed,  a  second  exhalation,  mounting 
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like  a  Field  of  arctic  ice,  assumed  the  propor- 
tions of  a  city  of  flawless  marble,  an  a^gres^te 
of  rtreets,  ^L,  porticos,  orfcrs,  ,h.fbS«, 
temples,  ascending  in  tiers  and  alternated  with 
squares,  crescents,  terraces,  in  which  the  freshest 
verdure,  the  most  fragrant  parterres,  mantled 
with  glowring  flowers,  and  the  balmiest  pro- 
ductions of  the  Orient,  were  lavishly  inter- 
spersed. Amongst  these,  lines  of  statues  lost 
in  the  far  prospective,  silently  glittered,  and 
throughout,  from  bank  to  bank,  the  myriad 
droppings  of  fountains,  jetting  in  rainbows  a 
thousand  feet  high,  soothed  and  sofkened  the 
otherwise  oppressive  sunniness  of  the  scene. 
The  Mason  remembered  his  life  in  the  East. 

Except  for  the  black  pedestal  which  supported 
this  dazzling  creation,  a  rush  of  ecstacy  would 
have  thrilled  through  every  breast ;  but  through 
that  pedestal — ^the  Cloud  itself — ^an  universal 
shuddering,  as  of  a  python  in  torture,  seemed 
to  worm  itself. 

The  outlines  of  this  spotless  city  &ded  in 
its  turn  into  haze — ^the  foundations  melted — 
the  blue  blank  of  the  natural  heavens  alone 
remained. 

Yet  ere  the  last  distant  icicle  had  dissolved 
in  space,  out  from  that  womb  of  night— as 
worlds  of  light  out  of  Chaos — ^arose  in  silvery 
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grey,  suffused  with  the  faintest  coinplexion  of 
the  rose,  the  dimensions  of  apparently  a  Forest 
vista,  shrouded  in  mist,  but  shone  upon  by 
the  incipient  colouring  of  the  solar  orb. 
Gralleries  they  seemed  to  form  of  mighty, 
overhanging,  drooping,  fore-head  embracing 
Palms,  Beeches,  Oaks,  Pines — passing  away 
farther  than  the  sight  could  follow  —  ever 
growing,  ever  deepening,  ever  solemnifying 
the  whole  extent  of  land  and  air.  The  sensa- 
tion felt  by  all  who  witnessed  these  sights 
could  scarcely  be  called  emotion.  Bather  was 
it  with  a  suppression  of  all  emotion  —  a 
stilling  of  every  fiEWulty,  the  Grarrison  of 
Monthault  continued  to  gaze  whilst  these 
Cimmerian  avenues  of  nature — the  Worship  of 
retirement — shaped  themselves  into  Aisle  and 
Nave  and  soaring  Boof — ^the  development  of 
the  Scandinavian  Sylvanism  into  the  Christian 
Cathedral.  But  what  a  Cathedral !  Not  an 
inch  unenriched  by  hieroglyphics,  not  a  foot 
but  in  unison  with  a  system — ^not  a  window 
or  projection  but  demanded  the  study  of  a 
year!  One  man  who,  with  blanched  cheeks 
surveyed  that  phantasma,  muttered — "That's 
what  the  Gh-ey  Mason  ever  said — a  Cathedral 
should  be  like  the  Day  of  Doom— every  minute, 
every  inch  of  it,  the  examination  of  a  Soul  to 
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death  or  life — such  as  it  will  be  in  the  thoa- 
sand-year  day  of  the  judgment.  Any  one 
can  bnild  an  Earthly  Castle.  T^o  can  build 
the  Seat  of  an  Apostle  ?  Who  can  bring  down 
the  Palaces  of  Heaven?  Whocan  make  evezy 
stone  a  sermon,  a  gospel,  a  life?  I  build 
Castles :  some  of  my  order — some  of  the  Grey 
Masons  bnild  Cathedrals — try  Cathedrals — they 
don't  can  them  so— 4he  world  does — they  know 
better.  None  of  ns,  the  first  Bnilders  of  the 
world,  dare  say  we  can  build  that.  Who  can 
cope  H!eaTen  and  the  Chnidi  in  a  thousand 
yards?  It  will  be  tried — brayely  tried  here- 
after— but  Ood!  C(od!  not  by  me!  I  love 
the  Gold  and  the  Castle.  But  I  conceiye — 
I  conceive !" 

So,  occap3ring  the  expanse  of  the  Comdon 
range,  the  Conception  of  the  Cloud*spirit  for  a 
transient  half-hour — picture  of  Divine  resolu- 
tions in  man ! — assumed  realization.  But  who 
can  describe  what  that  Architect,  God-inspired 
in  intellect,  Satan-inspired  in  affections,  pro- 
fessed incapacity  to  perfectionize ?  ''We  once 
saw  the  Church  in  Heaven,'*  said  a  Cambrian, 
speaking  of  this  L^end,  ''but  our  Fathers  had 
no  tongue  to  dedare  it  unto  us."  Over  that 
highland  plateau,  as  if  the  universe  were  wrapt 
in    expectancy — over    the    shadowy,    deeply- 
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carved  towers,  globes,  domes,  spires^— a  passing 
Presence  imparted  a  celestial  colouring.  No- 
thing was  merely  human;  everything  indeed 
w^lxuman;  yet  not  merely  TTit  were 
not  of  God,  it  breathed  the  huinaii  attempt 
and  hope  of  God,  but  the  hue  was  nevertheless 
that  of  suffering — ^the  hue  of  night  dying 
before  mom.  mom  dying  before  night-such 
as  bespreads  the  human  face  before  death,  such 
as  will  recolour  the  human  face  when  it  re- 
surges  from  Death-intennediate-undecisive 
— ^the  probationary  hue. 

Even  the  most  reprobate  soul  of  the  Mon- 
thault  troopers  found  itself  not  untouched. 

Over  the  air,  pervading  rood  by  rood — as  if 
the  ear  were,  no  less  than  the  eye,  the  instru- 
ment of  their  Creator — the  sense  of  that  super- 
material  portraiture  stole  into  the  conscience. 
Those  emblems  of  the  religion  of  Crucifixion 
sank,  like  plummets  upon  water,  upon  the  pro- 
foundly ignorant  and,  therefore,  infidel  minds 
of  the  garrison:  sank,  but  left  no  stamp  of 
their  meaning  behind.  They  gazed  with  mar- 
vel, not  comprehension,  and  still  the  Cathedral 
grew. 

And  out  of  the  cathedral — ^from  the  very 
spot  it  occupied — ^radiated  an  unceasing  har- 
mony.    It  rose  more  by  sound  than  sight; 
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aud  yet  the  sight,  as  it  amplified,  was  more 
glorious  than  the  sound. 

So  they  gazed  and  gazed.  Into  the  outer- 
most regions  of  the  atmosphere  the  Eternal 
Temple  every  moment  extended  itself.  It 
then  retreated,  clear,  yet  distant,  into  the 
all-ahsorbing  sky. 

Where  all  this  time  was  the  Marcher  ? 

The  most  reckless  dispositions  of  the  human 
race  demand  guidance.  Every  soldier  in- 
ternally asked,  "  Where  was  the  Marcher  ?" 

Every  individual  in  that  castle  had  Faith  in 
the  Marcher. 

The  entire  orient  had  again  changed. 

The  last  film  of  the  silvery  hue  had  evapo- 
rated ;  the  whole  heaven  fix>m  East  to  West  had 
become  a  concave  of  gold ;  the  circle  of  the 
Stipas  Cloud  a  baldric  of  jewels.  The  base 
of  the  Horizon  itself  became  imbedded,  like  an 
equator  of  jet  within  a  translucent  firame  of  the 
softest  amber.  Every  precipice,  irregularity, 
elevation,  on  the  eastern  ridges  of  the  Comdon 
died  away  before  a  new  succession  of  palatial 
streets  which,  in  their  formation,  swept  away 
before  them,  as  if  they  never  had  existence, 
every  tra^  of  earthly  figure  andmaterial.  This 
deluge  of  grandeur  dilated  onward  to  the  East 

extension,  and  upward  to  the  Meridian  in  its 
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inexpressible  soarings — boundless,  yet  of  mi- 
raculous order — countless  in  its  edifices,  yet 
each  the  unit  of  a  whole — unimaginable,  till 
seen  in  the  full  dimensions  of  its  design  and 
execution.  Through  every  particle  of  these 
countless  structiures  breathed  and  flashed  an 
internal  light,  moteless  as  the  diamond — ^trans- 
parent as  that  light  glowed  the  solid  gems  of 
which  the  finest  firettings  and  the  massiest 
towers  of  the  City  were  equally  constructed. 
Through  each  of  its  broad  avenues  poured,  like 
the  molten  sun,  streams  of  the  same  light, 
liquid,  vocal,  pregnant  with  eternal  melodies ; 
the  very  vision  of  which  bathed  and  suffused 
the  soul  in  an  exhaustless  fountain  of  ethereal 
pleasure.  Twelve  gates,  each  in  itself  a 
City  and  an  Architecture,  rose  like  Mountains 
sculptured  in  pearl,  chastening  the  insufferable 
splendour  they  guarded  with  the  only  hue  ap- 
proaching shadow  in  those  countless  vistas  of 
glory.  Beneath  them,  as  if  the  Arc  of  promise 
had,  with  added  and  augmented  brilliancies, 
been  transmuted  into  a  succession  of  lucid  sub* 
stances,  ran,  tier  upon  tier,  ascent  upon  ascent, 
each  like  an  Alp-dimensioned  step  skyward, 
twelve  Foundations,  lost  in  the  remote  dis- 
tances tiU  the  eye  ached  in  following  their 
seeming  infinitude  of  beauty.     And  never  was 
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city  SO  inhabited.  Populations  moved  therein, 
the  vestment  of  each  woven,  as  it  were,  of  a 
bright,  undefileable  star;  their  faces  radiant 
with  a  spirit-purity;  their  eyes  beaming  with 
the  fire  and  consciousness  of  an  immortality 
that  needed  neither  rest  to  restore,  nor  sleep  to 
soothe,  its  miwemed  and  unweariable  energies. 
And  they  filled  it  in  millions;  by  noillions 
they  turned  at  times,  with  one  motion  and  one 
voice  of  universal  music,  towards  the  nnap- 
proachable  place  whence  emanated  the  glory 
and  majesty  of  their  empyrean  kingdom.  The 
very  blJom  and  fruitageLreXinawild 
paradise  of  profusion  through  every  space,  on 
every  current  of  light,  seemed  deathless  in 
their  own  vitality :  not  a  leaf,  parted  from  its 
tree,  faded;  not  a  flower,  gathered  from  its 
stem,  withered,  or  sickened,  or  died.  On 
everything  was  written,  from  everything  there 
went  forth,  the  character  and  expression  of  im- 
perishability;  of  a  beauty  and  a  grace  to 
which  nought  created  elsewhere  was  capable  of 
being  added;  from  which  not  a  single  com- 
ponent, touch,  or  delicacy,  could  by  any  power 
be  disunited. 

The    Stipas    Fiend    could    conceive    that 
Heaven  to  which  he  could  never  attain. 

A  trance  had  bound  the  faculties  of  every  one 
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engaged  in  the  contemplation  of  this  over- 
powering Creation.  Not  an  eyelid  moved,  nor 
a  nerve  stirred,  whilst  its  development  settled 
down  upon  the  hollow  vault  of  the  firmament. 
All  thought,  all  human  ideas  were  submerged, 
as  shells  beneath  a  Tropical  sea,  in  the  vastness 
of  that  celestial  sight.  Not  a  clank  was  heard, 
not  a  rivet  grated,  in  the  dead  stillness  of  the 
Monthault  battlements. 

As  if  the  horizon,  transformed  into  a  coro- 
nal, severed  itself  and  passed  away  into  the 
noontide  above,  so  at  last  disappeared  the 
"  City  of  Light,  and  Gold  and  Gems  " — ^blazing 
as  it  ever  rose  in  myriads  of  coruscations, 
which  rolled  off  to  the  four  quarters  in  undu- 
lating tides  of  magnificence.  A  circle,  faintly 
and  more  faintly  scintillating  in  the  furthest 
region  of  blue,  told  the  spot  of  its  final 
vanishing. 

The  Creations  of  the  Grey  Mason  were 
never  seen  in  the  sky  again. 

The  Cloud  itself  of  the  Stipas  began  to 
swell  firom  its  foundation.  It  weltered  to  and 
fro  with  a  long  pendulous  motion.  From 
various  points  darted  up,  again  to  subside  into 
the  pitchy  denseness,  crags,  and  volcanoes  of 
lurid  fire.  No  smoke  exhaled,  not  a  gossamer 
of  haze  or  murkiness  hung  on  its  fringes,  but 
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the  whole  Cloud  loomed  forth,  clear  as  the 
black  hull  of  a  hi:^e  war-ship,  on  the  cerulean 
ground.  From  the  clefts  of  its  side  the  ra^ed 
bolts  of  the  lightning  began  to  issue  —  a 
human  arm  and  hand,  red  as  the  element  itself, 
glanced  menacingly  through  the  mass — ^by 
this  hand  fold  upon  fold,  as  if  it  rolled  up 
the  mantle  of  Demogorgon,  the  blackness  was 
gathered  in  from  the  skirts  of  the  Comdon 
Eange — from  the  ravine  and  chasm — from  the 
welkin  and  the  sky — ^till  in  its  red  grasp  re- 
mained naught  but  a  Standard-staff  and  Banner 
of  the  hue  of  the  profoundest  Night.  High 
in  the  paling  air  floated  the  portent — ^the  con- 
centration of  the  Stipas  Mist — paler  than  the 
sky  the  dim  outline  of  the  Far-Dweller  shone 
by  its  side — ^all  except  that  burning  arm  and 
hand — of  a  cold  deadly,  stony  hue.  Across  the 
intervening  sky,  right  against  the  breeze,  the 
zig-zag  of  the  levin  rushing  in  rents  through 
the  nigral  flag,  the  Apparition  moved  steadily 
onwards  towards  the  towers  of  Monthault. 
Behind  it,  in  their  natural  relief,  the  Comdon 
lines  once  more  shone  forth.  Of  all  the 
Visions  so  startlingly  embodied  by  the  soul  of 
the  Grey  Mason — ^the  last  exhibitions  of  his 
master  passion,  ere  both  they  and  he  entered 
the  Changeless  State — not  the  minutest  frag- 
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ment  now  remained.  He  and  his  Standard  stood 
alone.  But  far  under  that  Standard,  as  if  its 
appearance  preceded  the  advent  of  an  ocean, 
was  now  for  the  first  time  heard  a  stern, 
host-marching  sound,  a  mellowed  roar  of 
multitudes,  a  deep,  low,  ever-widening  peal, 
one  moment  bursting  in  gales,  the  next  rolling 
in  monotonous  volumes  along  the  trampled 
earth. 

That  well-known  sound  dissolved  all  chains 
and  charms  of  the  Visionary  World.  As  a 
mirror  shattered  by  one  discharge  into  pieces, 
80  the  silence  of  the  Marcher's  battlements 
broke  in  an  instant  into  a  hundred  cries, — 
**The  Venetine!— the  Venetine!"  echoed  from 
every  turret.  The  alarm  rang  from  bastion 
to  bastion — the  genius  of  discipline  instant- 
aneously resumed  its  sway,  and  with  no 
other  noise  than  the  inevitable  commotion 
of  bodies  in  mail,  no  other  cry  than  the  mot  de 
guerre  of  Monthault,  the  troopers  of  the  Marcher 
pouring  downward  from  the  ramparts,  formed 
anew  in  the  courts,  and  with  one  stem,  deep 
Hurrah  I  demanded  the  presence  of  their  Lord. 

This  was  the  commotion — this  the  noise 
that  had  penetrated  the  ears  of  Guadere  and 
Peers,  even  the  chamber  of  Jarl  the  Breton. 

The  Stipas  Standard  began  to  move.     On  the 
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flag-staff  rampart  of  Monthault  the  Sentinel 
alone  remained — it  was  death  to  stir.  No  cause 
within  the  suggestions  of  the  most  prolific 
fancy  could  occur  which  in  the  Baron's  judg- 
ment justified  a  soldier  deserting  his  post.  If 
he  did  so,  let  it  be  at  once  for  the  grave.  With 
knitted  sinews,  therefore,  bracing  himself  up  as 
the  martyr  does  at  the  first  ignition  of  the 
pyre  around  his  extremities,  the  Sentinel  marked 
the  approaches  towards  him — ^not  thirty  feet 
above  the  level  of  his  parade — of  the  Fiery 
Spectre.  Upon  that,  not  upon  the  debouching, 
column  after  column,  of  the  Yenedotian 
army,  was  his  wrapt  attention  fixed.  He 
was  no  coward.  In  that  fierce  face  mingled 
the  terror  of  the  man  with  the  long-tried 
and  long-pl'oved  courage  of  the  soldier. 
Thrice  he  raised  the  trumpet  to  his  lips — ^but 
no  alarm  was  eUcited  by  his  suspended  breath. 
He  heard  the  thundering  cheer  of  the  garrison 
below — he  heard  the  clarion*blasts  of  the  enemy 
as  Chieftain  by  Chieftain  they  defiled  out  of  the 
Forest  and  pitched  their  cognizances  in  array, 
not  three  hundred  yards  from  the  outworks  of 
the  fortress.  With  them,  in  the  air  above, 
halted  for  the  third  part  of  the  time  whilst  a 
jnan  might  slowly  count  a  thousand,  the  Stipas 
Flag.     The  Snowdon  GriflSn,  the  Standard  of 
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the  North,  during  this  pause  emerged  from 
the  foliage— its  crimson  wings  fanning  the  wind 
above  a  thick  and  shining  brigade  of  Princes, 
Nobles,  Castellans,  Feudatory  Marchers,  Tem- 
plars, Chieftains  of  Fowysland,  Deheubarth  and 
Venedotia.  Anon  it  was  pitched  and  became 
stetionary  on  a  central  eminence-and  forth- 
with  the  Stipafi  Flag  resumed  its  even  unfluctu- 
ating progress — ^nearer  and  nearer  to  the  fated 
battlen^ents  of  the  Marcher.  Above  the 
Standard  of  Monthault  it  finally  arrived — 
ceased  all  onward  motion— dropped  inch  by 
inch  down — enveloped  first  the  banner,  then 
the  banner-mast  of  the  Marcher ;  then  from  its 
piflar  of  fire  threw  out  it«  own  night-black 
folds,  far  into  the  atmosphere  of  the  serene 
autumnal  day. 

Hitherto  the  Sentinel  had  with  imflinching 
steadiness  maintained  his  ground;  but  when 
from  out  the  Banner  pedestal  the  face  of  the 
Par-Dweller  turned  with  its  terrible  significance 
upon  him,  his  heart  leapt  to  his  throat,  and, 
with  the  bound  of  a  maddened  courser,  he 
plunged,  bereft  of  all  self-command,  down  the 
stair-descent,  and,  as  we  have  seen,  was  impaled 
alive  on  the  points  of  Banulph's  Guard  of 
Spears. 

The  iron  bar  across  Jarl's  door  was  heard  to 
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fall.  The  door  opened.  Guadere  and  Peers 
entered.  The  Baron  was  the  only  occupant. 
Statue,  censor,  parchments,  the  Breton  were 
no  longer  to  he  found.  In  lieu,  displayed 
along  the  walls  hung  suits  of  armour,  to  the 
▼isor  of  the  helm  of  each  of  which  had  been 
transferred  the  names  previously  inscribed  on 
the  Breton's  memorial  tablet. 

They  ran — "Carolan  de  Turribus — ^Poitrel 
de  Guisnes — Hillier  de  Ponthievre — ^Darcie  de 
Breos — ^Posso  de  Fraxinis — Jorwerth  ap  Cad- 
van — Eotpert  ap  Cadvan — Gantron  de  Pan- 
cevot." 

Four  only  on  that  tablet  remained  there 
imerased — against  each  the  signal  of  impending 
death  was  drawn.  Mute  as  the  arms  them- 
selves, his  eyes  devouring  name  after  name, 
his  foot  fixed  on  his  bare  and  fallen 
sword,  the  drops  falling  one  by  one  at  long 
intervals  from  his  fiirrow-lined  forehead,  re* 
mained — ^minutes  after  the  entrance  of  his  sons 

Tki  Monthault  himself.  It  was  long  before  he 
moved.  With  his  finger  he  then  pointed  to 
his  sword.  Guadere  stooped  and  delivered  it 
to  him.  Dehberately  he  returned  it  to  its 
scabbard.  He  advanced  to  the  embrasure  and 
gazed  out.  The  cavalcade  below  the  preci- 
pice, led  by  the  Crimson  Plume  of  Jarl  Bronz, 
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and  diversified  by  more  than  one  female  habili- 
ment»  more  than  one  Priestly  Eobe  was  in 
motion  towards  the  Venetine  camp. 

"  Fool !"  said  the  Baron,  striking  his  own 
breast,  « this  comes  from  not  being  sure  and 
'Thorough'  in  my  work/' 

Who  is  the  Breton,  then  ?"  asked  Guadere. 
Ah !"  replied  the  Baron,  "  I  thought  I  had 
made  '  Thorough '  work  of  him  and  his,  years 
bygone — I  should  have  stabbed  him  in  his 
tomb,  as  well  as  in  his  chamber.  Thy  fault — 
thy  fault,  Monthault !  said  not  thy  genius  ever 
— only  by  being  '  Thorough '  couldst  thou  be 
both  great  and  safe.  Thy  fault,  but  I'll  meet 
thee  yet,  Venetine ;  I'll  see  thy  face  once  more 
if  it  e'en  be  under  yonder  Devil-banner  of  my 
Maorchland  torch." 

And  the  wrinkles  on  the  Marcher's  brow 
gave  way  to  its  usual  calm  undaunted  col- 
lectedness.  He  removed  not  his  gaze  till  the 
Breton  and  his  troop  had  passed  the  outposts 
of  the  Venetine  force. 

Ten  minutes  before  this,  said  a  comrade  to 
Tancred  le  Gascon,  "  Where  is  the  Marcher  ?" 

"  Can'st  thou  not  guess,  man,"  answered  the 
Condottier — ^pointing  to  the  Stipas  Flag  on  the 
Keep,  "  the  Marcher  and  the  Dead  are  at  this 

VOL.  III.  N 
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moment  met — met  alone.  There  flies  the 
Stipas  Cloudy  as  the  Gunley  Hermit  prophesied, 
for  the  Monthault  Banner — ^and  lo!  yonder, 
towards  the  Welshman,  rides  the  Dead  man  with 
whom  Be  Monthault  has  held  his  meeting." 

"  It's  the  Crimson  Plume  of  the  Breton,  Jarl 
Bronz,  and  his  Breton  gang  hehind  him/'  ob- 
served the  astonished  Camarade. 

"We  called  him  *our  Jarl* — the  Marcher 
and  we,  did  we  not  ?  *  our  Jarl,'  repeated  Tan- 
cred." 

"  And  was  he  not  ?" 

"  The  Dead  lose  their  name — ^but  to-night, 
friend,  to-night  we  shall  find  Jarl  Bronz  was 
never  ours,  never  Marcher's,  never  Breton — 
never  has  been  ought  or  any  body's  but  himself 
and  his  own.  Look  I  how  the  forest  there  is 
tumbling  down — the  Welshman's  axes  are  at 
their  roots  aheady.  Here,  from  the  Dead 
man's  interview  comes  the  Baron.  Now,  by 
my  soul,  he  is  a  noble  fellow ! — look  at  him — 
game  and  Norman  to  the  last.  Waes  Hael  to 
the  Marcher !" 
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CHAPTEE  VIII. 

THE  CAMP  OF  THE  VENETINE. 

The  Camp  of  the  Venetines  extended  for  miles 
in  circuit.  The  centre  of  its  curvature  was  the 
Castle  of  Monthault.  The  Flag  of  Fire  stream- 
ing from  its  battlements  seemed  the  appro- 
priate symbol  of  both  the  Baron  himself,  and  of 
the  Cymbrian  force  which  had  carried  the  sword 
and  the  flame  into  every  Norman-peopled 
locality  on  the  Borders.  It  threw  itself  forth 
towards  the  Camp,  much  like  a  meteor  in  the 
midst  of  an  eflFulgent  star-lit  sky — so  brilliant 
with  metal  armorage,  so  lavish  of  gold  on 
their  own  persons  were  the  ranks  of  the  vain 
but  gallant  Mountaineers.  ''  I  saw,**  says  an 
ancient  writer,  "in  the  HiU-countries  of  the 
West,  even  in  the  realm  of  I^ri,  men  of 
gold  riding  on  little  steeds  not  worth  ten  solidi 
in  our  eastern  markets."  As  the  column, 
therefore,  of  the  Breton  all  equipped  like  their 
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leader,  in  sombre  habiliments,  all  wearing  the 
pass-leaf  of  the  Yew  in  their  helmets,  wonnd 
its  way  through  the  central  street  which  led  np 
to  the  tent  of  the  Snowdon  Princes,  they  resem- 
bled a  bar  of  iron  drawn  across  a  surface  of 
gilded  bronze.  The  distinctive  feature  of  the 
Yenetine  army,  consisting  of  little  short  of 
thirty-six  thousand  men  able  to  wield  sword 
and  spear,  could  not  fail  to  strike  the  observer 
in  an  instant.  The  army  was  one  of  in&ntry. 
Except  the  steeds  of  the  Chie&  and  the  Norman 
Feud-Barons,  none  were  to  be  seen  down  the 
long  alleys  of  the  lines.  The  Yenetine  reposed 
confidence  in  his  own  constitution,  his  own 
hand,  his  own  foot— hence  the  expedition,  the 
cheapness,  the  murderous  unity  of  action  in  their 
warfare.  The  Boman  war-dress  universally  pre- 
vailed among  them — ^the  naked  arm,  naked 
leg,  naked  neck,  the  slightly  sandalled  foot, 
nothing  but  the  vital,  inert  parts  protected. 
Every  motive  limb  was  scrupulously  kept  un- 
confined  by  doth  or  weight  of  any  description^ 
To  this  wise,  because  natural,  discipline  may 
perhaps  be  ipiputed  the  extraordinary  health 
remarked  as  the  rule  in  the  Yenetine  Battalions. 
A  dry  skin  and  a  dry  couch  they  ever  com* 
manded;   they  were  not  loaded,  as  modem 
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soldiers,  with  wet  blankets,  wet  accoutrements, 
a  second  ever-damp  cuticle,  killing  far  more  in 
hospital  than  the  enemy  in  the  field.  Then 
the  eternal  obstinacy  of  their  hostilities  might 
be  accounted  for  from  a  survey  of  their  frames. 
Each  of  these  infantry  are  men  of  practised  limb 
and  thew.  They  axe  bom,  live,  and  die,  in  mill- 
tary  exercises.  The  Saxons  quoted  their  speed  of 
foot  as  incredible,  and  with  truth.  Out  of  a  force 
of  ten  thousand,  levied  in  Snowdon,  three  thou- 
sand picked  warriors  would,  the  evening  of  the 
second  day,  be  storming  the  most  southerly 
castle  in  Deheubarth  or  Dy ved,  in  Glamorgan 
or  Pembrokeshire.  They  were,  therefore,  com- 
pared to  the  iron  carcases  of  the  Normans,  more 
than  half  naked,  but  in  that  nakedness  was 
displayed  in  the  relief  of  a  life's  pancratium  the 
gnarled  sinews,  the  marble-dured  flesh,  the 
erect,  expanded  chest  of  the  thorough-formed 
man.  Nothing,  indeed,  but  this  everlasting 
training  could  have  supported  an  everlasting 
campaign.  To  them  it  had  long  become  their 
social  state.  Into  it  boys  of  the  tenderest 
years  were  initiated ;  urchins  made  the  rudi- 
ments of  mountain  warfare  the  school  catechism 
of  their  education.  Mingled  amongst  this 
nation  of  Olympian  Bunners  and  Athletes  were 
discerned  the  agents  of  the  merchant-world  of 
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that  era — Lombards,  Saracens,  Moors,  Fla- 
inands,  Jews,  the  spies,  negotiators,  and  de- 
frauders  of  both  rivaLies — of  Norman  and 
of  Cambrian — ^alike.  Under  the  long  huts 
and  tabernacles,  constructed  from  oak  to  oak  of 
branches  and  green  leaf  thatch,  rose  the  con- 
fused jargon  of  a  hundred  tongues — were  piled 
the  plunder  of  a  hundred  Castles — were  pro- 
ceeding the  ransoms  of  hundreds  of  Captives 
and  parole-men.  Arranged  in  an  infinity  of 
stands  the  heavy  Spears  of  the  Arvon  men 
formed  the  sides  of  the  vistas,  radiating  fix)m 
the  Royal  Banner  to  the  fiirthest  limits  of 
the  camp.  Between  them,  m  the  various 
segments,  the  smaller  stands  of  javelins  or 
piles  dotted  the  green  sward  with  innumerable 
flashes,  much  like  the  stars  in  a  blue  night,  or 
the  kisses  of  the  sun  on  the  swell  of  the  sea. 
By  each  of  these  Spear-stands  was  drawn  up 
a  sentinel ;  through  the  narrower  lanes  w^hich 
intersected  the  segments  moved  the  increasing 
crowd  of  the  Venetines ;  at  the  angle  of  each 
segment,  nearest  the  Snowdon  Standard,  floated 
the  Flag  of  the  Tribe  which  occupied  it.  In  the 
midst  of  the  segment  the  respective  Chieftains, 
with  their  immediate  relatives,  had  pitched  their 
own  tents.  Over  these,  to  mark  them  of  the 
Oak  race — ^the  race  of  the  pure  First  People, 
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coeval  with  the  national  tree  of  Britain — the 
Oak-tree  branch  was  elevated.  In  addition  to 
the  Eed  Cross  on  each  tunic  was  woven  the  dis- 
tinctive crest  of  the  tribe ;  a  few,  only  a  few,  car- 
ried on  the  same  breast  the  triple  recognizances 
of  the  Cross,  the  Oak,  and  the  Bed  Dragon ; 
these  were  the  highest  in  descent  and  station. 
From  beyond  the  outskirts  of  the  camp  was 
heard  constantly  the  repeated  crashes  of  falling 
timber,  succeeding  each  other,  or  occurring  at 
once  with  the  noise  of  rumbling  thunder.  On 
the  nearest  point  to  Monthault,  superintended 
by  Ap  Teudor  and  the  Templar,  already  as- 
cended the  middle  stories  of  many  Towers, 
destined  to  be  advanced  against  the  Marcher's 
battlements.  Against  the  sides  of  these,  rich 
with  sap  and  vegetating  life,  the  inferior  archi- 
tects were  testing,  by  application,  the  eflfect  of 
fire.  It  was  very  evident  from  the  hissing  ex- 
tinction of  the  element,  where  abandoned  to 
itself,  that  Uttle  peril  existed  of  their  being 
ignited  by  the  garrison  before  they  had  suc- 
ceeded in  planting  troop  upon  troop  of  Vene- 
tines  upon  its  battlements.  Ladders  of  enor- 
mous length  and  strength,  secured  together  in 
platforms  of  twelve  feet  broad,  to  enable  as  many 
men  to  mount  at  once  to  the  scalade,  were  being 
constructed,  in  scores,  under  the  careful  revision 
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of  other  leaders.  The  Venetine  knew  well  the 
fatal  results  of  error  m  the  length,  steadiness  or 
security  of  his  Storming  Media.  Many  of  the 
foremost  and  bravest  of  his  soldiery  had  occa- 
sionally been  sacrificed  merely  because  such  a 
ladder  required  another  yard  to  bring  its 
highest  rail  above  the  level  of  the  Norman  para- 
pet— many  an  intrepid  group  had  Mien  a 
mangled,  dismembered  mass  at  the  base  of  the 
beleaguered  wall,  because  the  jointures  had 
proved  too  feeble  to  support  the  weight  of  the 
mounting  column  of  attack.  Earely,  therefore, 
did  the  Venedotian  now  permit  himself  to  err 
in  these  calculations.  His  accurate  eye  would 
take  in  to  a  few  feet  the  measurements  of  anv 
fortification  before  him;  aad  if  he  mistook  at 
all,  he  took  care,  from  experience,  the  mistake 
should  be  on  the  right  side — of  excess,  not 
deficiency — of  over-strength,  not  weakness.  In 
another  quarter  a  division  of  their  militaiy 
artizans  were  shaping  the  frames,  wheels,  and 
machinery  for  the  transport  and  erection  of  the 
instruments  of  scalade.  Cranes,  pulleys,  tri- 
angles of  dimensions  proportionate  to  the  work 
required  of  them,  seemed  to  be  metamorphosed 
out  of  the  forest  with  magical  rapidity.  The 
hacking  sound  of  an  army  of  tools  environed  the 
ear  on  every  side  -  save  on  that  of  Monthault, 
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whence,  through  the  multitudinous  din  the 
rush  of  the  Flame- banner  of  the  Stipas  swept 
like  the  sound  of  the  descent  of  a  mighty 
cataract.  Everywhere  else  was  the  noise  of  an 
endless  workshop,  a  laborious  smithery — a  per- 
fect rain  of  glittering  swords  and  axes,  rising  and 
falling^  without  stint  or  stay,  a  few  feet  above 
the  level  of  the  earth.  On  the  declivities  of 
the  ground,  with  the  gable-ends  turned  to  the 
castle,  the  Tortoises,  or  Sapping-machines  of 
the  assault,  were  being  ridged  together  in  mas- 
sive beams  of  smoothed  timber,  built  into  each 
other  like  the  pointed  roof  of  a  house.  To 
some  the  wheels  were  in  the  act  of  being  ap- 
plied. No  one  could  view  these  operations 
without  seeing  that,  as  long  as  these  Forests 
remained,  and  the  Venetine  was  animated  by 
his  present  spirit,  the  conquest  of  the  country 
by  the  Castle  system  was  an  impossibility. 
The  Granite  was  not  a  match  for  the  Oak. 
The  materials  for  the  destruction  of  the 
strongest  fort,  by  men  that  possessed  the  in- 
trepidity to  apply  and  back  them  with  their 
own  hand-to-hand  encounters,  grew  to  pro- 
vision at  its  very  portals.  It  stood  sur- 
rounded by  a  circle  of  latent  fire,  which  it  only 
demanded  the  breath  and  steel  of  the  Welsh- 
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raan  to  kindle  into  the  agent  of  its  desolation 
and  ashes.  Without  the  Forest,  no  valour  would 
have  availed  the  Venetine  against  such  advan- 
tages as  the  Castle  guaranteed  its  holders ;  on 
the  other  hand.  Forests  would  have  been  of  no 
use  to  a  faint-hearted,  or  easily-discouraged 
nation.  To  the  gallant  Venetine  it  was  invalu- 
able ;  it  was  liberty  itself;  because  it  brought 
him  on  an  equal  arena,  foot  to  foot,  with  his 
enemies  on  the  battlements  of  their  own  de- 
fences. Without  this  spirit  of  close-quarters 
in  action,  the  woods  would  have  proved 
skulking-places  and  refuges,  but  never  the 
offensive  means  for  the  erasion  of  the  bristling 
dens  which  every  year  were  pushing  their 
horns  up  from  eastward  into  their  Free  do- 
mains. The  surprise  therefore  felt  at  the  first 
perusal  of  the  Marchland  Chronicles,  in  ob- 
serving fort  after  fort  going  down  in  these  long 
successions  of  perennial  campaigns  before  the 
Snowdon  arms,  vanishes  after  the  briefest 
consideration.  Had  Jarl  the  Breton  not  pre- 
viously known  the  secret  of  the  Welshman's 
success,  he  would  now  not  have  failed  to  master 
it.  It  was  going  on  befor  his  eyes.  It  was,  in 
fact,  of  the  simplest  nature ;  requiring  only  two 
postulates  to  insure  victory-wood  for  mate- 
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rials  of  machinery ;  fearless  and  experienced 
assailants  for  the  expugnation  of  the  garrison. 
The  Venetine  possessed  both  requisites  in  any 
quantities  ;  either  without  the  other  would 
have  been  a  massacre  or  a  helplessness.  As  it 
was,  the  whole  anti-castle  system  of  the  Moun- 
tains consisted  in  throwing,  by  means  of  the 
Forest,  a  whole  army — troop  upon  troop,  bat- 
talion on  battalion,  relay  upon  relay — simul- 
taneously imder  the  walls,  through  the  portals, 
posterns,  crenellated  interstices,  embrasures, 
upon  the  roofs  and  battlements  of  the  place 
besieged.  Before  such  a  concentration  of 
time,  action,  and  overwhelming  numbers  on 
one  point,  the  most  solid  structures  and  the 
hardiest  garrisons  succumbed,  in  a  few  brief 
but  terrible  hours,  to  cinders  and  the  earth. 
The  process  was  at  this  moment  in  full  vigour 
against  Monthault.  With  the  morning  sun 
the  Venetine  had  sat  down  before  its  bastions ; 
before  the  morrow's  rose,  his  whole  force 
would  be  launched  in  one  moment,  and  one 
thunderbolt,  upon  its  yet  majestic  and  perfect 
pride.  "  We'll  have  no  more  rebellions  here," 
exclaimed  that  sagaxdous  king,  Edward  the  First, 
two  centuries  afterwards,  pointing  to  the  Vale 
of  the  Clwyd,  cleared  of  its  former  dense 
umbrage.     "  No/'  replied  the  Welshman,  with 
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a  laugh,  "your  Grace  has  both  given  us  a 
Prince  of  our  own,  and  made  it  better  worth 
our  while  to  till  the  land  than  fight  beneath 
the  Forest  shade.  The  oak-tree  roots  would 
never  bear  seed  or  plough;  your  clearing  has 
paid  us  Welshmen  better  than  it  does  your- 
self." But  this  blessed  imion  of  interests  was 
long  afterwards.  Now  was  the  era  of  their 
collisions.  The  quickness,  we  had  almost 
said  the  velocity  of  these  preparations — for 
they  seemed  to  be  as  a  shaft  on  the  string — 
owed  its  accomplishment  to  one  weapon,  the 
straight,  heavy,  short  sword — at  once  bill,  axe, 
hatchet,  storming  cutlass ;  the  splendid  instru- 
ment that  made  the  Boman  the  Master  of  the 
world;  that  immediately  he  could  come  front 
to  front  with  his  foe,  gave  him,  if  not  an  easy, 
still  a  once-for-all  victory :  the  weapon  not  so 
much  of  one  battle,  as  of  the  permanent  con- 
quests of  lands  and  nations.  In  the  Yenetine's 
hands,  it  was  both  the  proof  of  his  inherent 
dauntlessness  and  the  title  of  his  independency. 
That,  and  the  javelin,  were  his  inheritances  from 
Imperil  Borne,  in  his  tads  they  nerer  dis- 
graced  giver  or  receiver.  Every  soldier,  there- 
fore,  not  on  other  duties,  was  fully  engaged  in 
hurrying  forward,  with  his  own  tool  and  skill, 
the  fabrication  of  the  storming  machines.    The 
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only  interruption  arose  from  the  feelings  of 
awe  and  wonder  which  more  or  less  pervaded 
every  soul  amongst  them,  as  he  gazed  on 
the  Unearthly  Banner  of  the  Marcher.  They 
knew,  however,  that  the  man  and  the  spot 
were  under  the  irrevocable  ban  of  the  Church. 
The  Stipas  Cloud  had  long  in  popular  ru- 
mour been  connected  with  the  final  destiny 
of  the  ruthless  Baron.  The  visible  witness 
they  now  beheld  was  to  them  only  the  evi- 
dence of  the  truth  of  their  own  Faith — of  the 
Faith  of  the  Age — of  the  power  of  the  Prince  of 
the  Air  over  such  as,  rejected  from  the  fold  of 
the  one  and  only  Saviour,  necessarily  became 
re-consigned  to  his  realm  and  possession.  The 
sight  was  in  accordance  with  every  tale,  le- 
gend, and  history  of  the  World  around  them — 
of  the  World  within  themselves.  Based  on  a 
great  trnth,  the  theory  in  their  unquestioning 
beUef  received  from  the  instance  before  them 
only  one  out  of  a  thousand  corroborations 
bruited  abroad,  and  of  established  reception 
through  the  whole  of  Christendom.  For  the 
same  reason,  the  volunteers  for  the  approaching 
attack  had  sent  in  their  claims  through  every 
Chief  and  from  every  Tribe.  It  was  a  Divine 
Crusade,  brought  to  them  as  a  high  and  Gbd-^ 
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appointed  dispensation  to  their  own  doors, 
across  their  very  march  homeward  to  Snowdon. 
The  impious,  the  religionless,  the  conscience- 
less, of  the  whol6  Dyke  population  appeared, 
by  an  invisible  fatality,  to  have  been  sum- 
moned together,  to  have  been  impelled  onward, 
to  have  been  locked  up,  as  the  peculiar  legion 
of  Satan,  within  yonder  Prison,  under  that  Flag 
of  the  element  of  hell,  under  the  indomitable^ 
but  soulless,  and  priesthood-spurning  Norman. 
What,  indeed,  they  might  justly  infer,  could 
be  the  men  resolved  to  share  the  Marcher's 
spiritual  doom  and  secular  fortunes,  now 
cooped  up  in  that  mysteriously-built  fortress, 
except  transcripts  of  himself,  when  even  Jarl 
Bronz  and  his  bloody  Bretons — ^the  proverb  of 
the  Marches — ^had  revised  to  be  any  longer 
identified  with  his  name,  his  service,  and  his 
fate;  had  separated  themselves  from  hyn  and 
his ;  were  now  in  the  act  of  marshalling  them- 
selves in  the  foremost  ranks  of  the  impending 
scalade — the  scalade  of  those  Towers,  of  which, 
for  so  many  years,  they  had  been  the  a^gis, 
the  executioners,  and  the  avengers,  against  all 
comers  from  the  four  quarters  of  the  hostile 
winds.  Even  these  could  not  stand  the  blast 
direct  from  above,  from  the  very  gate  of  the 
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Seraphim  which  now  echoed  in  the  peal  and 
accents  of  Sinai  round  that  "  high  place"  of  the 
world,  which  defied  alike  the  detestation  of 
man  and  the  retribution  of  God.  The  unusual 
silence,  therefore,  which,  amidst  the  general 
turmoil,  preceded  and  followed  the  path  of  the 
Breton,  was  created  by  two  causes ;  partly,  he 
and  his  troopers  were  looked  upon  as  "  brands 
long  hardened  in  the  fire,  only  just  plucked  at 
the  very  last  moment  from  the  burning,"  yet 
for  that  very  reason  to  be  welcomed  with  the 
severe  satisfaction  religion  extends  to  Penitents, 
ready  to  prove  their  penitence  in  deeds,  by  the 
hands  of  the  Church — by  the  army  of  the  Chur<ih 
—^avenging  Venetine.  Partly  Jarl's  own  fame, 
sculptured  from  Anglesey  to  Gloucester  by 
fearful  mementos  of  his  own  carving,  was  suf- 
ficient to  arrest  the  attention  of  every  indi- 
vidual who  knew  that  slowly-moving  rider  of 
the  Black  Arms  and  Crimson  Plume  to  be  the 
notorious  and  dreaded  Breton  of  Monthault. 
The  Sentries,  as  he  passed  at  the  head  of  his 
troopers,  never  took  their  gaze  from  him  long 
after  his  back  was  turned  to  them.  On  their 
features,  the  hatred  of  the  Venetine,  as  a  man, 
towards  this  effective  and  merciless  Antagonist 
struggled  with  what  should  have  been  his  joy. 
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as  a  child  of  the  Cross,  that  his  soul  at  least 
had  been  saved  from  Satan  and  his  Angels. 
The  hatred  was  his  own,  his  time's,  his 
nation's — ^the  pity,  the  reconciliation,  the  stem 
contentment,  with  the  escape  of  such  an  Oppo- 
nent from  that  reeling  Castle  and  menaced 
death,  so  richly  and  so  long  merited,  was 
infused  into  him  from  an  external  source; 
wa^  part  of  that  teax^hing  of  the  Spirituality 
which,  if  it  commanded  him  to  believe  in  a 
Personal  Principle  of  Evil,  in  its  tangible  mani- 
festations in  men,  in  the  infernal  cliaracter  of 
the  Flag  of  Monthault — ^taught  him  also  to  re- 
ceive Mrith  the  dispositions  of  heaven  every  soul 
— ^foe  or  friends — ^that  could  be  delivered  from 
so  frightfrd  a  State  and  Dominion.  From  the 
procession,  therefore,  of  the  Breton  Condottieri 
emanated  right  and  left  an  atmosphere  of  a 
double  principle.  The  order  of  Literature,  as  it 
might  be  termed,  among  the  Cymra,  the  Ovate, 
the  Bard,  the  Druid  Yates — many  of  whom,  in 
their  vestures  of  white,  or  green,  or  blue,  cir- 
culated amongst  the  soldiery,  or  lounged  before 
the  various  tents — ^folded  their  mantles  without 
show  of  greeting,  without  repulsion  on  their 
grave  and  composed  aspects.  Here  and  there 
only,  some  clansman  of  Cedewen,  of  the 
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tainers  of  Caereinion,  of  the  last  scenes  of  Jarl's 
exploits,  muttering  his  deep  and  audible  curse, 
brandished  his  threatening  hand  at  the  im- 
moveable Cavalcade.  Throughout  the  extent 
traversed  by  the  Breton,  no  melody  of  lute,  or 
clarion,  or  harp,  was  heard;  all  was  urgent, 
unintermitted,  business  of  war.  At  last,  Jarl 
halted  before  the  Standard  of  the  Snowdon 
Griffin:  tall  men,  with  curled  and  decorated 
tresses,  bound  with  a  plain  circlet  of  gold,  kept 
watch  and  ward  before  the  Prince's  tent :  the 
tent  itself  being  such  a  tabernacle  as  the  leader 
of  the  Israelitish  host  erected  of  old,  of  green 
branches,  in  the  wilderness. 

"  Dismount,  my  son,"  said  the  Abbot  of 
Cwmhir,  issuing  from  the  entrance.  "  Let  thy 
troopers  also  dismount;  but  let  them  tarry 
here  as  they  are,  whilst  I  bring  thee  to  audience 
with  Eryri." 

Jarl  obeyed  the  injunction,  committed  the 
steed  to  his  squire,  and,  with  towering  form 
casting  a  darkness  upon  the  Ecclesiastic,  fol- 
lowed him  through  another  long  avenue  of  sen- 
tries and  spear-stands  to  a  spot  where  lines  of 
oak  and  beech  tree  were  tumbling  down  with  a 
noise  Hke  the  minute  guns  of  modem  artillery. 

With  back  supported  against  one  of  the  un- 
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felled  trees,  no  insignia  but  his  own  command- 
ing Presence  to  denote  lordship  or  royalty,  his 
eye  taking  in  the  operations  of  the  camp  far 
and  near  with  quiet  vigilance  and  observancy. 
stood  Owen,  the  son  of  Gryffy th,  Prince  of  the 
Cymro,  Lord  of  Snowdon,  Sub-king  of  the 
Britons.  The  Heir-apparent  of  Cambria  had 
long  since  proved  himself  worthy  of  his  exalted 
birth  and  future  throne.  Already  he  was  ac- 
knowledged the  first  and  most  sagacious  war- 
rior of  this  turbulent  island.  Many  of  the 
Norman  Barons  had  attained  a  certain  amount 
of  reputation  in  the  field ;  but  no  one  name 
amongst  them  stood  forth  to  challenge  com- 
petition with  the  Soldier-general,  that  had  al- 
ready led  ten  campaigns — never  ujisuccessfuUy 
— against  the  armaments  of  Border  England. 
This  chivalrous  representative  of  the  most  an- 
cient Dynasty  of  Europe,  which  traced  its  lineage 
historically  back  to  the  era  of  the  first  Caesar, 
and  mythically  to  the  remotest  ages  and  the 
heaven-lost  Regalities  of  the  East,  bore  in  his 
whole  mien  and  port  the  conscious  dignity 
of  a  Race  that  for  more  than  a  thousand  years 
had  commanded  nations  in  battle  and  court. 
The  pale,  clear  complexion  of  his  ancestral 
Constantines — the  deep,  expanded  chest  of  the 
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Knight-Emperor  Arthur  — the  erect  stature 
attributed  to  Arviragus  and  Caractacus,  were 
happily  united  in  their  present  descendant. 
It  was  impossible  even  for  the  Breton  to 
survey  without  emotion  this  darling  Cliief  of 
the  Cymru,  surrounded,  without  pomp  or  in- 
equality, by  the  only  Free  unconquered  People 
of  the  West,  addressed  by  each  of  them,  with- 
out title  or  addition  of  heraldry,  simply  by  his 
Christian  name  of  "  Owen,"  yet  receiving  every 
instant  some  natural,  unthought-of  evidence  of 
the  profound  love  and  devotion  which  formed 
the  heart-root  of  the  Venedotian  towards  the 
"  old  king-blood  "  of  his  Race.  Towards  even 
the  worthless  scions — ^and  such  there  had  been, 
such  there  came  afterwards,  both  in  Wales  and 
England — of  that  stem  his  affection  never 
faltered ;  for  the  weak  Carnarvon,  the  fickle 
Richard,  the  infatuated  Stuart,  he  for  centuries 
afterwards  fought,  the  last-yielding  of  all  their 
partizans,  on  the  same  principle,  and  with  the 
same  tenacity,  as  he  had  before  done  for  the 
yet  unextinguished  and  regnant  branch  of  the 
Leolines.  But  when  the  Prince,  as  in  the  pre- 
sent  instance,  combined  personal  eminence  ^^dth 
hereditary  glories,  the  Cambrian's  loyalty  rose 
to  a  kind  of  hero-worship  of  its  object.     For- 
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tunate  or  not,  mattered  not  so  much.  If  he 
was  true  to  his  "  Blood  and  Faith,"  he  became 
their  Child,  their  Man,  their  BeUgion.  Every 
disaster  only  served  to  strengthen  the  links  of 
their  union.  But  Owen — ^to  crown  all — ^had 
been  a  singularly  successful,  as  well  as  valiant 
'  leader.  The  attachment,  therefore,  of  his  nation 
to  him  was  as  ardent  as  it  seemed  unfathomable. 
His  recent  victory  on  the  Teivy  had  finally 
inserted,  in  the  front  of  his  blazing  coronal, 
the  most  brilliant  of  its  gems — shared,  indeed, 
as  to  the  halo  it  shed,  by  his  gay,  light- 
hearted,  but  intellectual  brother,  Cadwallader, 
but  planted  there  chiefly  by  himself.  His 
subsequent  reign  was  no  less  protracted  in 
years  than  studded  with  noble  achievements — 
the  theme  afterwards  of  many  a  harp  and  lay 
in  the  land  he  so  ably  swayed. 

"  Jarl  Breton  of  Monthault,"  said  the  Abbot. 

In  his  habitual  attitude — ^his  hands  on  his 
battle-axe — Jarl  endured  the  scrutiny  of  the 
Prince.  Axe  and  saw  and  sword  ceased  at 
once  their  motion.  The  soldiers  bounded  up, 
glaring  and  amazed.  The  Chiefs  who  happened 
to  be  accompanying  Owen  turned  with  dilating 
breasts  now  towards  him,  then  towards  the 
Breton.      Nothing  was   to   be  read  in  that 
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vizored  face — ^nothing,  good  or  evil,  to  be  ex- 
tracted from  the  volumes  of  those  impenetrable 
organs  of  vision  within  the  helm. 

"  Jarl  Bronz  !*'  exclaimed  at  last  a  white- 
haired  Uchelwr  ;  "  Jarl  the  devil,  Priest ! 
Why,  this  is  the  very  fiend  of  Monthault 
himself!  the  very  villain  we  have  marched 
from  the  Salop  plains  to  c?ipture,  dead  or  alive ! 
What  dost  mean,  Priest?  What,  unless  he 
came  with  bare  neck  for  the  headsman's  steel, 
does  this  false-veined  traitor,  that  fights  for 
hire  against  the  Mother-land  of  his  people, 
do  here,  before  Owen,  and  in  the  amidst  of 
us?" 

And  the  murmur  ran  like  wild-fire  through 
the  gathering  throng.  Like  wild-fire  also  it 
was  in  a  moment  quenched. 

**  Qwilym  ap  Hoel,"  said  the  Prince  to  the 
XJchelwr,  "  thou  hast  stalworth  sons,  the  fore- 
most in  charge  or  storm.  He  that  amongst 
them  puts  foot  before  Jarl  Breton  on  the  leads 
of  yonder  Castle  shall  sit  on  my  right-hand  at 
the  morrow's  feast,  and  wear  for  life  my  sword 
on  his  thigh.     Art  content  ?" 

"  Content  ?"  iterated  the  Venetine,  tuming^ 
round  to  a  set  of  brawny  youths.  "  If  the 
half  of  ye  are  not  before  him,  ye'U  find  kinder 
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greeting  from  the  Marcher  himself  than  ye 
wiU  from  me  and  Nest  my  Dame  in  our  Con. 
way  Hall." 

"  He's  a  Round-table  man,  father/*  answered 
one  of  them,  scanning  the  Breton's  proportions 
-«  a  right  proper  man,  and  ye  know  his 
deeds ;  but  we'll  try  him.  We'll  try  for  thy 
seat  and  sword,  Owen.  By  the  rood!"  added  he, 
with  a  smile,  "  we'll  dare  both  De  Monthault 
and  our  father's  Dame  on  their  own  floors.  Grod 
forgive  me  for  mentioning  my  motixer's  name 
and  that  accursed  one  in  the  same  sentence !" 

"  Win  and  wear,  Rodrick,"  replied  the 
Prince.  "  Meanwhile,  Cymru,  understand  ye 
all  this — Jarl  Bronz,  the  Breton  of  Monthault, 
is  a  Church-sworn  man,  and  my  friend." 

Owen  extended  his  hand.  For  the  first  time 
for  many  years  before  man  Jarl  Bronz  dropped 
on  one  knee,  raised  the  hand,  and  kissed  it. 

"  Up,  Breton !"  said  the  Prince.  "  Need 
we  proof  of  thy  allegiance  after  our  father's 
letters — after  hearing  of  thee  from  the  Abbot 
of  Cwmhir  and  the  Temple  Envoy  ?  We  know 
thy  life,  thy  oaths,  thy  obedience,  thy  history 
— all,  Breton,  all.  And  in  truth  thou  art  a 
fearftd  man  either  to  speak  to  or  to  hear  about. 
Told  ever  bard  or  minstrel  the  like  ?     Look — 
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forget  the  past ;  these  henceforth  axe  again  thy 
Bace  and  People.  Yonder  is  thy  guerdon.  Fix 
there  thy  fiiture.  Not  a  Cymro  in  the  Marches 
will  I  trust  sooner  or  deeper  than  thee.  Steel 
of  proof  art  thou,  Jarl  Bronz,  to  thy  very  liver. 
Eemember,  children,  this  *  Fiend  of  Mon- 
thault/  as  Ap  Hoel  names  him,  is  from  this 
hour  Owen  the  Venetine's  comrade  and  coun- 
seUor.     On  with  this  work— speed  it  all  of 

yer 

And  back  through  the  lines  of  the  Venetine, 
followed  by  the  Breton  and  the  Abbot,  through 
crowds  of  spectators  on  either  side,  entered  the 
Snowdon  Prince. 

Within  were  Eosceline  de  Fossa,  Ednyfed  ap 
Teudor,^  Agnes  the  Forest  Maiden,  the  Chief 
of  Dinas  Bran,  Eeynallt  of  the  Auburn  Locks, 
the  Canon  of  Canterbury,  and  Father  ap  ItheL 

Nearer  and  nearer  engine  aud  machine  con- 
tinue to  envelope  the  circumference  of  Mon- 
ihault. 

The  disc  of  sun  rests  on  the  Western  hills — 
the  Venetines  only  wait  for  the  word  of  assault. 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 


THE   CATASTROPHE. 


On  the  roof  of  his  Castle  stood,  not  a  limb  or 
feature  moving,  the  Marcher.  His  best  men 
were  globed  in  flank  and  rear  of  him. 

Above  these  unterrified  souls  streamed, 
plimged,  and  weltered  the  Living  Cloud  of  the 
Stipas.  A  vast  creature  it  seemed,  of  no  definite 
form  or  dimensions,  shooting,  at  one  moment, 
a  glowing  mass,  instinct  with  malignant  orbits, 
into  the  air ;  then,  as  suddenly  burying  itself 
in  the  involutions  of  its  own  body.  Upon  it, 
as  it  thus  collapsed,  dilated,  ramified  into  the 
pallor-stricken  atmosphere,  the  gaze  of  the 
Baron  was  rivetted  with  an  expression  of 
unappalled  hatred  and  defiance.  No  other 
breathing  was  heard  on  those  battlements  than 
that  of  those  mail-hearted  Condottieri.  The 
winds  which  careered  through  the  surrounding 
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forests  diverged  far  off,  pivoting,  wheeling, 
sweeping,  to  avoid  a  spot  so  hideously  tenanted; 
not  a  feather,  therefore,  whilst  the  Cloud  thus 
threw  forth  its  quivering  arms,-  rose  or  declined 
in  the  Sable  Plumes  of  Monthault.  From  that 
presence  the  very  light  of  nature  had  shrunk 
aloof.  It  is  not  the  ray  of  day,  but  the  reflec- 
tion of  the  Cloud  itself,  which  partially  reveals 
the  withering  gloom  of  the  Marcher's  linea- 
ments. 

Every  parapet,  embrasure,  crenel,  loop-hole 
of  the  Fortress  bristles  as  densely  with  keen 
and  flashing  spear-heads  as  the  hedge-hog's  ball 
with  spines.  Machines,  some  designed  to  clear 
off  by  one  extension  of  their  massy  arms  scores 
of  assailants  from  the  vicinity  their  platform 
commanded;  others,  already  weighted  with 
fragments  of  quarry  sufficient  to  crush  down 
the  strongest  Tower  and  its  occupants ;  others, 
with  guillotines,  constructed  with  ruthless 
sharpness,  to  shear  incessantly  down  the  ex- 
ternal face  of  the  Castle  walls  wherever  the 
Welshman's  ladders  and  ropes  might  attempt 
suspension;  others  for  the  discharge  of  every 
species  of  liquid  ammunition,  boiling  pitch,  oil, 
and  lead,  as  well  as*  for  the  more  terrible  showers 
of  burning  sand,  were  arranged  at  every  telling 
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position  round  the  drcoit  of  the  parapets.  The 
various  divisions  of  the  garrison  stood,  lay,  or 
knelt,  as  the  exigencies  of  the  spots  they  occu- 
pied, or  the  duties  assigned  them,  required. 
Not  a  man  probably  amongst  them,  but  had 
he  been  caught  within  or  without  the  Courts  of 
the  Marches,  would  have  been  doomed  for  some 
notorious  infringement  of  human  or  divine  laiw 
to  reprievdess  death.  They  fought  in  common 
therefore  for  a  common  neck.  On  the  other 
battlements,  all  of  which  communicated  with 
the  one  where  the  Baron  in  person  commanded, 
were  stationed  his  sons  GKiadere,  Peers,  and 
Banulph.  Up  to  these  different  areme  accessions 
of  force  from  the  courts  and  haUs  below  could 
be  instantly  introduced.  As  for  the  barricades 
and  outworks  of  the  Castle,  they  lay  so  entirely 
at  the  mercy  of  the  inner  Ballium,  that  for  any 
portion  of  the  aggressive  force  to  establish  itself 
there  before  the  main  building  were  won,  would 
have  been  to  insure  its  own  speedy  and  inevit* 
able  destruction.  These  were  held  by  such  of 
his  garrison  as  were,  if  the  most  reckless,  yet  not 
the  coolest  or  most  experienced  of  his  troopers, 
the  very  spirits  best  adapted  to  take  off  the 
rough  edge  of  the  Yenetines!  impetuosity. 
The  crescent  of  the  Yenetines'  towers  was 
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now  moving  regularly  onward,  so  that  in  a 
very  short  time  it  threatened  to  lap  the  most 
projecting  of  the  angles  of  Monthanlt.  In  the 
intervals  between  the  Towers  the  covering  and 
sapping  machines  were  propelled  by  thousands 
of  laborious  hands  and  feet.  By  &r,  however, 
tiie  greater  proportion  of  the  Venetine  power 
was  drawn  up  in  perfect  stillness  round  the 
Snowdon  Cognizance,  yet  the  columns  which 
exhibited  the  yew-txee  symbol  in  their  basnets 
or  on  their  breasts,  and  who  alone  were  des- 
tined, as  volunteers,  for  the  assault,  fearfiilly 
outnumbered  the  list  of  Monthault. 

"  The  Snowdon  Dragon,"  muttered  the  Ba- 
ron, as  his  eye  surveyed  the  whole  circumference 
of  the  approaching  collision,  ''  thinks  with  one 
lash  of  his  tail  to  brush  me  from  the  earth  as  a 
page  chassees  a  doth  from  a  table  :  we'll  loose 
a  few  of  his  joints  first/' 

Then  whilst  the  files  of  the  Yenetines  were 
flashing  from  storey  to  storey,  whilst  the  fore- 
most towers  were  nodding  as  if  to  topple  for- 
ward with  their  load  of  stormers  on  the  parapets, 
the  Baton  of  the  Marcher  was  flung  into  the 
air.  A  crash  resembling  that  of  a  descending 
volcano  on  the  woods  at  its  base  accompanied 
the  signal;  beam  and  rafter  groaned  as  if  they 
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had  been  living  preys  torn  asunder  in  the  jaws 
of  some  ferocious  beast.  A  few  tall  piles  gaped, 
then  closed  again,  tottering  to  their  founda- 
tions ;  one  or  two,  smitten  with  fatal  effect  in 
their  very  centre,  slowly  succimibing,  settled  in 
clouds  of  ruin  to  the  earth.  Amongst  the 
fragments  far  below  gleamed  the  flattened  head- 
pieces and  blood-imbrued  tunics  of  theVenetines. 
Then  amidst  this  din  rose,  for  the  first  time 
since  they  had  pitched  their  encampment,  the 
sacred  War-cry  of  the  Venedotians,  "  Halleluia! 
Halleluia !"  never  used  except  when  their  war- 
fare had  the  explicit  benediction  of  the  Church; 
rarely  indeed  used  at  all,  in  the  two  centuries 
preceding  the  annexation  of  their  land  to  Eng- 
land, for  that  Church  was,  for  the  most  part,  of 
the  same  policy  with  the  Norman.  But  now 
it  pealed  forth  in  one  thundering  volume  of 
thrilling  sound  from  every  Mountaineer  engaged 
as  actor  or  spectator  in  the  contest  thus  com- 
menced. It  rolled  as  a  sea-tide  over  fidlen  and 
standing  tower  against  the  Bulwarks  of  the 
Marcher,  drowning  in  its  outpoured  cataract  all 
minor  noises  of  agony  or  triumph;  and  as  it 
continued  to  burst  in  echoing  replications  from 
the  distant  hills,  it  demanded  the  utmost  exer- 
tion of  the  Cambrian  leaders  to  restrain'  the 
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stationary  forces  from  joining  the  Yew-symbols 
in  the  attack.  Some  flung  themselves  down ; 
some,  driving  their  pila  into  the  sward,  leant 
on  them  with  tremulous  resignation;  others 
turned  their  faces  from  the  excituxg  scene  in 
front ;  others  were  beaten  back  by  unceremo- 
nious admonitions  into  the  ranks.  The  Princes 
themselves,  spurring  their  steeds  to  the  van, 
restrained,  both  by  their  gestures  and  example, 
these  fririous  impulses — ^no  slight  task  when 
turret  and  wood-work,  with  many  a  sworn 
hearth-brother  in  them,  were  shattered  to  pieces 
by  the  engines  of  the  most  hateftd  of  the  Nor- 
man Marchers  before  their  eyes.  There  was, 
however,  no  necessity  for  such  reinforcements ; 
no  sooner  had  one  tower  fidled  than  another,  by 
apparently  subterraneous  agency,  supplied  its 
place.  Fresh  files  of  Venetines,  increasing  mo- 
mentarily in  numbers  and  proximiiy,  ranged 
themselves  on  every  flooring ;  flights  of  arrows 
from  the  bows  of  Deheubarth,  that  scarcely 
yielded,  if  at  all,  in  weight  of  shaft  and  length 
of  pull,  to  those  of  Northern  England,  dis- 
charged perpendicularly  up,  came  down  in  a 
mortal  hail  upon  every  yard  of  the  Baron's  bat- 
tlements and  ramparts.  From  under  the  tier- 
eaves  of  the  towers  also  long,  glancing  sheets 
of  these  missiles  were  similarly  discharged  at 


294  RAYMOND  DE  MONTHAULT. 

every  exposed  limb  or  open  grating  whicli  the 
sight  could  detect  or  where  aim  cotdd  be  taken. 
Nevertheless  every  yard's  advance  thns  won 
was  purchased  by  the  sacrifice  of  scores  of 
lives.  The  powerful  and  well-officered  artillery 
of  the  Norman,  however  cumbrous  and  inferior 
compared  to  the  modem  at  long-range,  could 
be^  and  in  this  instance  was,  plied  at  short 
distance  with  the  most  murderous  effect.  Heaps 
of  Yenedotians,  dead  and  dying,  overwhelmed 
with  the  ruins  of  their  own  machines,  or 
pierced  through  and  through  with  ponderous 
spikes,  lay  already  at  the  base  of  the  muni- 
ments. The  d\j]\,  rending  sound,  that,  like  an 
under-current  of  battle,  crept  upward,  ceased 
and  was  again  renewed,  told,  too,  of  the  effec- 
tive fall  of  many  a  fragment  of  rock  on  the 
Tortoises  below.  Every  landing  platform  yet 
attempted  to  be  thrown  from  the  uppermost 
stories,  had  been  shattered  by  balistse  or  severed 
before  a  foot  could  be  planted  upon  it,  by  the 
griding  edge  of  the  Ghiillotines ,  and  though 
the  common  men  were  cautious  of  exposure, 
yet  De  Monthault  himself,  his  sons  and  cap- 
tains, sheathed  in  proven  steel,  from  which 
arrow-head  and  javelin  bounded  innocently 
away,  traversed  every  part,  directed  every  shot, 
guided  and  animated  the  unseen  agencies  that 
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worked  the  whole  engineery  to  their  command 
and  address.  The  Black  Flume  of  the  Marcher, 
the  visor  down,  the  sword  yet  in  its  scabbard, 
was  at  every  point— the  presiding  Genius  of 
the  bloody  turmoil  in  which,  from  its  collected 
but  wondrous  activity,  it  seemed  to  revel ;  and 
wherever  its  shadow  was  seen  thence  was  cer- 
tain to  come  a  swift,  unerring  voUey  of  death. 
Nor  was  the  cry  of ''  Monthault !  Monthault !" 
though  inferior  in  depth  and  volume  to  the 
"  Halleuiah  "  of  the  Welshman,  inferior  in  un- 
mistakeable  sternness  of  spirit,  when  it  rang 
forth  repeatedly  at  each  successful  application 
of  the  Baron's  means  of  defence. 

The  carnage  was  beginning  to  ooze  forth 
and  float  in  purple  rivulets  along  the  moatlines 
of  the  Castle. 

But  De  Monthault  knew  the  dogged  nature 
of  these  assaults.  Though  the  visible  loss  had 
been  hitherto  entirely  on  the  enemy's  side, 
a  single  bridge  successfully  thrown  might  dis- 
embark from  their  perilous  heights  the  whole 
attacking  force,  and  change  in  a  moment  the 
fortunes  of  the  leaguer.  He  spared,  therefore, 
risking  needlessly  one  trooper's  life — not  a  man 
was  allowed,  without  good  cause,  to  show  a 
finger  to  the  enemy,  nor  turn  his  face  a  moment 
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upward  against  that  descending  sheet  of  arrowy 
steel. 

Clad  in  his  Temple  robes,  Bosceline  de  Fossa, 
surrounded  by  his  subordinates,  had  warily 
observed  the  progress  of  the  combat.  Some- 
what in  his  rear,  Ednyfed  ap  Teudor  and  some 
lords  of  Snowdon,  hardened  to  the  routine  of 
March  Castle  onslaughts,  were,  with  that  indif- 
ferent vifi^ilance  which  characterises  the  veterans 
of  lonT^ce,  supcrintendi^  the  «nw»l 
wheeling  of  another  colossal  Tower.  The 
breaches  in  the  crescent  of  Towers  were  by  this 
time  frequent  and  near  each  other — ^but  towards 
each  breach  a  second  and  a  third  substitute 
tardily  propelled  was  heaving  its  way.  Behind 
them  also,  out  of  ordinary  reach  of  missUe, 
stood  the  reserve  bands  of  stormers,  prepared  at 
the  first  signal  to  mount  to  the  scalade — their 
javelins  piled,  and  the  only  weapon  on  them 
the  short  Boman  sword. 

"Deem  it  no  waste  of  life  that  we  essay 
the  frontier  Keeps  in  our  own  fashion,  noble 
Envoy,"  said  Ednyfed  to  the  Templar.  "  It 
suits  best  with  the  inspirations  of  our  people. 
They  love  to  see  the  toil  of  a  long  twelve- 
months go  down  in  an  evening  shadow." 

"  I  know  it,  Sir  of  Aryon,  I  know  it/*  re- 
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plied  the  Templar,  with  a  tinge  of  impatience. 
''  I  find  no  fault  with  it :  each  land  has  its 
usages,  each  nation  its  peculiar  spirit  in  peace 
and  war.  But  surely  ye  might,  as  I  advised, 
have  waited  for  the  morning  sun :  the  duskiness 
of  night  is  fast  overspreading  the  sky." 

"  No,  no,  Templar :  the  Venetine  ever  mounts 
at  sight.  I  have  seen  many  a  stronghold  that 
braved  the  sun  turn  craven  at  the  wilder  Ught 
of  the  moon.  Moreover,  it  cannot  be  that 
yonder  Donjon  will  ever  receive  another  beam 
of  the  star  of  day.  The  will  of  Qt>d  will  never 
permit  such  a  Flag  as  that  to  pollute  a  single 
mom  new  breathed  from  the  gates  of  Heaven 
— ^never — our  men  will  on  till  it*s  down.  I 
know  it  by  their  looks — they  will  on  till  the 
last  scalader  is  counted  out.  To  leave  Mon- 
thault  standing  would  be  a  reproach  no  Aiture 
victory  could  ever  purge  from  our  Cambrian 
annals." 

"Hie  thee,  then,  to  the  Prince,  Ednyfed. 
Here  have  been  Beynallt  of  Talvarran  and 
the  Chieftain  of  Dinas  Bran  chafing  like  boars 
of  France  against  the  orders  which  forbid  them 
to  move  before  my  detachment  mounts  to  the 
assault." 

"  It's  about  their  turn,  I  judge,"  answered 
Ednyfed,  moving  aside,  "this  Tower  savours 
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of  Talvarraii's  architecture.     Aye,  and  here  are 
his  Uchelwyr  and  foresters/' 

'*  I  fear,  Owen  has  given  that  knave,  Jarl  the 
Breton,  the  start  of  us.  That  He,  Snowdon, 
8hoald  caU  such  a  miscreant,  friend  l"  exclaimed 
a  sturdy  leader,  deploying  at  the  head  of  his 
party  towards  the  walls. 

''  Thou  art  wrong,  Ap  Hoel,"  said  Ednyfed. 
"  I  saw  the  Breton  but  a  minute  since  at  the 
Prince's  side." 

"  But  he  is  not  there  now,  Ap  Vychan." 

"  Make  thou  the  more  speed  then,  for  he  is 
not  a  man  that  loiters  on  his  errand/' 

The  old  Chief  nodded  and  pushed  forward — 
his  mutterings  lost  in  the  shouts  of  the  con- 
tending forces,  and  the  deafening  shocks  of  the 
Marcher's  artillery  on  the  forts  of  the  Yene- 
tiues.  No  pause,  not  even  for  an  instant's 
breathing  time,  had  during  the  whole  of  this 
period  occurred.  The  advance  of  the  ma- 
chines, the  battering  from  the  engines,  the 
relays  of  the  Yenedotians,  the  tempest  of 
arrows,  the  roar  of  the  conflict  had  not  been 
intermitted  or  relieved  by  a  solitary  lull.  All, 
on  the  contrary,  grew  every  quarter  of  an  hour 
more  whirling,  more  continuous,  more  stun- 
ning — ^Uke  a  mighty  maelstrom  which  winds 
and  eddies  combine  to  drive  with  tenfold  velo- 
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city  round  the  beaten  fabric  of  some  great  Argo 
of  the  Deep. 

The  broken  gaps  in  the  cordon  of  Towers  had 
by  this  time  been  filled  anew  and  repaired. 

Of  the  space  between  them  and  the  Castle 
battlements  little  or  nothing  however  conld  be 
discerned.  The  showers  of  arrows  and  pro- 
jectiles which  crossed  the  twilight,  coloured 
lurid  as  it  was  by  the  Stipas  Cloud,  rendered 
the  air  murky  and  opaque.  But  as  the  day 
&ded  into  night,  so  that  lurid  colour  flaming 
with  more  and  more  intenseness,  gradually  as- 
sumed a  vividness  so  strong  and  piercing  that, 
for  miles  round,  every  thing  was  as  visible  as 
in  the  glare  of  the  purest  noon.  Beyond  that 
distinctly  marked  circumference  the  thick  girdle 
of  night  was  dropped. 

The  form  of  the  Marcher  therefore  remained 
not  the  less  prominently  conspicuous.  It  was 
followed,  as  it  moved  from  point  to  point,  by 
converging  radii  of  hostile  bolts  and  shafts, 
through  the  rattling  and  bickering  of  which  it 
continued  to  emerge,  unscathed  and  almost 
undinted.  The  barbs  pelted  and  rebounded 
from  his  helm  and  ample  shield  as  December 
hail  from  a  solid  mirror.  As  he  strode  from 
engine  to  engine,  scattering  right  and  left  his 
laconic,  pregnant  orders,  or  adjusting  with  nice 
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hand  the  poise  of  catapult  or  balista,  the  enthu- 
siasm of  his  garrison,  to  whom  such  deportment 
was  like  ignition  to  oil,  could  scarcely  be  pre- 
vented expression  by  the  fearful  horrors  around 
and  above  them.  They  worked  like  demons  at 
the  feet  of  some  Eling  of  Darkness.  On  the 
features  of  the  dead  amongst  them  neither  pain, 
nor  reflection,  nor  remorse,  had  left  the  mould- 
ing of  those  fingers  which  so  often  creep  over 
the  human  soul  in  its  exit  from  the  body. 
Eancour  a^d  disdain  were  graven  in  the  frozen, 
copper  lines  of  the  curling  lips,  the  distended 
nostrils,  the  fallen  and  wrathful  brows.  Many 
lay  with  their  breasts  upwards,  transfixed  to 
the  leads  beneath  by  the  Deheubarth  arrows — 
others  had  dropped  with  a  single  point  through 
the  brain — others  were  strewed  round  the  ma- 
chines— not  a  few  had  been  dragged  together 
to  form  occasional  barricades  for  the  cross*bow 
shooters  of  the  garrison.  But  on  each  lowered 
the  impress  of  the  spirit  which  had  animated 
them  in  life — each  was  a  counterpart  of  the 
Baron's  own  inflexibility.  They  were,  in  feet, 
the  materials  of  the  stubborn  wedges  which  had 
for  ages  been  hammered  by  Boman,  Saxon,  and 
Norman,  into  the  no  less  tough  heart-of-oak  of 
the  Silurian  and  the  Yenetine. 
One  singular  sound  penetrated  at  intervals 
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through  the  harder  and  deeper  echoes  of  the 
fight.  It  was  the  yell  of  the  steeds  of  Mon- 
thault  maddened  in  their  stalls  by  the  well- 
known  accompaniments  of  a  martial  fray  in 
which  they  were,  for  nearly  the  first  time,  pro- 
hibited from  bearing  their  part.  There  was 
something  inexpressibly  savage  and  sangoinary, 
yet  monmfdl,  in  the  cries  of  these  brute  instru- 
ments of  war,  debarred  their  action  in  the  game 
to  which  they  had  been  trained  as  their  pride 
and  glory. 

"It  moves  steadily,  steadily,  boys!"  said 
Hoel  ap  Qwilym,  the  Conway  XJchelwr,  stamp- 
ing his  foot  on  the  fourth  flooring  of  the  tower 
he  and  a  portion  of  the  men  of  Arvon  occupied. 
"  We  are  fighting  against  the  Bed  Fiend.  Soul 
of  St.  David  1  Paradise  may  be  won  here  as  it 
wais  in  Canaan  of  old,  by  Joshua  and  his  twelve 
dans,  by  brave  blows,  against  the  enemies  of 
the  soul,  and  of  all  goodness.  Halleluia  to  Gt>d 
that  he  lets  us  use  his  gifts  of  a  gallant  heart 
and  a  strong  arm,  in  a  blessed  service  against 
this  foul  den  of  AppoUyon — Ha  1  ha !  Madoc, 
thou  seest  he  accepts  other  things  besides 
fasting  and  chanting,  and  lip-work.  Not  a 
priest  in  Christendom,  I  trow,  serves  him  better 
than  we  do  now.    It  will  be  a  sanctified  end 
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for  some  of  ns  before  we  win  this  Devil's 
Hold." 

The  Tower  here  gave  no  slight  lurch. 

'*  It  will  right  itself/'  continued  the  Chief. 
"  Now>  let  us  have  another  five  minutes,  and 
well  drop  a  Conway  drawbridge  on  this  Mar- 
cher's stones.  Ye  are  in  a  blessed  cause — a 
blessed  cause.  A  very  Ark  is  this  wooden 
house  in  which  we  swim ;  and  doubtless  the 
Benediction  of  the  Church  is  the  gaining  herein 
of  heaven;  but  my  curse  upon  ye  if  Uchelwr 
or  Yenedotian  are,  in  to-morrow's  feast,  to  be 
ousted  from  honour  by  this  doubly  treasonous 
butdier  of  the  Normans,  Jarl  Bronz  the  Breton." 

The  hand  of  one  of  the  sons  touched  the 
irascible  old  man. 

Opposite  to  them,  on  a  level  with  their  tier, 
under  the  personal  direction  of  De  Monthault, 
a  piece  of  rock,  several  tons  in  weight,  was  in 
the  act  of  heing  brous^ht  to  bear  on  the  Arvon 
T^.  Ol^Zt -Jung,  of  tb.h^  spring, 
work  of  the  balista  were  distinctiy  heard. 

*'  Ah !"  said  Ap  Hoel,  setting  his  teeth  hard, 
**  here  comes  the  Norman's  benediction." 

The  mass  was  never  discharged;  the  hand 
of  the  Marcher,  instead  of  giving  the  signal, 
declined  towards  his  sword.      BLis  head  was 
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averted  towards  his  own  battlements.  From 
parapet  to  parapet  swelled  a  sadden  harsh,  inde- 
scribaUe  alarm — shot-up  platoons  of  his  own 
spears — ^swayed  to  and  fro  a  chaos  of  meeting 
weapons ;  from  the  court  below,  broke  forth  the 
clashing  of  a  melee  in  full  encounter,  and  through 
the  whole  tumult  the  blows  of  a  battering-ram  on 
blocks  of  metal  cam  ewith  a  dull  muffled  boom. 

A  figure,  covered  with  ihe  tokens  of  unspar- 
ing  combat,  leaped  to  the  Baron's  side.  Itwas 
the  Sieur  Guadere. 

Fere,''  said  he,  "  the  Breton  is  amongst  us. 
Sayst  thou,  Filz  ?"  replied  De  Monthault, 
unsheathing  at  last  his  long  sword  of  knight- 
hood.    "  Hist " 

And  the  Marcher  listened. 

"  The  ram  is  at  our  portal,  the  Temple-cry 
is  in  the  Court — the  Breton  is  on  the  battle- 
ments. I  hear  the  Yenetine  pouring  through 
passage  and  embrasure.  I  have  done  what 
Normal  and  Baron  may.  Son  Ghadere.  I 
could  have  trodden  them  all  to  dried  and  pow- 
dered blood  for  the  wind  to  choke  with,  but 
he,"  pointing  to  the  Cloudy  "  deceived  me. 
Had  the  secrets  of  Monthault  Castle  been  mine 
alone " 

And  he  swept  his  arm  round  in  scorn 
towards  the  Yenetine  encampment. 
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"  What  is  the  Norman  when  his  Castle  is 
false  to  him  ?    Bemember  Klz " 


And  he  pointed  to  his  steel-tissued  haifd. 

Not  a  spark  of  true  chivalry,  €lxcept  for  his 
Sire,  could  be  attributed  to  Ghiadere  de  Mon- 
thault.  Towards  hiTn  his]  feelings  were  pro- 
found. In  that  dreadful  hour  he  bent  his  knee 
and  touched  with  his  vizored  lip  the  Baron  s 
palm. 

"  Son  of  my  soul  1"  said  the  Marcher,  in  low 
accents,  pressing  his  first-bom  to  his  bosom. 
It  was  the  first  earnest  embrace  from  infancy 
to  manhood  which  human  being  had  ever 
received  fix)m  that  pulseless  and  inexorable 
frame;  and  it  was  over  in  a  moment. 

Bound  him  in  this  brief  space  had  collected 
the  press  of  the  combat.  Twenty  paces  ofiT  the 
Crimson  Plome  of  Jarl  Bronz  cleaved  its  path 
through  a  phalanx  of  shields  and  brands.  On 
either  side  of  him  the  bare  auburn  tresses  of 
Talvarran,  and  the  gorgeous  armorials  of  the 
Templar,  backed  by  their  respective  forces, 
heightened  the  impetus  of  an  already  shattering 
charge.  Man  by  man,  without  retreat  or  recoil, 
Norman  and  Yenetine,  dropped  on  their  stand- 
ing-ground. It  was  a  vortex  of  mortal  combats. 
Across  the  empty  space  between  the  battlements 
and  the  Yenedotian  storming  towers  fifty  piers 
^  ^  been  thrown,  frx>m  which  in  twos  and  threes. 
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the  White  Tunics  were  precipitating  themselves 
amongst  the  garrison.  The  earth  seemed  to 
arise,  the  air  to  yavm,  the  heavens  to  descend 
in  arms  against  the  Marcher;  yet  never  in 
the  best  scenes  of  his  adventurous  life  did  he 
compel  the  reluctant  admiration  of  his  foes  with 
greater  justice.  The  ring  round  him  soon 
cleared  before  the  skill  and  physical  strength 
of  such  a  father  and  his  three  sons;  they 
mowed  their  advance  as  with  scythes,  not 
easily,  but  effectively  forward  through  the 
interposing  swarm  of  Welshmen  which  Kt  Hke 
flights  of  falcons  on  the  battlements — many 
only  to  be  at  once  lopped  and  flung  headlong 
down  from  their  dizzy  heights. 

"  This  is  the  family  of  Ham,  the  accursed  of 
God — Halleluia  to  his  death,"  cried  the  Conway 
Uchelwr,  passing  back  his  snowy  locks  from  his 
forehead  and  confronting  the  four  Normans. 

It  was  like  a  Dyke  pushed  athwart  a  raving 
Dam.  The  brethren  of  the  Conway  Hall  closed 
at  a  stride  with  their  mailed  opponents.  The 
hilts  of  their  respective  blades  jarred  against 
each  other — then  with  one  motion  the  Baron 
and  his  sons  made  a  step  backward,  the  lances 
of  their  Norman  rearmen  were  at  once  pro- 
truded and  plunged  into  those  naked  and  in- 
trepid chests,  then  the  sweep  of  the  Norman 
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long  swords^  so  covered,  fell  in  dripping  gleams 
of  execution  on  the  snrviyors. 

With  his  foot  [on  the  hoary  head,  De  Mon- 
thault,  neither  speaking  nor  breathing  hard, 
held  career  onward. 

The  aged  Yenetine  was  cloven  to  the  chine. 

But  there  was  no  foiling  or  stinting  of  that 
fire-livered  multitude.  The  rearward  of  the 
Baron  was  becoming  either  a  vacancy  or  an 
accumulation  of  Norman  and  Yenedotian 
corpses.  From  the  rest  of  the  Castle  the 
HaUduiah  shouta  rung  in  long  ferodons  p«ans 
through  which  the  Monthault  defiance  was  no 
longer,  except  in  solitary  and  feeble  gushings, 
heard.  The  deadliness  of  the  poignard-com- 
bats,  to  which  from  the  limited  arena  of  the 
battle,  by  far  the  greater  part  of  the  encounters 
had  immediately  resolved  themselves,  had,  as  is 
HBoaUy  the  case,  ensured  a  rapid  dedsion. 
Every  blow  was  struck  as  they  strike  who 
smite  but  once.  But  on  either  flank  and  in 
front  of  the  Marcher,  the  pro  west  of  his  officers 
and  veterans,  Dupaltier,  Lebilliard,  Tancred, 
Bavolco,  and  others  still  constituted  a  serried 
barrier  of  mail  These  gladiators  of  a  hundred 
pitched  duels  were  not  to  be  hewed  down,  a 
man  at  a  stroke,  by  even  the  terrible  batfle- 
axe  of  the  Breton,  which  literally  ran  with  the 
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lives  it  shed  or  the  appalling  bodily  power  of 
Eosceline  de  Fossa,  or  the  trenchant  force  of 
such  an  arm  as  EeynaUt  Bhudd's.  They  with- 
drew not  an  inch,  nor  lowered  an  eyelash 
before  such  antagonists,  and  when  De  Mon- 
thault  and  his  sons  had  secured  their  lefk  flank 
by  cutting  down  every  ladder  and  plank  from 
the  wooden  Towers  which  could  transfer  another 
Venetine  to  that  portion  of  the  battlement, 
their  charging  cheer  rose  as  deep  and  hearty  as 
it  had  done  hours  before  in  the  quadrangle ;  and 
though  no  response  from  Court  or  Bastion,  or 
Keep  now  replied,  except  the  long-drawn  cry 
of  the  enemy,  yet  it  was  sent  forth  a  second 
time  a^  stem  and  haughty  as  if  every  voice 
that  answered  had  been  a  friend's  raised  to  the 
"  Bescue."  Bight  above  the  spot  of  combat 
floated  the  Stipas  Standard — ^prons^s  of  black- 
.«,  begi^g^  ^  «^h  I  ven^on 
fires.  Not  a  lunge,  nevertheless,  was  retarded, 
nor  a  look  averted  in  that  desperate  melee. 
Gradually  one  and  then  another — whom  slaying 
and  by  whom  slain  it  was  impossible  in  the 
whirl  and  eddy  of  those  bickering  weapons  to 
descem — sank  down.  Every  minute  reduced 
the  number.  Prostrate  under  De  Monthault, 
his  brawny  shoulder  gashed  through  to  the 
vital  lungs,  lay  the  now  silent  Chaunting  Priest, 
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the  Chief  of  Dmas  Bran.  Near  him  Ednyfed 
ap  Teudor,  sorely  wounded,  but  still  breathing, 
reclined  with  his  back  against  the  parapet. 
Between  these,  the  smile  of  loftiness  still  mould- 
ing his  classic  month,  was  extended  Bannlph 
De  Monthaiilt.  The  form  of  his  death-stroke 
betrayed  at  once  the  Breton's  agency.  A  little 
longer,  and  like  so  many  biUows,  yielding  away, 
not  at  once  nor  at  one  spot,  others  subsided  on 
the  previous  heaps  of  dead  which  cumbered  the 
leads.  Of  the  Normans,  none  now  suryiye  but 
Guadere,  Peers,  and  the  Marcher  himself.  And 
the  neck  of  Sir  Peers  declines,  his  limbs  reel  as 
he  places  himself  with  a  last  effort  by  the  side 
of  his  Sire — then  his  brand  leaves  his  hand, 
and  he  drops  stone  dead. 

"  "lis  even  quittance,"  murmured  Bed 
Beynallt,  as  with  swimming  sight  he  saw  the 
Norman  faU,  and  in  vain  attempted  a  step  for- 
ward; "  but.  Saints  of  God !  who  is  this?" 

Twice  had  Jarl  Breton  and  the  Baron  met — 
twice  had  they  been  parted.  The  first  time  by 
Banulph — Banulph  had  fallen — ^now  the  second 
time  by  Ghiadere. 

"  Take  the  Templar,  Filz,"  said  the  hitherto 
dumbly-slanghtering  Marcher.  "  Leave  me 
the  Breton — ^thou  knowest  him  not." 
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"Cador  Haxdd  the  Venetine.  Bantdph — 
Peers — ^I — we  all  have  known  him  since  the 
mom." 

"  *  Thorough'  this  time,  Pere,"  replied  the  son, 
from  his  hollow  casque,  while  he  sprung  upon 
the  Breton. 

The  Crimson  Plume  and  barred  helm  of  Jarl 
Bronz  had  disappeared.  In  lieu  of  them  shone 
forth  tiie  maxble-deax  face,  aiid  short  jet  hair 
of  the  man  that,  as  his  name  implied,  had  been 
renowned  through  Cambria  as  much  for  the 
heroic  beauty  of  his  person  as  the  largeness 
and  generosity  of  his  soul. 

''  It's  the  hand  of  heaven,  and  needs  no  sin- 
ful aid,"  exclaimed  Talvarran,  borne  away  in  a 
^ood^g  stats  by  his  Mowe^  whilst  oide. 
in  his  turn  fell  before  the  Venetine,  dashed 
from  between  him  and  the  Marcher  by  one 
fearful  stroke— a  quivering  corpse— against  the 
ancient  seat  of  the  Grey  Mason. 

The  Templar  sheathed  his  blade — ^the  Vene- 
tines,  by  a  common  impulse,  became  rooted  as 
statues. 

Of  all  his  garrison,  his  domain,  his  family, 
the  Marcher  alone  lived.  And  his  helm  also 
was  now  thrown  off.  He  cast  it  from  him 
to  the  ground,  and  with  features  bloodless,  but 
unshrunk  by  terror,  with  his  brow  borne  high, 
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and  his  eye  as  untroubled  and  commanding  as 
eyer,  he  strode  across  his  dead  son,  and  con- 
fironted  the  man  whose  dan  he  had  massa- 
cred, whose  love  he  had  betrayed,  whose 
body  he  had  riven  with  wounds  in  the 
sanctuary  of  his  chamber,  on  his  festal  night, 
on  the  bosom  of  his  wife,  above  the  appealing 
hands  of  his  innocent  and  helpless  child. 
There  was  a  grandeur  which  appalled  the 
heart  in  the  quenchless  pride  of  the  Norman's 
full,  direct  glare  on  the  Yenetine  Chief,  in  the 
sibilant  distinctness  of  the  few  words  that 
burst  fix)m  his  lips,  in  the  engine-like  fury 
with  which  his  steel  lit  on  the  uplifted  axe. 
A  rare  and  beautiful  vision  was  it — could  it 
have  been  separated  firom  its  adjuncts — ^to 
witness  the  practice  of  arms  of  these  two 
warriors  in  the  mature  perfection  of  such  con- 
summate strength  and  judgment,  to  see  life 
and  death  beaten  to  and  fix)  fix)m  weapon  to 
weapon,  yet  never  descending  nor  lost  between 
the  bodies  and  hands  of  the  champions. 
The  blows  of  De  Monthatdt  were  delivered 
with  miraculous'  skill,  rediiplication,  and  po- 
tency— the  solid  steel  of  the  axe  on  which  they 
fell  gleamed  like  an  anvil  lightened  by  corus- 
cations of  sparks.  Nevertheless  the  wrist  of  the 
Yenetine  moved  neither  right  nor  left :  under 
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it  his  aspect  was  fixed  rather  on  the  Marcher's 
&ice  than  his  sword,  and  though  his  enemy 
poured  stroke  upon  stroke  till  the  Castle  rever- 
berated with  the  quick  and  echoing  din,  the 
soul  of  Cador  Hardd  seemed  absorbed  in  drink- 
ing in  the  last  looks  on  earth  of  his  once  Norman 
friend.  Perchance  across  the  long  dreary  waste 
of  hatred  the  memory  of  his  early  affection  passed 
like  a  mournM  spectre — ^perchance  the  utter 
desolation  in  so  brief  and  swift  a  period  of  the 
man  whose  most  effective  stay  he  had  himself 
been,  or,  stiU  more,  those  bubbUng,  trickling 
streams  which  oozed  out  from  every  joint  and 
crevice  of  his  panoply,  attesting  the  avenger's 
work  nigh  already  done,  contributed  for  a 
moment  to  arrest  the  Yenetine's  arm. 

And  the  Templar  also — scarcely  recovered 
from  the  bewilderment  which  had  affected  him 
in  meeting  in  his  own  and  his  order's  secret 
Emissary,  his  murdered  and  long-lamented  re- 
lative—betrayed some  such  emotions. 

"  Spare  him,  Cador — spare  him.  Brother — 
spare  him  for  penitence  and  God !" 

With  the  hoarse  cry  and  spring  of  a  tiger, 
the  Baron  tamed  upon  the  speaker.  A  rush 
of  scintillations  marked  the  concussion  between 
his  sword  and  the  burnished  helm.     De  Fossa 
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sank  on  his  knee  Before  hiin  ere  the  Marcher 
could  repeat  the  stroke,  bounded  once  more 
Cador  Hardd  the  Venetine. 

For  some  time  nothing  more  could  be  distin- 
guished than  the  figures  of  these  two  men  in 
mail,  one  with  a  sword,  the  other  with  a 
battle-axe,  engaged  in  the  traversings  of  a 
mortal  issue. 

A  silence,  deep  and  sudden,  then  followed. 
He,  with  the  sword,  supports  himself  against 
the  pedestal  of  the  Standard.  His  shield  is 
riven,  his  corslet  rent— his  sword  shivered ;  the 
purple  fluid  wells  from  breast  and  loin  and 
limb.  Above  his  head,  with  the  ghastly  aspect 
of  the  Spirit-Mason  devouring  him  from  its 
centre,  tardily  descends  the  Stipas  Cloud.  He 
lifts  his  glazing  eyes :  they  encounter  nought 
but  that  indescribable  image  of  Terror.  The 
Castle  now  reels  from  base  to  pinnacle.  Every 
Venetine  has  abandoned  it.  Collected  below, 
breathless  as  the  very  stars  at  night,  as  the 
oaks  on  the  hills,  they  watch  the  last  of  the 
catastrophe  of  that  far-execrated  Keep. 

And  the  Marcher  was  left  alone  on  high. 
Upon  him  alone,  erect  in  the  light  of  that 
blended  fire  and  darkness,  every  eye  in  that 
great  Camp  was  rivetted.    With  dying  features, 
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one  hand  grasping  the  Staff  of  that  frightful 
Bannerol,  the  other  clutching  the  hilt  of  his 
fractured  blade,  his  three  dead  sons  at  his  feet, 
his  Castle  foundering  to  the  abyss,  he  turned, 
after  one  look  of  ineffable  scorn  on  the  Tenant 
of  the  Cloud,  his  ftdl  front  towards  the  wide 
and  awe-stiUed  armament  of  the  Venetine. 
His  countenance,  blanched  as  the  silver,  was 
haughty  as  ever,  and  his  final  gesture  of  de- 
fiance fraught  with  the  majesty  of  an  expiring 
empire. 

And,  fold  upon  fold,  the  Pall  of  the  Stipas 
Fiend  fell  upon  him,  upon  his  sons,  upon  the 
many  dead,  upon  outwork  and  tower  and  donjon 
of  the  vast  pile  of  the  Marchland  fortress.  Upon 
them,  for  hours,  like  a  hiU  of  midnight,  it 
brooded,  noiseless,  impenetrable  —  subsiding 
lower  and  lower,  till  with  the  first  faint  exha- 
lations of  mom,  it  coiled  downward  and  dis- 
appeared for  ever  in  the  nether  earth. 

On  the  charred  level  where  once  soared  the 
Bock  and  Castle  of  Monthault,  the  bodies  of  the 
slaughtered  Yenetines  alone  next  day  indicated 
the  locality  of  its  existence.  Deep,  deep,  where 
no  human  plummet  will  ever  sound,  had  de- 
scended the  Marcher's  Hold,  the  Marcher's 
Treasures,  and  the  Gold  Piend's  Cloud. 
VOL.  m.  p 
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CHAPTER  THE  LAST. 

CONCLUSION. 

Years  after,  on  a  spur  of  that  ridge,  high  over 
which,  like  a  pharos  of  wreck  and  death,  the 
banner  of  De  Monthanlt  and  the  Stipas  had 
waved,  rose  the  petty  citadel  of  Montgomery — 
destined  by  its  position  to  a  subsequent  im- 
portance of  which  its  original  strength  and 
structure  afforded  Uttle,  if  any,  prognostica- 
tions. 

To  the  stem  Frontiefsmen  who  remembered 
the  Baron  and  his  imposing  fabric,  it  seemed  as 
a  sparrow's  nest  to  an  eagle's  ejrrie. 

Months  elapsed  before  Ednyfed  ap  Teudor 
and  Beynallt  Ehudd  were  able  to  bear  armour 
again.  When  Eosceline  de  Fossa  wended  to 
his  own  sphere  in  the  East,  he  was  escorted 
from  Aberfraw  to  the  Severn  fords  by  a  choice 
band  of  the  nobility  of  the  Hills.  The  last 
blessing   of  the   Soldier-Priest  was   delivered 
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upon  the  united  hands  of  his  niece  Agnes  of 
the  Forest  and  Eeynallt  of  the  Auburn  Locks. 
The  hoards  of  the  Harrington  Miller  came 
into  Eeynallt's  possession — how,  was  Eeynallt's 
own  secret — he  never  declared  it. 

The  soul  of  Cador  the  Venetine,  though  it 
smiled  ere  long  in  his  own  Castle  over  a  grand- 
child's  beautifdl  infancy,  never  forgot  the  past, 
never  entirely  retrieved  its  gloom  and  asceticism. 
That  past  had  been  too  terrible.  To  the  close 
of  his  life  men  spoke  of  him  as  if  he  still  re- 
mained in  heart  and  thought — Jarl  Bronz  the 
Mystic  Breton. 

Not  often  in  his  presence  did  Keynallt  allude 
to  Raymond  the  Marcher.  When  he  did  so, 
he  generally  concluded  with  the  same  observa- 
tion— 

''  A  red-handed  villain,  but  a  man,  after  all, 
without  fear — he  feared  neither  man,  nor  God, 
nor  fiend — he  was  true  Norman  steel  to  the 
back-bone,  a  '  Thorough  *  Lord  Marcher." 


THE   END. 
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